"Peter would kill us if he ever found out about this."

:Wouldn't that be a tragedy.:

Mindy peered through the lens of the visor. At the bottom, small digits recorded A) How far the nearest item was that she was looking at B) It’s temperature C) Room temperature D) The time E) Other things that she didn’t really care about right now. In fact, she was now pressing a button off to the side that switched it to enhanced vision - zoom-in mode. 

That was better. Now it was /much/ easier to work on her glider. She picked up the greasy rag that she had tossed aside along with the screwdriver and got to work. At her side was an open book titled, “MECHANICS FOR DUMMIES”.

Well, Oscorp’s technology really shouldn’t be looked at by dummies. Even ones with books for that. But still, she had to admit she did a pretty good job on the glider’s redesign. No longer did it look like a metallic bird of prey - no, now it was a /multicolored/ bird of prey!

:You completely killed it’s coolness: her alter-ego complained. :It looks like a flying fruitcake.:

“A flying fruitcake in the shape of a hawk, thankyouverymuch,” Mindy corrected, wiping away a smudge. “And it looks kick-aft.”

:Fruitcake.:

”Kick-aft.”

:Fruitcake.:


“Kick-aft.”


:Whatever.:

”Damn straight.” Mindy grinned to herself at yet another victory - however minor. Ever since Mindy had defeated herself - or perhaps a mirror, the yin to her yang who called herself Monica - or Locke - her alter-ego had been a resident of her mind, watching through her eyes. She had tried to take control more than once, but Mindy had always fought her off. Each victory made gave Mindy more confidence that she could deal with this.


She had a life in this world - and had accepted the fact that whatever had brought her here probably wouldn’t work again. She might share an apartment with Peter’s friend - a Mary Jane, who was more than glad to get out of her own house - but she wasn’t trying to steal him from her.

Even if he did stay away from MJ, for reasons only he - and Mindy - knew. 

