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An Age of Heroes Has Begun

Nobody is certain when the superheroes began to appear among us. Some believe that “supers” have always been here, and we just never noticed. Some scientists theorize our planet was recently bathed in cosmic radiation that caused waves of mutations. Whenever supers emerged from the population, there's no doubt about their existence now. The 21st century has seen a dramatic rise in the activity of supers.

Some supers try to avoid using their powers and shun the life of a hero. Some supers embrace doing good and fighting to protect normal humans from the dangers of war, crime, natural disasters, and accidents. Still other supers shun their human cousins and turn their powers to personal gain, revenge, or pure mayhem.

What would superheroes be without supervillains?

Nowhere on earth is there a higher concentration of superheroes and supervillains than New Metro City, USA. That just happens to be the city where 38-year-old Diana Garden lives with her teenage son, stepdaughter, and husband.

New Metro City also happens to be the city protected by the beautiful super heroine known as Guardian Angel. The shapely, dark-haired beauty possesses immense powers, including flight, super strength, super toughness, super senses, the ability to hold her breath indefinitely, and even the ability to shoot plasma energy from her hands.

These powers come with a serious flaw: the more she uses them, the more sexually excited she becomes. If Guardian Angel is not careful, being one of the most powerful supers in New Metro City can lead to some very embarrassing situations.

It’s up to YOU to decide what she does!

Begin the Adventure >
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A Perfect Day for a Picnic

“You don’t take mayonnaise to the beach,” I say as I pass the sandwich to my son. “It’s too risky. I don’t like to take risks.”

“Oh, come on, mom, it’s in a cooler,” says Nikolas. “We’ve only been here like an hour. It would have totally been fine.”

Nikolas reminds me of his father every time he is disagreeable for no reason. He has his father’s lean, muscular physique, his chiseled features, blond hair, and his father’s intense blue eyes. Even though he’s eighteen, he sometimes acts like a thirteen-year-old. He wants to argue with me. With Nikolas’ father, it was more than just arguing. Which is why he’s my ex-husband and not my husband.

I smile wearily at my boy as he bites sullenly into his turkey and cheese. I’m not letting his teenage sulkiness get me down. It is a gorgeous afternoon at Redford Beach, postcard perfect, with the Atlantic behaving, a warm breeze off the coast, and bright blue skies overhead. Hardly a cloud above us. The golden sands are packed with sunbathers, swimmers, and picnickers. The skyline of New Metro City is gleaming behind us, and the Redford Boardwalk and Pier are crammed full of beachgoers. The sound of the familiar Ferris wheel music reaches my ears over the din of a dozen Bluetooth speakers playing different pop music.

I turn back to the open cooler and reach inside. “What about you, Penny?”

“Mayo is gross anyway,” says Penny. “I’ll take whatever.”

“PB and J or cheese and turkey?” I ask, rooting around in the cooler.

“PB and J,” she says, holding out her hand.

My stepdaughter is a year older than Nikolas and tends to be more agreeable. At least about the little things. She’s a pain in my buns when it comes to the big ones. The girl got into NYU’s school of journalism with most of it covered by scholarships but insists on going to Southshore Community College and living at home. Not that I mind having her around the house. I just wish she had aimed a little higher. She has the brains for it.

Penny is not as into sports as my son. More of a computer sort of girl. Very smart and wants to write for the Washington Post. When it comes to her looks, her father has to work overtime to keep the boys away. Worse than me with Nik and his girlfriends. Penny is very… what do they say these days? Thicc, I think they call it. Seeing her in her bikini for the first time today was a shocker. The girl’s curves put mine to shame and because she’s only 19 there is no sag yet. I work my butt off doing squats and running to keep my curves under control and trust me, they are barely under control.

I smile at her and pass her one of the sandwiches. She curls a lock of her coffee brown pageboy behind her ear and drops her sunglasses onto her face. Then she takes a huge bite of the sandwich.

“Mmmmm. Where’s dad?” asks Penny, talking around her food as she surveys the crowded beach.

“He was going to try to rent jet skis for you and your brother,” I say. “But no promises, Nik. You know how busy that place gets. And on a day like today, perfect weather, there is going to be a line.

“Are we going to get you out on one of those?” asks Penny.

Nik scoffs.

“Mom is too risk averse, didn’t you hear? She’s afraid of mayo.”

“I am not afraid of mayo, I am afraid of salmonella. And just for that, if Tim gets the jet skis I am taking your turn and I am doing stunts. Mad stunts. World Star.”

“Oh my god,” laughs Penny.

“Mommmm, stop,” says Nik. “That’s not even a thing anymore. God. You’re so not cool.”

Life doesn’t get any better than embarrassing my son at the beach. I think he about had a heart attack when he saw me in my one-piece bathing suit. It’s not anything too racy, but a cloth sack would be too racy if I wore it around Nikolas. I’m staring out at the softly crashing waves when I hear something that makes the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end.

It’s a scream. Just a scream. There are people screaming on the rides on Redford Pier. That’s what I tell myself, but I know it’s not true. That was a terrified scream, not a mini-coaster scream. A few seconds later, I hear more screams and shouting. Penny and Nikolas haven’t noticed it yet, but I’m attuned to these sorts of things. I can hear real terror from miles away.

I look towards the pier, and I can make out some sort of commotion. People running away from the end farthest out over the water. More screaming. Some people on the beach are starting to notice.

“Um, Nik, Penny, why don’t you walk down the beach to the Frosty Freeze stand and get us all some of those crushed ice drinks.” I reach into my purse for some cash and pass it to Penny. She starts to protest, but I’m already on my feet, making my way to the showers with my beach bag tucked under my arm. The screaming is getting louder. I see a couple people jump off the pier and into the ocean to get away from whatever is happening.

This is not good. Not how I wanted to spend my Saturday with my family. I wanted to be mom on the beach, getting a tan and playing volleyball and swimming. Now I must be someone else.

Diana Garden, housewife and mother, must become Guardian Angel.

Yes, it’s me, the woman you’ve heard about on the news. They call her Super MILF on the Internet. My alter ego is the protector of New Metro City.

Not exactly glamorous taking off my bathing suit in the bathroom stall next to the beach showers. Hearing the screams getting closer and getting louder. Hoping my family went down the beach to the Frosty Freeze. Hoping my husband is okay at the jet ski rental stand.

I reach into my beach bag and unzip the small pack containing my costume. The suit looks and fits like Spandex but is actually made of a rip and flame-resistant material called Polytek. The whole thing probably cost as much as the minivan I drive.

I look at the famous suit. It consists of a white body suit with sky blue reinforced patches on the neck, arms, hips, and legs. The golden Guardian Angel symbol occupies prime real estate on the chest. I can’t count the number of times I’ve seen news footage zoom in on my breasts bouncing around supposedly to show off the symbol. They could film the symbol on my back, on the red cape, but for some reason always go for the boobs. My long, dark hair flows free and unlike a lot of the other supers throughout America I don’t wear a mask.

The boots go on last. Then I stash my beach bag at the back of the stall and launch myself out of the pool shower, knocking over two startled women as I fly at incredible speed into the air. When I hit the open air, I soar upwards, over the beach, before stopping and hovering in midair. My red cape flaps in that warm breeze coming off the ocean. I can hear voices on the beach beneath me shouting out.

“Look, it’s Guardian Angel!”

“There she is! It’s her!”

“It’s the Super MILF!”

I cringe at that last one.

The screams coming from the pier are much louder. The crowd is stampeding down its length and packing onto the boardwalk. Smoke is rising from a couple of the vendors on the pier, and it looks like the tilt-a-whirl has been knocked off its axis.

My instinct is to charge right in and put a stop to whatever is causing this chaos. That bravado has landed me in trouble before. I can practically hear Professor Constantine’s voice in my head telling me to do a little reconnaissance before I risk my life. I suppose I could ask someone fleeing what is happening. I see a policeman running down the pier away from the destruction.

Then again, I also see an entire picnic table being flung through the air and off the side of the pier. Diana Garden might be too risk averse to put mayo on a picnic sandwich, but Guardian Angel laughs in the face of danger!


What should I do?

Fly to the pier and face the danger

Be cautious and do some reconnaissance


Fly to the Pier and Face the Danger

This has gone far enough. People are being hurt and maybe killed out on the pier. I need to put a stop to whoever is doing this to the citizens of New Metro City. And the tourists. They matter too.

I fly in the direction of the pier, restraining my ability so I am fast, but not so fast I break the sound barrier and overshoot my target. The beach blurs beneath me and I am suddenly flying over the screaming crowd. I can see the damage – overturned stands, crumpled rides, and fire spreading from one of the food stalls - but I can’t make out the source of the destruction. I float lower, my cape going limp as I descend into the carnage.

I land atop the pier not far from a woman and her young child cringing behind a caricature artist’s booth. Not surprisingly, I see a version of myself pinned up as one of the sample portraits. My feet floating off the ground and my cape flapping behind me. My head huge and nose prominent. The artist has unsurprisingly given me a halo and made my breasts absolutely enormous.

Okay, Rembrandt. Nice portrait.

A fearful whimper draws my attention back to the woman.

“It’s okay,” I say. “You’re safe now. I won’t let anything happen to you.”

I hold my hand out to her and she tentatively reaches out to me, hugging her terrified child against her chest.

I see a green blur in my peripheral vision and turn just in time to take the impact in my abdomen. It feels like being hit by a freight train. This may surprise you, but I actually know what the feels like. I’d describe the feeling here as “not good” with a lot of secondary impacts as I am flung through a pretzel stand, out the back of it, and into the tent for the “Aqua Cats” animal show. I land in the bleachers ringing the interior of the rigid tent and smash through them, crumpling the structure around me.

“Ooof,” I groan, lifting my head just as my attacker comes stomping through the hole my body made in the wall. I also start to feel a little turned on.

Yeah, you heard me. That’s the downside of my superpowers. Every time I fly or use super strength or withstand incredible amounts of damage, it starts to make me hot. I can feel it throbbing deep inside me. A growing need to tear off my suit and start rubbing my clit. Or worse. I’m usually able to keep it under control.

Usually.

I shake it off, for now, and rise from the ruined section of bleachers. Not a moment too soon. The green brute who slammed me through the pretzel stand is coming right for me.

He’s an ugly one too! He’s green from head-to-toe and his green skin is covered in lumps and bumps like the knots on a tree. He barely looks human with his bulging muscles, hunched posture, and huge, goblin-like face. Greasy black hair hangs from his balding head and his beady black eyes stare at me with hatred. His giant nostrils flare and his muscles seem to swell even larger. His fists are the size of Christmas hams.

“Torvald the Troll,” I say, recognizing this green menace from video footage. “I thought the Human Cannon locked you up.”

“Him? Nah, it was the Newark Knight,” says Torvald, a fanged smile spreading on his huge mouth. “But I got out of lockup. Good behavior.”’

Torvald is dangerous and practically indestructible, but he’s not a villain in my league. I stop villains who threaten all New Metro City or even the country. Maybe even the world. But Torvald is a threat to my day off, so he gets my full attention.

“Well, Guardian Slut, gonna try me?” He grunts and smacks his right fist into the palm of his left hand. “I’ve been wanting to tangle with you for years. Lightning Lad told me you get all worked up with a good fight. Don’t worry, doll, I’ll take care of you. Dinner and dessert.”

“Last chance, Torvald,” I say, beginning to float slightly off the ground. “We can do this the easy way—”

“The hard way,” he growls. “Always the hard way.”

He spreads his stance and squares his bulging shoulders to ready himself for my attack. Time to teach this knobby green jerk a lesson!


What should I do?

Grapple with him and fly him into the sky

Use my plasma beams to blast Torvald until he yields

Duke it out with Torvald using punches and kicks


Be Cautious and Do Some Reconnaissance

For once, I decide to heed Professor Constantine’s advice. I swoop down, flying over the boardwalk and looking for a spot I can land among the crowd of people trying to rush off the pier. Near the back of the crowd is a police officer. He’s fleeing like everybody else, but he also seems to be directing the flow of the stampede and trying to keep people from being trampled. I dip down, grabbing a big tourist guy the policeman is trying to help up. I lift the tourist under his sweaty armpits and set him back on his feet. He looks at me with wide, disbelieving eyes. His nose is white with sunscreen.

“Th-thank you, Guardian Angel,” he stammers.

“Be safe, citizen,” I say, giving him a gentle push in the direction of the boardwalk.

Something crashes and I hear a bestial roar out on the pier. I turn my attention back to the police officer. He has a pained expression on his face and behind his dark sunglasses he looks almost as wide-eyed as the tourist we just saved together.

“Damn, I’m glad to see you Guardian Angel,” he says. “That thing is going on a rampage! I think I got everybody out of there, but he’s tearing up the whole pier!”

“You are doing a good job,” I tell him, resting my hand on his shoulder to calm him down. “Who is doing this? Did you recognize him?”

“Big and green. Like a goblin or something. But big. Muscular. Big as a car.”

“Big, I’ve got it,” I say, trying to remember any green super villains. Then one pops into my mind. “Did he have a long nose and pointed ears? Massive muscles? Long, greasy black hair, but bald on top?”

“Y-yeah, that’s him.” He is interrupted by an explosive crash and another bestial roar. The policeman winces. “Look, uh, I’ve got to go and make sure everyone is getting off the pier.”

“I’ve got this, officer,” I say.

At least I know who I’m up against now. Torvald the Troll. Strong and violent and dangerous. He’s practically indestructible, but he’s not very smart and he doesn’t have many other powers. His idea of a heist was to punch his way into a bank vault. I think Lightning Lad caught him after that bank job. Torvald was supposed to be in lockup for another few years, but you would be amazed by how often super villains manage to escape.

Hmmmm. What was Torvald’s weakness? I remember he has a healing ability and Lightning Lad had some trouble with him, but then he used… what was it? Oh, right, he blasted Torvald into a bunch of propane tanks and set him on fire. The fire was his weakness.

I hear another crash, getting closer now, and I know it’s time to act.


What should I do?

Wreck Torvald with my plasma blasts

Lure Torvald away from the pier to minimize damage

I’m Stronger Than Him! Kick Torvald’s Green Butt!


Grapple With Him and Fly Him into the Sky

I launch myself at top speed into Torvald, flying like a human-sized bullet into his rippling abdomen. I drive the breath from his lungs and feel his bones compress but hold firm. I knock him off his feet, carrying him through the back of the circus tent and then upwards into the sky. I grapple with him, and he grapples with me. He’s incredibly strong, even for a super, but I’m stronger and wrap my arms as far as I can around his broad midsection as I rocket us higher and higher into the sky.

The pier and the strip of beach recede beneath us. Torvald snarls and bites at my shoulder. His sharp teeth tear through my costume and cape. They can’t break my impervious super skin. But it hurts. Like getting pinched by a troll-mouth-sized crab pincher.

“GGGGRRRRRR!” he snarls, his drool spilling down my back and front in disgusting slimy rivulets. His clawed hands tear at the sides of my costume, ripping into the white fabric and exposing my pale flesh.

I don’t let go of the savage brute. I keep flying, higher and higher. Breaking the sound barrier as I soar into the sky with my arms around Torvald’s creaking muscles.

With each passing moment, I’m getting hotter. My nipples stiff and my pussy wet with arousal. My breath shuddering through me. Aching for release. The pressure building inside me.

“Put me dowwwwwn!” snarls Torvald, flailing his limbs as he realizes we are now more than a mile above the pier with New Metro City sprawling below us.

I keep going.

“I’ll put you down when you’re in manacles,” I shout. “Give up, Torvald.”

“Never! I’m never going back, you super bitch!” He claws at me, shredding more of my costume. His blackened nails hurt, but like his teeth they can’t penetrate my skin.

“Oh? You want to go up then?” I slam my knee into his groin and accelerate my flight. Mach one. Two. Three. The air growing thin and cold. The acceleration blasting my hair from my face. I shout, “I can go all the way up, Torvald! I don’t need air to breathe. I bet you do. You going to give up or do you want to see how you do in space?”

“NEVERRRRR!” he snarls and bites me on my bicep. That really hurts. I accelerate again. Blasting far beyond the sound barrier and to escape velocity.

I’m confident I can beat him this way, but my arousal is getting very distracting. I’m using my powers more than usual. Super strength, super endurance, and super flight all combining to awaken my lust. A part of me wants to twist off Torvald’s ugly head, but an even bigger part of me wants to rip off his tattered shorts and find out how that big green cock feels plundering my super pussy.

Maybe I should try ending this quickly. Before my perverse desires get the better of me.


What should I do?

Fly Torvald all the way into space

Fly super-fast to burn Torvald with friction


Use My Plasma Beams to Blast Torvald Until He Yields

I haven’t met a foe yet that can withstand the superheated beams of plasma energy I can fire from my hands. I’m not sure how I do it. I concentrate on who I want to blast, point my hand at them, and the beam shoots out. The big downside, other than the occasional wildfire, is that it is one of my most intense powers and gets me really worked up.

But if I can finish Torvald quickly, it shouldn’t matter.

“You really want it the hard way, huh?” I grin at him and thrust both arms out towards him, my palms facing him and my fingers stiff and splayed.

“What’s that supposed to be?” growls Torvald. “Some sorta intimidation?”

Two roaring streams of plasma blast from my palms. Roiling red and curling at the edges, the beams rip through the air and strike Torvald in his chest. The overgrown troll howls in pain as his flesh ignites and he is thrown back out of the pavilion and onto the pier. The beams keep going, a steady stream of destruction hitting him and roasting him like a giant asparagus. He even smells a little like an asparagus as he’s cooking. Is he a plant? I’ve seen stranger things as a superhero.

“Aughhh! It hurts! It’s burning me!”

“That’s the idea!” I say, keeping the plasma on him even as I feel an intense, quivering desire reach deep into my cove.

Torvald drops to his knees and manages to get his arms up to block my beam. The flame licking red over his forearms as his limbs quickly become blackened and charred. Finally, I relent, and Torvald pitches forward onto the pier, smoke rising from his torched chest and completely incinerated arms.

“I’m… finished,” he groans.

He might be, but he’s not dead. The thing about Torvald is that he can heal almost any wound. Fire saps his ability to heal, but that just slows him down. I’m hoping I burned him bad enough to put him out of action for a few hours. He better be, because I feel like I’m going to explode. Like I just read my favorite 99 Shades of Vermillion novel or watched Ryan Gosling and Glen Powell riding a tandem bicycle. This is bad. This hurts.

Luckily, Torvald starts to shrink. His knotty green flesh retreating, his overly long limbs shriveling and his massive muscles turning into a small, pudgy human body. The only part of him that remains unchanged is the greasy black hair on the mostly bald head. His arms and flabby chest look seriously sunburned, but all the blackened stuff sloughs away. He looks up at me weakly.

“Damn you, Guardian Angel,” he croaks. “You got me.”

I got him, but that doesn’t mean I trust him. I carry a pair of titanium zip ties for just such occasions. I bind Torvald’s wrists together as he whimpers like a greasy little weirdo. Then I pick him up and sling him over my shoulder.

“Oooooohhhhhh,” he moans, no doubt staring at my ass in my costume. It looks huge, but what am I going to do? All the squats just make it bigger.

“I’m taking you to New Metro City Super Jail,” I say, leaping off the pier and into the sky with Torvald slung over my shoulder. I get a last glimpse of the smoldering pier, golden beach, and beautiful blue ocean before I veer north towards the city’s outer borough of Bricktown.

It’s only a few minutes to fly to the Super Jail facility, but I’m not sure if I can make it. The heat between my legs is so intense I feel like I’m melting and every movement is making my stiff nipples throb.

God help me, I want to throw this greasy pimple of a man on his back and ride him until I cum all over his dick. It was huge in troll form. Maybe it’s still nice and big. I can feel it poking against my shoulder, so he’s definitely staring at my ass.

I know I shouldn’t. But… maybe I can sneak it in? I desperately need relief. Like an itch on the tip of my nose driving me crazy.


What should I do?

Fuck Torvald on the way back to Super Jail

Fight my urges and get Torvald to Super Jail


Duke it Out with Torvald Using Punches and Kicks

This overgrown green bully thinks he can ruin my picnic with my family and get away with it? Not happening. I smile at Torvald as I cock my arms and get ready to beat the snot out of him. His toothy sneer falters for a moment, then widens again.

“I heard about you, super slut,” he laughs. “The harder you fight, the hornier you get. Well, I’m going to pummel you until you’re begging for this!”

He thrusts his hips forward and the fat hose of his cock shifts in his ragged shorts. It’s a bundle of super-sized dick that puts anything I’ve had before to shame. But I’m not distracted. I let out my best war cry and leap at him, using my flight power to propel me straight into him like a woman-shaped spear. My shoulder connects with his chest and I drive him back out through the side of the pavilion. We crash through a funnel cake stand. Torvald manages to get his footing and slam his ham-sized fists into my back.

“Oooof!” I grunt as I drop to my knees, face-to-face with that big bulge. Again, totally not distracted. I rocket up and slam his jaw with an uppercut. He hits a sunglasses and souvenirs cart and crushes the whole thing under a rippling mound of muscles. I leap into the air and come down with my fist and knee, but he rolls out of the way as I buckle planks of the pier with my landing.

“Too slow, Guardian Angel, but I like watching you jiggle!” He takes a swing at me, and I dodge. But I miss his other fist coming in from the other direction. It connects with my head and knocks me flat.

Ouch. That actually hurts. I’m up again before he can land another blow and now I am genuinely mad. I can taste a hint of blood in my mouth.

What’s more, I can feel my body heating up. Every super punch I deliver, or take is making me hornier. I need to end this before I lose control.

I feint with a punch to Torvald’s big green melon head, and he dodges. Right into a standing kick that hits so hard it lifts him off the ground and flings him through the air. He sails over the tops of a few stalls and crashes into the massive Ferris wheel. Sparks explode from the electrical and lights blow on the spokes of the wheel.

Torvald doesn’t get up immediately. I have him! Only… why is the Ferris wheel starting to turn? Oh no! The impact has broken the wheel loose from its moorings and Torvald is underneath it, pushing upwards and starting it rolling. Straight down the pier! Straight at all those horrified citizens!

The Ferris wheel rolls free of its structure and starts crushing everything in its path. For a second, I hope the pavilion might stop it, but it smashes right through it, tearing open the roof and leaving a path of carnage through all the stalls and carts down the pier.

I launch myself off the pier and into the path of the Ferris wheel. I catch it and the whole thing buckles around me, glass and metal bending and deforming as I hold it in my hands. Less than a dozen paces from a horrified mass of onlookers.

“You saved us!” cries one woman.

“Are you the real Guardian Angel?” asks a man, looking like he’s going for my autograph. I see several others reaching for phones to record me. I smile and hope my hair looks good as I ease the Ferris wheel onto its side and turn to face them.

“The danger has not passed, citizens!” I shout. “Keep moving away from the pier in an orderly fashion! The authorities are coming!”

I hear a crash from behind me and see a battered and angry-looking Torvald stomping down the path the Ferris wheel has created. He’s coming straight towards me.

“Please keep moving!” I say, smiling one last time before turning to meet Torvald.

Not a moment too soon! He charges at me, and I grapple with him, using my flight power to carry us both on a super jump off the pier and down onto the beach. There’s a lot more space to fight here without endangering civilians. I’m rewarded for my caution with a series of brutal body blows that make my ribs feel like they’re going to break. I slam Torvald down into the sand, buying myself a moment to catch my breath and recover.

I’m down on one knee, starting to sweat and feeling the pain of the punches along with an intense throbbing need in my core. I’m not sure which is worse. The fact that Torvald is actually hurting me or that I want to fuck him.

He stands up, leering at me in my scuffed suit.

“What’s wrong, super slut? Starting to get wet for me?”

He lashes out before I can react, using the claws I had forgotten about amid all that punching. His sharp, black fingernails slice through the front of my costume, ripping through the golden Guardian Angel symbol and tearing a flap down the front of my white suit. My breasts are exposed, plump and bouncing free, pink nipples undeniably hard.

I shove him back and feel another hot ripple of need through my core.

“I’ll be gentle,” he laughs, rubbing at the bulge in his tattered shorts. “Well, gentler! Come on, super slut. Once you go troll, you never go home.”

“Doesn’t… even… rhyme,” I growl, my breasts heaving as my breath comes hard to me.

It would be so easy to give in to the lust. To finally see that big troll cock. To grasp it and ride it. Feel it filling my quaking super pussy.

“Ffffuck,” I grunt, realizing I’m on the brink of giving in. “Gotta end this.”


What should I do?

Give in to my lust right there on the beach

Blast my plasma beams in a last-ditch attempt to defeat Torvald


Wreck Torvald with My Plasma Blasts

My hands are already beginning to glow with my anger. Torvald is tough and can heal, but his weakness is fire and I intend to torch him. This big green bully is ruining a perfect day at the beach with my family! He’s scaring hundreds and there is no telling if he has injured or even killed some people too. It’s payback time!

I float into the air and search the pier for Torvald. It’s easy to find him since he is leaving a path of destruction.

There he is! Tearing the counter off a funnel cake stand and throwing it over his shoulder. I clench my jaw and thrust my arms towards him, palms facing him and fingers stiff and splayed. I’m not sure how it works, but my fury is transformed into beams of plasma that shoot from the palms of my hands. The beams are rippling red with flame at their edges as they shoot through the air and blast Torvald’s hunched back.

“AARRRRRRGHH!” he roars, staggering as flames wash over his shoulders. He rolls out of my path and my beams blast the planks of the pier and engulf the funnel cake stand in flames.

“Come back here, Torvald!” I shout as he rolls and smashes through neighboring stalls. He comes up in the middle of the ring toss game and looks at me with pained fury.

“You super bitch! What are you doing here?” Smoke rises from his shoulders, but the flames have been extinguished. He grabs the entire ring toss game and throws it at me. I blast it with plasma, and it explodes around me into a hundred flaming pieces of debris.

“You’ve been a bad boy, Torvald! Surrender, and I’ll only cook you a little bit!” I blast again with my plasma, destroying what remains of the ring toss stand and chasing Torvald with the beams as he begins to flee.

Each time he pops up behind another stand or throws a hot dog cart at me I answer him with another blast of my plasma. Each time I use the power, I feel another hot ripple through my core. Another pulse in my nipples. Another quivering shudder from my clit. Using my powers makes me horny and none of my powers make me hornier than blasting plasma everywhere. I’m using it wantonly. In anger. Trying to finish the troll before lust overcomes my willpower.

“Stop running!” I shout in frustration.

Then there is nowhere left for Torvald to run. He’s at the railing at the end of the pier. He tears a ship-watching telescope from its pedestal and swings it like a 300-pound baseball bat.

“Fight me!” he demands as I float well out of his reach. “Fight fair!”

“I always fight on my terms,” I say to him and blast him in the chest with both beams of plasma. It’s so hot that the iron shaft of the telescope starts to glow. Torvald is engulfed in flames. He screams in agony, his knobby green body blackening, and he staggers back through the railing and falls into the ocean.

I dive after him, grabbing him as he surfaces, and dragging him onto the beach. He’s shrinking before my eyes, transforming back into his human body. No more green, knobby flesh. No more huge muscles. He’s a small, doughy, balding man. The blackened flesh sloughing away to reveal nothing worse than a sunburn on his chest and arms.

He groans helplessly as I roll him onto his stomach and pull his red arms behind his back. I bind his wrists with one of the pairs of titanium zip ties I always carry with me.

“W-what happened?” groans Torvald. “Oh, no, did I do it again?”

“Yeah, you did it again,” I say, but I can barely manage to get the words out.

I’m on fire with lust. I need relief or I am going to go completely insane. My hand is already pressing between my thighs and stroking the softness of my cunt through my costume. I’m not the only thing on fire either. The pier is burning and several crews of firefighters are working to contain the blaze. I can see a quartet of firefighters walking down the beach towards me.

They’re going to want to help. I know firefighters. They always want to help.

Maybe they actually can help in this case…


What should I do?

Stop everything and satisfy my urges

Jump in the ocean to cool off

Let the firemen cool me off


Lure Torvald Away from the Pier to Minimize Damage

I want to blast Torvald right here and right now with my plasma. He ruined my perfect picnic with my family, after all. Projecting my anger as beams of white-hot energy is one of my most intense superpowers, but it’s also my most destructive. Attacking him right now with the plasma is going to damage the pier and potentially start a massive fire. I can’t risk it. I need to minimize damage.

I fly into the air above the pier in search of the rampaging troll. Spotting a Volkswagen-sized green berserker isn’t too difficult, especially when he leaves a trail of destroyed stalls and overturned carts in his path. He crashes through a photobooth just as I dive down on him and smash my boots into his face with the force of a cannonball.

“ARGH!” he cries as the impact sends him sprawling through a pizza cart. He jumps back to his feet, snorting with anger and flicking pepperonis off his face and massively muscled chest. “You! Super slut! I know about you, getting all horny from fighting baddies. I’ll make you real horny! Come and get some! Come pay the troll toll!”

He’s even uglier than I remembered, with ropey muscles, knobby green skin, and a face that even a mother would want to put a bag over. His mouth is a huge, yellowing wall of fangs.

“You’re ruining a good day for a lot of people,” I said. “Surrender now, Torvald, and I’ll make it easy on you.”

“Oh, no,” laughs Torvald. “I’ll make your day all better. But I’m going to go real hard on you!”

“I’d like to see you TRY!” I punctuate the last word in the sentence with a flying punch that sends Torvald skidding through a sun umbrella stand. He charges at me a moment later, roaring with fury. I dive out of his way and off the side of the pier. Torvald, too angry to think twice, follows me straight over the side.

I’d hoped dropping over a hundred feet to the beach might have stunned him, but Torvald lands on one knee and leaps straight into an attack. His ham-sized fist catches me in the face, stunning me for a moment and leaving stars in my eyes. He tries to leap atop me, but I’m too fast for that. I dodge aside and float back into the air, my cape flapping behind me and the slight taste of blood on my tongue.

“That’s your one free punch, you green bully,” I say, wiping a trickle of blood on the back of my hand. “Now it’s my turn!”

“No woman or man will ever be stronger than Torvald!” bellows the brute.

I’m pretty sure I am stronger than him, but I never said anything about strength. I stretch my arms towards him, flat palms facing him and fingers stiff, and I focus my anger into my hands. Beams of white plasma fringed with red fire burst from my hands and strike Torvald in his chest. He howls in fury and pain as his knobby green flesh ignites. It smells like roasting vegetables, making me wonder if Torvald is flesh and blood or a plant in this form. Wouldn’t be the first time I’ve run into a plant person, believe it or not. Daisy Duke. Long story.

The fire from my hands drives Torvald back down the beach, his entire body engulfed in flames. The sand around him melting into glass. Fire is clearly the big brute’s weakness. I can see his skin blackening. He finally retreats into the surf and the waves crashing into him extinguish the flames. I relent as he collapses face down into the water.

“Had enough?” I ask.

He pushes up from the surf, his arms and chest blackened in places, but fury and determination written on his face. It looks like his healing ability is already at work. I can see the surf pulling the blackened areas from his legs to reveal new, lighter green skin.

“You just made me angry,” he growls. “Nobody likes me when I’m angry! I’m going to beat your brains out… or maybe fuck them out! I haven’t decided which!”

The fat bulge of his cock in his shorts twitches noticeably as he stands there dripping in the foamy surf. Normally, I’d be disgusted by such a threat, but I feel an intense urge to put Torvald’s fucking skills to the test. Sure, I could out-fight him, but I bet I could also out-fuck him.

“Had some grilled asparagus last week that looked like you,” I pant, taking a step closer to him. “It was delicious. Maybe I just need to roast you a little more.”

My breasts are heaving. My clit is throbbing. My pussy is aching to be fucked. I know it’s bad, but I guess there is just something about blasting energy beams into giant green psychopaths that turns a girl on.

One way or another, I need to finish this…


What should I do?

Fist fight Torvald into submission!

Prove I can out-fuck Torvald!


I’m Stronger Than Him! Kick Torvald’s Green Butt!

My jaw tightens with anger. I was really enjoying my day at the beach with my family. Now all of that is over and Redford Pier is being destroyed by an overgrown green bully. But I’m not the sort of woman who backs down from a bully.

I can hear Torvald coming and I move into his path to wait for him. He smashes his way through the booths and game stalls set up on the pier. An ice machine goes flying over the side and lands with a crash. An umbrella spears into the air and then is opened by the rushing air and spins slowly down towards the beach. Torvald’s ham-sized fist punches through the back wall of a hotdog cart and he hurls it aside.

I’m standing on the other side. My dark hair and red cape waving in the warm breeze. My blue eyes sparkling with anticipation.

“You! You’re Guardian Angel!” he shouts, his black eyes wide in disbelief.

“And you’re Torvald,” I reply. “I’d ask you to surrender, but I’m looking forward to kicking your butt!”

He’s so surprised to see me that he doesn’t react as I cock back my fist and throw a haymaker at his face. I punch him right in the nose, driving his huge, pointed green schnoz back into his ugly face. His head flies back as the impact visibly ripples through his shoulder and chest muscles. He slams back onto the pier, dark green blood streaming from his nostrils as he slowly lifts his head. I float to him, hovering over the fallen giant. His bent nose slowly pops back into shape like it’s being inflated.

“Had enough?” I ask.

“Sucker punch,” he says, his grin revealing a tangle of sharp yellow teeth. He clambers to his feet. “You only get one of them, super slut. Now I’m going to twist you into a pretzel. Then maybe you’ll get a taste of Torvald’s green goo spear.”

“Green goo spear?” I ask and he thrusts his hips forward, showing off the bulge in his shorts. I stick out my tongue in disgust. “Ewwwww. Hard pass on that. If I so much as see that thing I’m breaking it off!”

“RAAAAARRRRR! Break this off!” Torvald charges me and takes a swing. I duck and give him a good jab in the ribs that knocks him back on his feet a couple of paces. I hit hard enough to stop a truck, but this guy is more like freight train. He comes right back at me, swinging and forcing me to duck and dodge.

I don’t manage to dodge them all. He clips my chin with one of his swings, rocking my jaw so hard that it feels like it might come loose and giving me a coppery taste of blood. He gloats for a moment as I rub the spot where he hit me.

“Don’t like punching girls,” says Torvald. “Come on, Angel. I know fighting makes you horny. You want this so bad! Look, your nipples are poking out!”

I glance down at my chest and sure enough my nipples are straining lewdly beneath the white chest of my costume.

“Friction,” I say.

“Yeah, sure,” he chuckles.

I’m not sure if it’s his mocking tone or the fact that I’m afraid he is right, but his arrogance makes me furious. I launch myself at him, connecting with my shoulder and knocking him backwards through a fruit ice stand. I cry out as fruit juice and ice crashes into my body. That’s not going to help my stiff nipples. I pummel Torvald through the cold slush, driving repeated blows into his body and chest. Hitting him so hard that the pier beneath him starts to crack.

“Bitch!” he bellows and backhands me hard enough to send me flying. I am knocked skyward, but I come shooting back at him like I’m on a rubber band. He grapples me and we go rolling and wrestling through a series of vendors and games. I wind up with my head on the strength tester, looking up as his fist comes down as big as the mallet that goes with the tester. I roll aside as his huge fist smashes through the base of the machine and rings the bell at the top.

We trade another round of punches and kicks. Both of us starting to get out of breath. His claws tearing a long strip from the side of my costume. His face bloodied.

There’s no denying what I’m feeling now. This protracted fight is stoking the heat inside me. My body aching to be touched. My eyes drawn repeatedly to the thick hose of his cock in his tattered shorts.

“Getting distracted?” Torvald laughs and grabs me by my throat, leaping with me into an inflatable bounce castle. We hit the floor and bounce back into the air several times. His claw rips open the entire front of my costume and I gasp as my breasts bounce free. Creamy and plump and marked with slight tan lines. Pink nipples jutting from my areolas.

“Let go of me!” I cry, thumping two hard blows into Torvald’s ribs. He grunts in pain but does not release me.

“I can tell you want it,” he says, his mouth opening and his greenish-black tongue sliding out to lick the side of my face. His breath smells awful. Like an old bag of spinach that’s been in the crisper too long. He rasps, “Stop playing hard to get.”

My anger and my lust are at war inside me. My brain is telling me to finish what I started and beat this brawny troll to a pulp. The other part of me feels that thick cock in his shorts. Feels his knobby muscles against my bare breasts. He’s so close. And my pussy is so hot.

Be strong, Diana, I tell myself.


What should I do?

Give in to my urges and fuck Torvald

Keep pummeling Torvald until I have the upper hand


Fly Torvald All the Way into Space

There’s no talking to Torvald as we fly at several times the speed of sound into the sky. My body is getting hotter by the moment. So warm it feels like I’m burning up even though I know the heat is coming from inside me. The blue sky darkens. The atmosphere recedes. And the weight of Torvald’s body against mine slips away as we escape from the earth’s gravity and into space.

A normal human – even an overgrown troll like Torvald – is helpless in the weightless void. But the same ability that allows me to fly in the sky requires even less effort in the zero-gravity vacuum of space. Torvald clings to me desperately, his black eyes wide with shock. I figure I’m going to give him a scare and then bring him back down to earth, but to my surprise he doesn’t seem to be suffocating. In fact, he seems to recover and gets a hand on me, completely ripping open the front of my costume.

I gasp as the frigid airless void caresses my bare breasts down to the dark-tufted delta between my legs. The cold would be agony for a normal human, but I’m burning up inside and it almost feels like a relief.

“Bastard!” I shout, but the word is silent in the vacuum.

Torvald grins, his big green hands slipping over my body and engulfing my breasts. Knobby hands pressing, squeezing, and devouring my plump mounds. His ugly face leaning closer. So close I can see the pores on his long, pointy nose. His big head eclipsing my view of the stark white moon.

I feel that thick cock pressing in his tattered shorts. Rubbing against my thighs. Between my legs. I can’t hold back. I need to do something. I need some sort of zero-gravity relief from the heat throbbing in my core.

My hands are on his shorts before I fully comprehend what I am doing. I tear open the button. The zipper. His fat, knobby, green cock springs into my hand. Warm despite the cold of space. Torvald kisses me and thrusts his tongue into my mouth, tasting like a bitter lump of spinach, but not enough to deter me. His cock presses between our bodies, his balls against the exposed mound of my pussy. The thickness of it against my toned tummy. My hand working on that lumpy shaft as I kiss him back.

Floating above the wispy blue marble of the earth. Our bodies lit brightly by the light reflecting from the huge spotlight of the moon.

He draws his hips back and breaks the kiss, spheres of saliva floating from our mouths like loose diamonds. His cock sliding lower. The huge head rubbing at the entrance to my pussy. Hot and so very wrong.

“No!” I cry, resisting the urge to let him fuck me.

But it’s useless. I’m losing the battle, not against Torvald, but against my own depraved urges. My need to be fucked. To be used by a supervillain.

My last desperate shout of resistance is lost to the vacuum. I push at him and for a few seconds our bodies separate. But he grasps my hip, spinning as he pulls himself against me. Our heads inverted to one another. His claws tearing open my costume more as he thrusts his face between my thighs. Ripping my leggings and exposing my round ass. His tongue hot against my cunt. His cock rubbing at my breasts. Pointing at me. Pressing and smearing against my zero-gravity orbs.

“Fuuuuuck,” I moan as the troll tongue invades the hot cove of my cunt.

I can’t resist him. I grab his huge, ugly cock. My fingers stroking over the bumpy length of it. Guiding the tip to my mouth.

Sucking it.

Shamefully sucking the big bumpy cock of Torvald the Troll. His big hands on my ass, pulling me against his face as he greedily tongue-fucks my dripping pussy. Dreadfully silent as we float above the earth. In space, no one can hear you slurp. Grinding and rubbing my tits against his shaft as his fat cockhead stretches my mouth.

One of my hands on his balls. Feeling them tighten. The other on his root. Squeezing and pumping. Moving in zero gravity and sucking on that tip of that big green stalk.

I really hope nobody on earth is watching through a telescope. Seeing me 69ing with Torvald in orbit on the news is the last thing I need.

No time to worry about that. The pleasure is building with each thrust of his tongue and each bob of my lips on his cock. We’re approaching a mutual super-explosion. I moan around him, the air in my mouth allowing the vibrations to travel down his shaft. The heat of his big mouth sucking at me. Drawing on my cuntlips and my clit in a warm, wonderful tug.

“Mmmmmmm!” I cry, my brow furrowing and my head bobbing urgently as I feel my pleasure peaking. Coiling around my core. Seizing against his thrusting tongue.

Pleasure explodes inside me as bright as one of my plasma blasts. A zero-g tempest of twat-trembling ecstasy. Answered at my incandescent peak by the sudden surge of Torvald’s cock. It pulsates against my tongue and my mouth is flooded with the salty warmth of his cum. I pull back and he erupts in my face, painting my open mouth, chin, lips, and cheeks in warm spurts of spunk. The forceful eruption pushes against me and makes us spin head-over-heels in the orbit.

My need for release melts away with the last quivers of my climax. I come to my senses. Remember who I am and what I was doing. My costume ripped to bits and my face drenched in cum. I’m still Guardian Angel!

“You… you bastard!” I cry, grabbing Torvald by his ankles and flinging him away from me. He’s laughing as he goes flying away, spinning and being drawn into the earth’s atmosphere. I can see him beginning to glow as he plunges towards the earth. Flames licking all around him as he follows the curvature of the earth and disappears.

I turn my face towards the earth and fly into the atmosphere, relieved as the friction burns the cum off my face. The rest of me is impervious to the fire, although my tattered costume, normally fireproof, is ripped away by the force of the air.

I can’t go flying around naked. That’s going to cause a stir no matter where I go. I had better report to Professor Constantine. I have plenty of spare costumes stashed at his mansion.

I have a feeling he is not going to be happy about what just happened with Torvald.

Report to Professor Constantine that Torvald Got Away >


Fly Super-Fast to Burn Torvald with Friction

The cold of space might just be a relief for this big broccoli bruiser. Not to mention, I’m getting so hot under my tights that I might just give up my super-pussy to his jolly green giant. I know he doesn’t like fire, so why not give him a full body flambe?

He bites me right on my breast, his mouth wide and his teeth tearing at my costume. That really hurts. It also decides the matter.

“So it’s going to be like that, Torvald? Alright! Buckle up!”

I lower my angle and increase my speed, skimming through the upper atmosphere at incredible speed. Flames begin to glow all around us. Flames that lick harmlessly over my body but that torch Torvald’s shorts and set him ablaze from head-to-toe.

“AAAAUUUUGGHHHH!” he hollers, thrashing in my arms as he starts to combust.

“Oh, no, I’m not stopping until you’ve learned your lesson!” I say, holding tight and accelerating a couple more multiples of the speed of sound. We might be up to mach six or seven by now.

Torvald is desperate to get free, beating against my shoulders and trying to wriggle out of my grasp as the flames grow brighter and his knobby green skin begins to blacken. He even smells like a roasting vegetable instead of cooking meat. It would all be horrible, except I know how easily Torvald can heal. I really have to make him suffer for him to give up.

Finally, with his head engulfed in flames and his face looking like I microwaved a Halloween mask, Tovald relents.

“Okay! Put… put me down! I give up!”

“That’s all I needed to hear, big guy,” I say, slowing and descending. The flames die away, leaving him smoldering and blackened as I adjust my course and aim for the New Metro City Super Jail. The city’s most dangerous and most powerful criminals are locked up at the Super Jail. The officers there are used to dealing with the likes of Torvald. They will have a means of containing him so he can’t use his powers to escape.

As I’m flying with an armload of overcooked Torvald, the blackened bully starts to transform back into his human shape. He shrinks to a fraction of the size, his muscles deflating to a flabby body with what looks like an allover sunburn. The blackened flesh is gone completely, sloughed off by the wind blowing around us as I zoom over the flashy towers of New Metro City, cross the Hamilton River, and dip towards the city’s outer borough of Bricktown.

The Super Jail sits in the middle of Bricktown like a brutalist castle. I veer towards the helipad on the main tower, and I am greeted by a pair of armed guards in tactical uniforms. A third man, a higher-ranking officer, emerges from the door into the facility.

“Guardian Angel,” he says. “We saw you on the news. Is that Torvald the Troll you were battling at the Redford Boardwalk?”

“In the flesh,” I say, holding out my prisoner.

Torvald winces in pain as the guards take hold of him. He looks all too human now. Like a middle management schlub. Or at least he would look like one, if it weren’t for that disgusting long and greasy hair.

“Is he hurt?” asks the officer as the guards carry Torvald inside.

“Briefly. Be careful with him. That sunburn will wear off in a few more minutes. Then he might be able to transform back into that big green nuisance.”

“We’ll deal with him,” says the officer, offering me a salute. “Warden Stark hasn’t come across a super she doesn’t know how to handle.”

I catch a slight twinkle in his eye, like he’s sizing me up and imagining how he and the other officers might handle me if I were ever imprisoned at the Super Jail. I clear my throat. He stiffens up and says, “Thank you for your service, Guardian Angel.”

“Anything to protect the city,” I say. “Be safe, citizen!”

I launch from the helipad and soar into the sky above Bricktown. My instinct is to go flying back to the beach to reunite with my family, but after a super battle like that I need to report to Professor Constantine. He will have seen me on the news and will want to debrief me.

Reluctantly, I turn away from New Metro City and head northwest.

Report My Encounter with Torvald to Professor Constantine >


Fuck Torvald on the Way Back to Super Jail

Each mile I fly closer to Bricktown and the Super Jail makes the horniness worse. Like a rope looped around something inside me, tugging and releasing, tugging and releasing. Pulling me closer and closer to a bad decision.

Oh my god, I am totally going to fuck this guy. I realize it as I’m already dropping down to the rooftop of a skyscraper. My boots landing softly on the tiled roof and my red cape fluttering around me.

“What are you doing?” asks Torvald. “It’s not because you got all worked up, is it? Oh, it is! It’s because you’re turned on! Ha! I knew it!”

“Stop talking,” I say, slinging him off my shoulder and onto the roof.

Torvald thumps down hard and squirms around with his wrists cuffed like a caterpillar. He manages to kick his legs and get himself turned over. He looks up at me with beady little eyes. He’s not much better looking as a human. But my eyes are drawn to that bulge in his shredded shorts. I wonder where he buys shorts that can stretch to like triple their size and still fit a normal person.

“Why don’t you undo my cuffs?” he says.

“Yeah, right, that’s not happening,” I say, standing over him.

“Mmmmm, but I could do it so much better if you take off the cuffs. I could grab that slender waist and pound that MILF pussy. Oh, yeah, I can see by those nipples that you want it. Don’t try to tell me they’re all hard from the cold air up here.”

I glare at him, knowing uncuffing him would be a completely brainless idea. That doesn’t mean I don’t want to do it. Tear off those cuffs and let him fuck me. Not just ride him, but really let him tear into my aching cunt with his big dick.

I know it’s wrong. I know Professor Constantine will be furious. I know, technically, it’s cheating on my husband Timothy. But I’m not Diana Garden, right? I’m Guardian Angel. And I deserve a little relief.

With that thought in mind, I touch the hidden seams of my costume and strip it from my shoulders. Torvald’s eyes practically bug out of his head as I expose my creamy breasts to him with their wide, pink areolas and stiff nipples. Stripping my suit lower, revealing my toned tummy, powerful thighs, and the trimmed brown hair on my pussy. He wets his lips as he watches me step out of my boots and strip my costume off my long legs, giving him a good glimpse of my round booty. Still big and juicy no matter how much I exercise to get rid of it.

“Yeaaaaah,” he says, a grin spreading on his face. “Destructo was right. You are top shelf. I didn’t believe him when he said he saw you—”

“Shut up,” I repeat, standing over him with my hands on my hips.

“Uncuff me, baby,” he replies, twisting to the side to show me his wrists. “I’ll make it good for you.”


What should I do?

Keep Torvald cuffed and ride his cock

Uncuff Torvald and let him fuck me hard


Fight My Urges and Get Torvald to Super Jail

What am I, a sex freak? Don’t answer that! You don’t really know me yet!

The point I’m trying to make is that even when I get all horny, I still have at least half a brain in my head. Enough gray matter to know that I shouldn’t be tearing off my expensive costume and throwing a hot dish of sex at a guy like the one I have slung over my shoulder. Torvald looks like Paul Giamatti’s uglier cousin who worked as a roadie for a heavy metal band.

“You’ve got a great ass,” he says.

“I know,” I say. “And that great ass is taking you to the Super Jail.”

“Oh yeah? Are you sure you don’t want to get nasty with the bumpy troll?” He lets out a wheezing, high-pitched laugh. “I’ve never told anybody this, but I can turn just the dick into troll mode. Wanna see?”

“I would rather pour bleach into my eyes. Now shut up, Tovald, or I’ll finish what I started and roast your asparagus.”

That shuts him up. I zoom over the flashy towers of New Metro City, cross the Hamilton River, and dip towards the city’s outer borough of Bricktown.

The Super Jail sits in the middle of Bricktown like a brutalist castle. I descend towards the helipad on the main tower, and I am greeted by a pair of armed guards in tactical uniforms. A third man, a higher-ranking officer, emerges from the door into the facility.

“Guardian Angel,” he says. “We saw you on the news. Is that Torvald the Troll you were blasting with those beams out of your hands?”

“In the flesh,” I say, holding out my prisoner.

Torvald winces in pain as the guards take hold of him.

“Is he hurt?” asks the officer as the guards carry Torvald inside.

“Not nearly enough, so be careful with him. That sunburn will wear off in a few more minutes. Then he might be able to transform back into that big green nuisance.”

“We’ll deal with him,” says the officer, offering me a salute. “Warden Stark hasn’t come across a super she doesn’t know how to handle.”

I catch a slight twinkle in his eye, like he’s sizing me up and imagining how he and the other officers might handle me if I were ever imprisoned at the Super Jail. I clear my throat. He stiffens up and says, “Thank you for your service, Guardian Angel.”

“Anything to protect the city,” I say. “Be safe, citizen!”

I launch from the helipad and soar into the sky above Bricktown. My instinct is to go flying back to the beach to reunite with my family, but after a super battle like that I need to report to Professor Constantine. He will have seen me on the news and will want to debrief me.

Reluctantly, I turn away from New Metro City and head northwest.

Report My Encounter with Torvald to Professor Constantine >


Give in to My Lust Right There on the Beach

Fuck it! What am I even resisting my urges? Every time I get in one of these fights I start getting turned on. I thought using punches and kicks might limit my weakness, but I was obviously wrong when going toe-to-toe with an ugly green stud like Torvald.

He grins at me, baring his jagged fangs and giving the bulge in his shorts another rub with his clawed hands. I try to cover my breasts with one arm and keep my other hand up, but there is no point. I know people are watching on the beach. Maybe even my own family. But I can’t stop it from happening.

“Fucking… bastard,” I say, lowering my guard.

“Thaaaat’s right, super slut! Nothing wrong with needing some dick. It’s time for me to show you how a troll fucks!”

He’s on me in a second, as rough as if we’re fighting, but without the punches. Instead, he slams me down onto the beach, his big green hand wrapping around my neck. His greenish-black tongue slithers from his mouth and licks a slimy path over my breasts. Tasting my nipples, squeezing my mounds like a constricting serpent. Slithering up towards my face. Fuck it feels good, but it’s so gross I pinch my lips tightly together. His tongue slides over my chin and lips. The smell like a pile of cooked spinach. His green face close to mine.

His tongue slides back again and he rasps, “Come on, darling, give us a kiss.”

“Fuck you mmmmmphhhHHH!” My words are cut off by Torvald’s foul tongue sliding into my mouth. Slithering around and making me taste his disgusting troll slime. I fight it for as long as I can, but the throbbing in my body is getting worse. It feels like I ache all over and the only thing that will stop it is to get fucked.

I begin to kiss him back. My tongue moving against his. My thighs parting as he moves atop me. His hand releasing my throat as he tears open his shorts. I feel that huge cock before I see it. Like a tree trunk between us. Rubbing against my thighs, my hot, aching cunt, and my shuddering abdomen.

“I thought you’d fight it a little more,” he chuckles against my lips.

“Shut up,” I pant. “Shut up and… and fuck me.”

“Of course, super slut!” he laughs and suddenly his weight lifts from me and he flips me over onto my hands and knees. As Torvald is flipping me over, I get a glimpse of his big, bumpy green dick in the process. A real donkey dick. And trust me, I fought Donkey Prime. No, I didn’t fuck him. He was stubborn, but not very tough.

There I am, broad daylight on the beach, posed on all fours with my big ass in the air. I can see the onlookers staring at me in disbelief. Some of them have their phones out. They’re recording all of this.

“Ohhhh god,” I groan, burying my face in the sand.

But it’s too late to stop any of this. They all know who I am. And I can’t back out now. I need what Torvald has too badly.

“Look at that ass! All new meaning for the word super!” Torvald laughs and smacks my cakes with his big knobby hands. My cheeks jiggle with each stinging impact.

“Stop fooling around,” I moan into the sand. “Do it! Fuck me!”

“Oh, no, baby, I’m gonna savor this,” says Torvald. “Besides, we’ve got an audience. So we have to put on a show.”

He thumps his cock against my ass. Rubbing back and forth between my cheeks and down my crack. Making my little asshole twitch before teasing my pussy with the fat head of his cock. I can’t help myself. I’m practically desperate to be fucked and I start moving my hips and rubbing myself against him. I hear him chuckle. I know he’s enjoying how slutty I am acting. My fingers sink into the sand. My tits squeeze against the beach as I raise my ass high and wiggle it for him.

“Thhhhaaaat’s right, move that big ass for me. Yeah, you want this troll dick. This big angry cock! Tell me!” He slaps my ass with his cock. “Tell me! Say, ‘Please, Torvald, fuck me!’”

My face burns with humiliation, but I moan, “Please, Torvald, fuck me!”

I can only hope that the crash of the surf and the sound of the sirens covers for my shameful admission. Thankfully, Torvald is satisfied with my plea. He rubs his cockhead against my quivering cunt, grabs my waist, and pulls me back.

It’s incredible. His cock is huge, and my body is ready for it. My folds part and Torvad’s woody pillar impales my pussy down to my core, my ass slapping against the bumpy hide on his hips. He draws back and slams in again, driving me down harder into the sand. He fucks me just as hard as he fought me, plowing me into the beach until I have to push myself back up on my arms just to keep from getting friction burns. That’s worse, because then I can see all the people filming. My tits swinging and slapping beneath me. My ass jiggling with each impact of Torvald’s hips.

Goddamn it feels good though. Driving me higher with each thrust. My cunt tightening around him. Feeling every bump on that woody cock. Feeling his sap leaking out and slicking my clutching walls.

“Ohhhhh fuck!” I cry.

“Yeah, that’s right, super slut! Cum on my big dick! Cum for Torvald!” He grabs a handful of my hair, pulling my head back and my tits up and forcing me to show off to all the people filming. Muttering. Amazed by the sight of a fallen heroine.

But Torvald is right. In that moment, he owns my pussy, owns me, and all I can do is cum for him. I feel my pleasure building and building, like floodwaters straining an earthen dam. Growing inside me with each thrust of that huge troll cock. Slamming into me. The pressure building until I feel Torvald’s cock begin to throb. His hot cum spurting into me as he bellows with triumphant pleasure.

In that moment, I explode. Gripping him in my cunt as energy bursts from my body in an expanding sun of plasma discharge. Torvald, mid-orgasm, is completely helpless. He howls in pain and is thrown back into the surf. I collapse, face down, my pussy squeezing against nothing and troll cum drooling out of me shamefully as I cum.

My ears are ringing and the world is seesawing back and forth in my vision as I finally manage to recover. I have the sense to stagger out into the surf and pick up Torvald. He has reverted to his human form. He is delirious with pain and his body looks like he has a terrible, head-to-toe sunburn.

I gather up my torn costume, sling Torvald over my shoulder, and launch into the sky. I make a stop on the roof of a nearby building, taking just long enough to pull on my torn costume and to secure Torvald’s wrists behind his back with my titanium zip tie. He groans and looks at me accusingly.

“You… tricked me,” he croaks.

“That’s right. I knew exactly what I was doing.” It’s a total lie. That plasma explosion has never happened to me before. It’s a power I didn’t even know I had, let alone one that I could use spontaneously as I’m having an orgasm.

I scoop Torvald up again and fly him over New Metro City and towards Bricktown. There, the NMC Super Jail sits amid the row houses and walkable neighborhoods like some forgotten castle. Only it’s made of concrete and surrounded by guard towers with machine guns. They built it back in the 1980s, when America started to deal with the problems of super villainy and needed a place to lock up criminals who couldn’t be held by a normal prison. It’s where I take everyone I manage to defeat.

I descend towards the helipad on the main tower, and I am greeted by a pair of armed guards in tactical uniforms. Even though their visors are down on their helmets, I can feel them staring at my bare breasts. A third man, a higher-ranking officer, emerges from the door into the facility. He’s more professional and barely even glances at my torn costume.

“Guardian Angel,” he says. “We saw you on the news. Is that Torvald the Troll you, um, defeated on the beach?

“You saw all that, huh?” I say, slinging Torvald off my shoulder.

“Yeaaaaah,” says the man, averting his gaze as he motions for the guards to take Torvald. “It’s unfortunate you had to use those tactics. Reflects poorly on the League. Not that it’s any of my business.”

“Not that it’s any of your business,” I agree coldly. The North American League of Superheroes is a loose organization of costumed superheroes. Guys wearing neckties and working in administration at Super Jail are definitely not members.

I fold my arms across my bare breasts as I watch the guards dragging the wounded Torvald inside. I know his healing powers will make him dangerous again soon.

“We’ll deal with him,” says the officer, as if reading my mind. “Warden Stark hasn’t come across a super she doesn’t know how to handle.”

I catch a slight twinkle in his eye, like he’s sizing me up and imagining how he and the other officers might handle me if I were ever imprisoned at the Super Jail. I clear my throat. He stiffens up and says, “Hope to see a lot more of you, Guardian Angel.”

“Likewise,” I say, flashing a fake smile.

I launch from the helipad and soar into the sky above Bricktown. My instinct is to go flying back to the beach to reunite with my family, but after a super battle like that I need to report to Professor Constantine. He is going to be really pissed about what happened with me on the beach.

Reluctantly, I turn away from New Metro City and head northwest.

Report to Professor Constantine >


Blast My Plasma Beams in a Last-Ditch Attempt to Defeat Torvald

I tried to finish this troll off with pure strength. That was a mistake. He’s ripping off my Guardian Angel costume and getting me hot enough that I almost want that big green bulge in his shorts. It’s a good thing he’s so ugly. That gives me some last reserve of willpower against my churning lust.

I need to end this quickly if I’m going to avoid tearing my costume off completely and begging for troll dick. It’s risky, because nothing gets me hotter than plasma beams. There’s just something about shooting all that energy out of my hands that makes me think of sex. But I’ve got no better alternative.

“Alright, you green meanie,” I shout, letting go of my shame and thrusting my hands out towards Torvald. My palms are up, my fingers splayed, and my breasts are completely exposed. He stares at my gently heaving mounds, no doubt thinking about getting those knobby hands or that big mouth on my breasts. He doesn’t even notice the red-edged glow forming in my palms.

An instant later, twin beams of plasma fire from my hands. I feel the rush of power through my body. A hot storm that surges through my core as the beams hit Torvald, throw him backwards, and set him afire.

“AAAAHHHHHHH!” he bellows with rage and pain, flailing his arms against the light as the flames engulf his entire body.

I cut off the beams and the light snaps out of existence. I fall to my knees, panting, my breasts heaving and my back arched. My body is aching to be touched. To be held and caressed. My pussy throbbing with need. But I lift my head and look at Torvald as he finally manages to extinguish the fire.

He’s a charcoal briquette. And that’s enough to halt my libido. As I watch, the huge, blackened troll begins to shrivel up. Chunks of roasted vegetable matter slough away as he transforms from a massive monster into a short, chubby, middle-aged human. He looks sunburned from head-to-toe, but otherwise seems unharmed. He looks at me weakly as he tries to sit up.

“You… you bitch,” he mutters and falls back to the ground.

I stand up slowly, aware that people are watching and probably filming me. I tie my cape across my chest to cover my breasts and then use one of my pairs of titanium zip tie cuffs to secure Torvald’s arms behind his back.

“Your rampage is over. I’m taking you to the New Metro City Super Jail.”

“Noooooo,” he moans, grabbing at my boot. “Please. Not there! Take me to a… a regular jail! I promise I won’t try to escape again!”

I’m not listening to his begging. He has done enough damage here, ruined my picnic with my family, and nearly made me humiliate myself in front of hundreds of onlookers. I scoop Torvald up in my arms and lift into the sky as the crowd, rallying to my victory, begins to cheer. Normally I would offer a few words of wisdom, but with my costume ripped and this whimpering loser in my arms, now is not the time.

I lift higher into the sky, soaring over the towers and wide boulevards of New Metro City and north towards the outer borough of Bricktown. There, among the walk-ups and hipsters, sits the unwelcoming brutalist fortress of the NMC Super Jail. It is the only prison for super villains that has never had a successful escape attempt.

I descend towards the helipad on the main tower, and I am greeted by a pair of armed guards in tactical uniforms. A third man, a higher-ranking officer, emerges from the door into the facility. The officer salutes crisply.

“Guardian Angel, we saw you on the news.” His gaze lingers on my bust straining beneath the red of my cape. I clear my throat and the officer finally manages to focus on the broiled lump cradled in my arms. He says, “Ah, is that Torvald the Troll you were blasting with those beams out of your hands?”

“Yes, I was forced to burn him,” I say, holding out my prisoner.

Torvald winces in pain as the guards take hold of him.

“Is he hurt?” asks the officer as the guards carry Torvald inside.

“Not nearly enough, so be careful with him. That sunburn will wear off in a few more minutes. Then he might be able to transform back into that big green nuisance.”

“We’ll deal with him,” says the officer, offering me a salute. “Warden Stark hasn’t come across a super she doesn’t know how to handle.”

I catch a slight twinkle in his eye, like the officer is imaging how he would handle me. I can picture it too. Grabbing the bars of a cell. My costume stripped down my thighs. The officer behind me with his hand wrapped in my hair. His lips pressed to my ear, telling me I’m a bad slut. A bad slut who needs to be fucked. Sliding his cock—

“Um, thanks again, Guardian Angel,” he says, interrupting my fantasy and giving me another salute. He backs towards the door, trying very hard not to look at my breasts beneath the taut fabric of my cape.

“Right, uh, anything to protect the city,” I say. “Be safe, citizen!”

I launch from the helipad and soar into the sky above Bricktown. My instinct is to go flying back to the beach to reunite with my family, but after a super battle like that I need to report to Professor Constantine. He will have seen me on the news and will want to debrief me.

Reluctantly, I turn away from New Metro City and head northwest.

Report My Encounter with Torvald to Professor Constantine >


Stop Everything and Satisfy My Urges

I can’t catch my breath after all that. My breasts are heaving beneath the Guardian Angel symbol on my chest. The heat between my thighs reaching down into my core and making my clit throb with need. My hands are moving to the hidden seams of my costume before I realize what I’m doing. The blue panels on the sides splitting open and the white fabric slipping from my breasts. Revealing my pale flesh to the warm summer air. Sweat glistening in the valley between my ample breasts. My nipples, aching to be touched, capping my quivering breasts.

Torvald lifts his head and looks on in confusion as I kick off my boots and slide my uniform down my thick thighs and long legs. Baring the trimmed brown hair and the mound of my cunt almost directly to the burned bully’s view.

“What?” is all he can manage.

“Shut… shut up,” I gasp. “I need to do this, because you made me use my powers.”

I run my hands over my breasts, facing the ocean so that those watching me from the beach can’t fully see what I’m doing. Of course, this gives Torvald a perfect view of everything I’m doing. My hands caressing and squeezing my tits. Plucking at my stiff nipples. Gently twisting and tugging at them. A moan escapes my lips. One hand slides down my body and between my legs. My cunt is soaking wet and it’s not from jumping in the ocean. I move my fingers to the rhythm of the crashing surf. Stroking my clit. Curling two fingers into the hot channel of my pussy.

Fuck. I can’t help it. This feels so right. So fucking good. I saved the day, right? I deserve a little relief. Pleasure wells inside me as my fingers begin to move with purpose. My silky inner walls squeezing against my pumping fingers.

“That’s… that’s really hot,” growls Torvald. His eyes blacken. A green stain spreads across his skin, covering his whole body. His muscles bulge and split the cuffs on his wrists.

I can’t stop moving my fingers, chasing the pleasure even as I watch Torvald turn back into his troll form. Stomp closer, breathing heavily. He’s standing right over me, watching me fuck myself with three fingers now. Blocking the sunlight and casting a shadow across my heaving, arching body.

“What a slut,” his voice rumbles. “Keep fingering that MILF pussy. That’s a good super slut. I want you to suck on this while you finger yourself.”

Shouts of alarm are coming from behind me. Screams as people begin to run again. I know I should get up and confront Torvald, but I can’t stop rubbing my clit and fucking my fingers into my tightening cunt. I turn my face to Torvald. He is like a knobby green mountain beside me.

“Sh-show it to me,” I gasp.

A chuckle rumbles from inside that mountain as he reaches down with his bumpy fingers and rips open the front of his shorts. His cock falls out, nearly as long as my arm from my elbow to my fingertips. It’s not even fully hard. Thick and darker green at the tip. Covered in bumps and knots like the rest of his body. The fat head revealing a divot with a wide slit already leaking with his precum.

“I’ve broken tougher sluts than you on this cock,” laughs Torvald, stepping closer. Offering his cock up to me. “Go on, pretty little slut. Show me how ‘super’ that mouth can suck my troll cock.”

“Ohhhhh, fuck,” I moan, slipping one hand around his shaft. Feeling the heat of it. The heft of it. Drawing it closer and leaning my lips to it. Kissing Torvald’s green troll cock and tasting the salty oil of his precum. He laughs triumphantly as my eyes roll shut and I engulf his cockhead in my mouth.

“Thaaaaat’s a good slut,” he groans, draping one big hand on my head and pulling me down more onto his cock. I gurgle as his thick hose fills my mouth and presses my tongue down. Sucking him. Drooling on him. Moaning around him.

Sirens are coming closer. The police are the last line of defense now that I have fallen prey to my lust. Sucking on Torvald’s massive green cock and fingering myself in the surf.

“Look how low you have fallen,” chuckles Torvald, rocking his hips and slowly fucking my mouth. “You had beaten me, but you couldn’t resist. Now, you get… mmmmmm… your reward. My fat troll cock for your pretty mouth. Oh, you’re never going to live this one down, Guardian Angel. Your reputation will be ruined! Ohhhhhh! But you can be a professional… troll cocksucker!”

“Mmmmmphmmm,” I moan and he lets me up from his cock. I look up at him with desperate need, my orgasm building against my pumping fingers. “Cum for me, Torvald. Feed me… feed me your hot troll cum. I need it!”

Where are these words even coming from? Why am I saying this? I don’t know, but in the moment, they’re the desperate, raunchy truth. I need Torvald’s hot load gushing down my throat. It’s the only thing that can push me over the edge.

“Ohhh, Super MILF wants my load?” He lets his head drop back. His greasy hair brushing his shoulders. His fanged mouth hanging open as he groans with pleasure. I bob and slurp desperately at his cock. Fucking myself with three fingers as I worship that huge, knobby dick.

“Mmmmmmm!” I cry around his cock, sensing it throb as I swallow the slickness of his precum. My pleasure building. Welling up. Fingers deep in my hot cove. My inner walls tightening around each thrust. My breasts jiggling with the pace of my arm movements.

“AAAAHHHH! Drink my cum, super slut!” bellows Torvald.

The body-shaking roar hits me just right to trigger intense orgasmic contractions. My surf-licked toes curl. My body tightens and quivers, shame and restraint forgotten as the horrible troll begins to cum in my mouth. Hot, thick pumps of his semen flooding to the back of my mouth. I swallow him as I am cumming. Sucking that twitching green cock and feeling the heaviness of his cum in my throat.

My own orgasm ripples through me, heightened by the debased pleasure of sucking off the troll. He laughs as he finishes in my mouth and draws his cock from my lips trailing saliva and cum. I look up at him, still pumping my fingers into my pussy, my climax more prolonged than his.

“I hate to say goodbye,” growls Torvad, “but I’m not going back to a cage!”

He grabs me by my hand that is not currently pumping into my pussy. He lifts me up off the beach and over his head. My orgasm is still shuddering through me, but I start to come to my senses.

“Wait! What are you—” My question is interrupted as Torvald, with the strength of at least a dozen men, hurls me out into the ocean. I crash past the surf and plunge into the swirling waves.

I’m so caught by surprise that it takes me longer than it should to recover. The waves throw me onto the beach, and I wade out of the surf and onto shore. Torvald is gone and he has taken my uniform.

Onlookers on the damaged pier and far down the beach are staring at me and pointing. Some are holding their phones up to record videos of my humiliation.

Naked and without even my cape to cover up, I launch into flight and soar over the pier and into the cold air above the clouds.

Torvald has escaped. I could hunt him down, but I know when I’m beaten. I can feel it as sick and heavy as the big load of troll cum sloshing around in my belly. After a failure like this, it’s time to face the medicine.

I must report to Professor Constantine. He’s not going to be happy.

Report to Professor Constantine that Torvald Got Away >


Jump in the Ocean to Cool Off

My body is like a kettle boiling over, steaming and whistling and in need of some relief or it might explode. I look from those hunky firemen walking down the beach to the loser Torvald cuffed up a few feet away. I want to fuck all of them!

No. I can’t let my lust conquer my reason. No more embarrassing situations like what happened with Drogoth the Defiler. What a mess that was! I thought Professor Constantine was going to take away my cape. Somehow, he managed to keep most of the footage out of the news and what little showed up online was decried as fake or altered.

But Professor Constantine and I both know that the footage was real. And the footage from a couple other incidents.

Well, not today! I’m not falling into that trap again! I just need to cool off. Luckily, the ocean is right there.

I take a running start and leap over Torvald, soaring through the air far longer than would be humanly possible. I stop just above the water and hover there for a moment to take a last glance back at Torvald. He seems truly beaten, so I let my power of flight drop and I plunge straight into the ocean.

I dunk myself completely and come up with my dark hair plastered to my face. I sweep it away and watch Torvald to make sure he isn’t trying to escape. I tread water, bobbing in the waves, feeling the tide working inside me like a masseuse. Relaxing my muscles. My urges ebbing with each powerful rise and fall of the tide.

The firemen reach the surf and one of them calls out to me, “You alright out there, Guardian Angel?”

“Fine!” I call back. “Be careful around him! I’ll deal with him in a minute!”

“You got it, ma’am!” says the fireman, saluting me.

I dive under the water, bubbles trailing from my lips as I swim down to the bottom. I don’t need to breathe, it’s one of my many powers, so I can stay submerged as long as I want. I let the rushing of the sea relax me completely, entering an almost trancelike state. Imagining a lotus flower opening to reveal me to a warm sun. My body naked and surrounded by muscular firemen. I don’t let my thoughts linger long on the hunks with the hoses. I need to get back to Torvald before he starts to think he can escape.

I shoot out of the water and into the air, floating over the crashing waves and landing lightly on the beach next to the moaning, sunburned villain.

“Please,” he rasps, “don’t take me back to prison.”

“No, not prison,” I say, lifting Torvald and slinging him over my shoulder. “I’m taking you to the New Metro City Super Jail.”

The firefighters chuckle. I wink at them and launch skyward with Torvald over my shoulder. The schlubby erstwhile troll moans helplessly as I rocket up nearly to the clouds, fly over the gleaming towers of downtown, and head north for the outer borough of Bricktown. There, like a concrete update of a medieval castle, lies the city’s Super Jail. No villain has ever escaped the watchful eyes of Warden Stark. I’ve only met her once. She’s a cold bitch who dislikes heroes and villains. But no super villain has ever escaped her Super Jail, so I have to give her credit.

I descend to the helipad atop the tower and I’m met by two armed guards and a senior officer. I hand over Torvald and they drag him inside.

The officer seems like he wants to chat, but I know I need to get going. No, not to check up on my family like I want. After a very public battle like my fight with Torvald, I need to go see Professor Constantine for debriefing.

“Thank you for your help, citizen,” I say to the officer and shoot into the sky before he can ask me any questions.

Report My Encounter with Torvald to Professor Constantine >


Let the Firemen Cool Me Off

I am going to burn up if I don’t get some relief soon. Maybe catch fire like Torvald, only worse, because my fire is the sort that burns people around me. Then it hits me. What better way to put out a fire than with a fireman? Actually, with four of them. Coming right this way wearing suspenders and uniform trousers with bare chests. Lugging fire extinguishers that they can use to blast my body with cold air. And fire hoses… mmmm… stuffed down those trousers.

“Boys!” I call out to them, waving my hand. “Would you be willing to lend me a hand?”

They exchange glances and then grins. They hurry over to me as I stand with Torvald whimpering nearby and my cape flapping in the wind. I take in the sight of the approaching firemen.

Their leader seems to be an older, tanned guy. Maybe late forties, so not much older than me. The other three are all young, twenties or early thirties, and buff. A white guy, a Latino guy, and a black guy. The Latino guy is incredibly ripped, with rippling muscles and broad shoulders. The white guy has biker tattoos on his arms, which seems strange for a fireman, but looks pretty hot. The black guy is the cutest of the four. He looks like a male model and moves with the same confident fireman swagger as the other three.

They’re looking me over in my tight costume, no doubt noticing the way my nipples are straining under my taut suit. Maybe even picking up on how I’m breathing heavily and eyeing their shirtless bodies strapped with suspenders.

“Anything to help the great Guardian Angel, ma’am,” says the older firefighter. “What can we do for you?”

“I’d better get out of my suit before it combusts,” I say, reaching for the hidden seams of my costume. “You boys blast me with those extinguishers. My body temperature is rising. I’m going to explode.”

They are stunned for a moment as I start peeling off my costume. My cape drops to the sand and my pale curves are revealed to the sunlight. I heft my breasts in my hands, showing them off to the firemen and running my thumbs over my plump nipples.

“What are you waiting for, boys? I’m burning up!”

“Y-yes, ma’am!” says the astonished older fireman. He motions to the others and they surround me as I finish wiggling out of my costume, baring my wide hips and round ass, my thick thighs, trimmed brown hair, and the lips of my cunt.

The sight of me completely naked finally seems to send the four firemen over the edge. They let loose with their extinguishers, dousing my body in cold foam. It sprays over my curves, drenching my cleavage and dripping down me in steaming-cold slush. I squeal at the cold and laugh as the steam engulfs me in a cloud of whooshing vapor. I can hear them laughing and talking to each other over the loud PSHHHHHHH of the extinguishers.

“Yeah, get some more up top!”

“Try not to get it on her face!”

“No, she wants it everywhere! Coat her face too!”

“Be sure to get between her legs! She likes it there!”

“Oh, yeah, I’m blasting her buns!”

The rush of the cold foam dwindles as each extinguisher runs out until the final gush ends in a white dribble out of the Latino fireman’s nozzle.

“All out, sweetheart,” he says, lowering the black nozzle and setting the red tank aside.

“Ooooooh, but I’m still burning up,” I say, rubbing the last of the quickly evaporating foam into my chest. “I need something more. Don’t you boys have some… hoses?”

I chew my lower lip and let my gaze slowly sweep over their bulging trousers. They get the message and lose the suspenders in a hurry to step out of their pants. I’m surrounded by sweaty men in seconds. Their hands roam all over my foamy body as they crowd in close. I start kissing the older firefighter as my hands seek out two hard cocks. I’m not sure who they belong to because everything is happening so quickly.

“You sure about this, Guardian Angel? Right here?” The firefighter I’m making out with whispers against my lips.

“I’ve never been more certain of anything,” I moan, throwing him to the ground, grabbing his cock, and climbing atop him. I impale my slick pussy on a hard length of fireman cock, shuddering as it fills me up and squeezing him with my tight walls. I ride atop him in a crouch, my leg muscles bouncing my body on his fire pole.

“Ohhhhh fuuuuuuck,” he groans, flat on the beach and at my mercy.

The younger white firefighter and the hunky black firefighter crowd in on either side of me, offering me their stiff cocks at head level. I grab one in each hand and take turns licking and sucking on them as I’m riding the older firefighter hard. The Latino firefighter stands behind me, stroking his cock and watching my ass bounce up and down as I ride the older firefighter. I pop my lips free of cock and look back over my shoulder.

“One hole free, stud,” I say, even though I can’t believe I would ever say anything like that. It just feels right in the heat of the moment.

“Yes, ma’am,” says the Latino firefighter with a big grin. He steps closer, straddling my legs and bending his knees to lean over me.

“You ready for this, baby?” he asks, rubbing his cock between the bouncing cheeks of my ass.

I feel his tip against my tender knot and I can only hiss, “Yesssssss!”

He thrusts in slowly, pushing past my super squeeze and into the tight passage of my angelic ass. I’m stuffed like a Christmas goose, taking one fireman cock in each hole and a bird in the hand. I moan around the black fireman’s cock, slurping all over it as drool begins to dangle from my chin. I look up at him as he strokes my hair. The tattooed white fireman is getting a primo handjob despite all the distractions. I even use a little of my plasma energy to heat my hand up, making him groan louder as my hot palm cradles his shaft.

I’m in firefighter heaven, my heat melting away with every thrust into my twitching holes. I cum quickly and so hard that I fight to hold back a plasma explosion that would fry my firefighter lovers.

“Ohhhh yesssss! Your pussy is too good!” cries the fireman beneath me, his big, rough hands on my waist as he thrusts into me and unloads. I’m still cumming as I feel the cock in my mouth start twitching too. I pull back and the black and white firemen standing beside me blasting their hot loads of cum all over my face, into my open mouth, and painting my tits with their cream.

My Latin lover is the last from the firehose to cum. He leans over my arched back, kissing my neck and reaching around me to cup my jiggling, cum-drenched breasts. Squeezing. Almost using my tits for more leverage as he rams his thick fire pole up my tight clench ass. I’m still cumming as I feel his hardness throb. The heat of his cum spurts into my ass.

“Oh, yeah, give me every drop!” I cry, looking back at him with my cum-smothered face as I work my hips.

“Fuuuuck, that’s incredible,” he groans, watching my tight hole sliding on his twitching tool. My ass drains him, and my orgasm recedes.

That’s when I realize a couple things. One, which is probably pretty obvious, is that I have just been fucking four firefighters in broad daylight on a beach. Half of New Metro City was probably watching, and the rest will see it from the circling news helicopter. Then there is Torvald.

Or, more specifically, there is not Torvald. Because he managed to escape his cuffs and has disappeared down the beach.

My triumph has turned into a defeat and my humiliation has been totally public.

“That was the best sex of my life,” chuckles the older fireman, his cock still semi-hard inside me.

“Yeah, she’s so fine,” agrees the black fireman.

“Baby, I just want to stay inside you all day,” says the Latino fireman, kissing the back of my neck.

“Why don’t you come back to the firehouse with us for a couple more rounds?” suggests the younger white fireman. “I’m sure the rest of the boys would love to meet Guardian Angel.”

“Uh, sorry, guys,” I say, my face reddening. “I, um, think I left the oven on at home.”

“That’s actually a fire hazard. We should come check it out.”

I’m not even sure which of them makes the joke, because I use my powers to launch out from the midst of them. I gasp at the sensation of their cocks sliding free at the same time as I fly into the air, swoop rapidly back down to collect my costume, and then blast into the air fast enough to break the sound barrier.

I gain altitude until I feel safely out of range of the news cameras, then begin the journey to see Professor Constantine. He’s going to want to debrief me after my fight with Torvald. I have a feeling I’m going to be in for some pretty serious criticism.

Report to Professor Constantine that Torvald Got Away >


Fist Fight Torvald into Submission

This disgusting green creep needs to learn some lessons the hard way! I clench my jaw and launch myself through the air at him, leading with my fist. I’m too fast for him to react and my punch hits his jaw and rings it like a bell. My punch staggers him and I follow up with a thumping series of body blows. He interrupts me with a backhand that sends me skidding into the sand. I recover quickly and I’m on my feet again. Torvald shakes his mane of greasy hair back and forth to clear his head.

His voice is a savage snarl.

“You want to fight, little slut? Good! I will give you a fight!”

He bellows and charges at me like a bull. I try to meet his charge, but the size differential is too great and it sends me flying again. I’m back on my feet quick enough to avoid the pummeling he tries to follow up with.

“I was taking it easy on you, Torvald!” I shout. “I was trying not to hurt you! But no holding back!”

I unleash my full power in a series of lightning-fast punches and kicks. Torvald staggers under the blows and then counters with a roaring barrage of his own meaty punches. The fight rages up and down the beach, scattering onlookers as we battle our way into an old yacht club. He smashes me through the wall and into an empty dining room. I fling a table like a giant frisbee at his head and knock him through a staircase.

Debris rains around us as the fight grows closer and more intense. No more big haymakers, we’re trading jabs and short hooks. Knees instead of kicks. My hair is heavy with sweat. My breasts heaving at a tear in the front of my costume with each breath I take.

Worst of all, with each punch I feel a ripple of heat through my core. Every body blow and thumping impact sends another throb of need through my pussy. It’s getting hot and wet in my suit, and it’s not just sweat. It’s the damned need to pop open the seams and let this big, ugly troll fuck the shit out of me.

“Graaaaa!” I shout, kicking him and driving him through two walls and into the boathouse. I follow up with a leaping attack and Torvald catches me and flings me through the planks of the dock. He’s on me in a second. Snarling and breathless. Sweat dripping from the bumps on his forehead.

“You’ll never beat me,” he snarls. “But maybe you don’t want to beat me. Eh? That’s it. I woke up the super slut.”

“Fuck you!” I try to throw him off me, but my strength fails me.

To my surprise, he lets go of me and slowly stands, hulking and battered from our fight. He looks down at me and I see the prominent bulge in his shorts.

“No more fighting, super slut,” he says, his black eyes lidded. “Now, we make up. Get on your knees. Offer yourself to the mighty Torvald.”

He yanks at the front of his shorts and tears them from his hips. I gasp in amazement at the thick green hose of cock that spills free. With its knobby length to match the rest of him and its bulbous dark green tip. This thing is as long as my arm from my elbow to my fingertips.

“Wow,” I actually whisper.

“Not many sluts can handle this,” he says, hefting the shaft in one giant hand and toying with his massive balls with the other. “But I bet you can, super slut. Show me. Prove you can handle the cock of the world’s mightiest troll.”

I stare at it and all I can think of are the things I want to do with it. But… don’t I need to defeat this creep? Maybe this is my chance. Lull him into a false sense of security by, um, what was I thinking?

Fuck, I can’t remember with that big troll dick hanging in my face.


What should I do?

Offer Torvald my pussy

Offer Torvald my ass

Suck Torvald's troll cock

Blast Torvald right in the balls with my plasma


Prove I Can Out-Fuck Torvald

Sounds like Torvald wants to do things the really old-fashioned way. Back before people invented punches and the only thing they knew how to do was slam their bodies together. Well, I’m all about slamming bodies together! I’m not afraid of this big green bully and that fat cock he has stuffed in his shorts. I can take that dick. I can take it and I can beat it.

“Come on then!” I say, reaching for the hidden seams of my costume. “Let’s see if that big troll dick of yours can keep up with the world’s strongest pussy.”

I yank open the seams of my costume and the tight bodysuit pulls free of my breasts, revealing my soft, plump, middle-aged tits and my stiff pink nipples. I keep yanking, pulling the costume down to my waist and then off my hips. It pulls free, revealing my trimmed brown hair, pink cunt, and my powerful thighs. I step out of it and my boots, giving Torvald a nice glimpse of my fat ass. Yes, I know it’s fat, I work out all the time and it won’t go away. Luckily, guys seem to like big butts. My husband does and my ex-husband did, at least.

“Ha! I knew you couldn’t resist!” Torvald reaches for his shorts and tears them free of his cock. It’s huge! Its rises from his knobby groin, ringed with dark hair, just as disgusting and bumpy as the rest of him. The tip his massively bulbous and dark green. The balls are even bigger. Huge. Swinging. Practically sloshing with all that troll cum.

Torvald grips the root of his massive cock and swings it back and forth, stroking it slowly as he does.

“Come onnnnn, super slut. I’ll fuck you until you can’t even remember your secret identity.”

“I’m going to drain those balls until you’re begging to be locked up to keep me away from your cock! You hear me, Torvald? No man can handle these!” I heft my breasts in my hands and start down the beach towards him. Torvald laughs with relish, stroking his cock and striding forward to meet me.

Torvald leaps at me at the last moment, I think trying to tackle me to the ground and fuck my face with his huge cock. But I’m quicker, leaping and flying into air and catching his huge green cock with my tits. I press my mounds around his shaft, squeezing tightly as we both slam to the ground and I manage to land on top. I start rubbing and sliding my tits on his bumpy length, feeling every one of those weird little nodules.

“Oh, this thing is almost big,” I pant, writhing and grinding my breasts against it.

“You’ve never had one this big, you silly slut!” laughs Torvald, kicking against the sand and thrusting his cock between my breasts.

He slams his big green pole between my tits, sliding his tip up to my chin. I give him a lick. Taste the salty ooze from that bulbous cockhead. Let my spit soak down his cock and slick my tits. Rubbing faster and faster as he grabs the sides of my breasts and does the squeezing for me.

“Big titty super MILF! You like to… get those big titties fucked?”

“Oooooh, yeah, I was just waiting for a nasty green troll to fuck my tits,” I sneer, rubbing my whole body against him and reaching down to stroke my clit. “Fuck these MILF tits. Come on, Torvald. I know you want to cum. I know you can’t handle how soft and warm these tits feel!”

“ARGHHHHH! Can handle… more than you can dish… dish OUUUUTTTT!” He throws back his head and bellows with pleasure, slamming to the hilt between my creamy tits. His green pillar geysers out a massive stream of spunk, splashing hot cum in my face, into my mouth, and even up my nose. I rock back, eyes closed as he paints my face in his load. His huge green cock bucking between my tits.

“Yeaaaaah, that’s right,” I laugh, rubbing my breasts against him and milking out every drop from his shuddering cock. “You can’t handle these tits.”

“Like hell!” snarls Torvald. “You think you won? We’re just getting started, super slut! That was my warm-up!”

Torvald rolls me onto my back. I’m too distracted by the taste of cum and my fingers working on my clit to offer much resistance. He bends me back until my ass is in the air and my legs are hanging over my body. It’s a full-on mating press from the big green troll and he thumps his massive cock over my pink pussy. He grabs hold of his cock like he’s fighting a bucking serpent, stroking it out over me and dripping some pearls of post-orgasmic spunk onto my cunt and clenching asshole.

“Don’t… don’t be too rough,” I pant helplessly.

“Ha! Shut up, slut!” He slaps my ass and thighs with his huge cock. “You want rough!”

God help me, he’s right. I never meet guys who can handle me. Now I want this big green brute to fuck me hard and rough like I crave to be fucked. Especially when I’m all horny from using my superpowers.

I suck in a breath as his cockhead presses to my folds. The ugly troll looms over me, holding me by my ankles bent with my head on the ground and my pussy above me.

“Do it,” I gasp.

“Ha!” Torvald snarls as he thrusts into my pussy, plowing his full length into my tight channel and hilting inside me with his balls draped against my ass. His cock twitches inside me and I let out a whimper of need.

That’s when the fucking really starts. Torvald pounds my head and shoulders into the sand as I look up at him, watching my tummy bulge with each thrust of that enormous cock. Watching his already ugly face get even uglier as it contorts with pleasure. My tits against my chin. My feet hanging over my head. His cock squelching and slurping as it pounds into my fluttering wet cunt.

“OHHHHH! FUUUUCK!” I wail with ecstasy, surrendering to the brute force of the pleasure he is fucking into me. My body tightening around him. My pink cuntlips gripping his huge green cock each time it retreats from my pussy. Slick with my overflowing juices. Twitching with his animal pleasure as he thrusts faster and faster.

“Yes! Cum!” laughs Torvald. “Cum, super slut! Cum on my troll cock!”

“I ammmmmm you annoying asssssshole!” I cry, bucking my hips and nearly flinging him off me as my pussy squeezes his thrusting cock.

Torvald isn’t done with me. He makes me cum, then flips me over onto my hands and knees, one big hand pressing my face down into the sand as he lifts my hips again. He plows my pussy from behind. Ramming into me. Driving me crazy with pleasure. Another orgasm. A third.

“Ha ha ha! Keep cumming! Will make you hotter for my big load in your womb!” He grabs my hair and yanks my face up from the sand. I brace myself on my hands as he fucks me from behind. Making my head bounce. Making my big, sand-covered tits swing.

He plugs a thick finger into my asshole as he fucks me and sends me careening into a fourth orgasm. My eyes roll back. My mouth hangs open. I can’t think straight. I just need to be fucked. Need to be fucked forever.

But forever is dismayingly temporary. Torvald roars with pleasure, his knobby hips spanking my ass and his cock swelling and jerking inside me. With a final roar of pleasure, he buries his full length inside me and unleashes a flood of hot troll cum. It drives me over the edge again. Is that five? Six? I’m not sure anymore as I cum around his pumping prick. Taking his hot troll load and squeezing him with my orgasm.

He keeps fucking me. I groan and collapse face down again as Torvald’s filthy, knobby cock sloshes and churns the cum in my stretched pussy. Warm foam slides down my thighs. I claw at the sand. Utterly defeated. My body reduced to a trembling, quivering, swaying fucksleeve for his troll cock. My mind broken by the pleasure.

Eight orgasms. Ten. Countless orgasms, so intense and prolonged that they begin to hurt as my pussy grips at his bumpy troll cock.

Finally, with a roar, he pulls out and soaks my back and shoulders and hair with troll cum.

“See you around, super slut!” he laughs, spanking my plush ass a few times before getting to his feet and running off down the beach. By the time I manage to pick myself up, a crowd has gathered around me and is filming me with their phones. I can hear them muttering. Calling me disgusting. Wondering why Guardian Angel fucked that monster.

“Be… safe… citizens,” I whimper, staggering to my feet, grabbing my discarded costume, and shooting into the air to escape the attention.

Torvald is gone. Even if I could track him, I’m too disoriented and humiliated to try. My body aches from being fucked. I can still feel the troll’s massive load dripping down my thighs.

I want to find my family, to be sure they’re alright, but I can’t go looking for them in this condition. Besides, I need to debrief. Professor Constantine will have watched every moment of that on the news.

He’s not going to be happy about how things played out.

Report to Professor Constantine that Torvald Got Away >


Give In to My Urges and Fuck Torvald

My anger grows even as my will to resist Torvald fades. With a cry of desperation, I grab the big troll by his throat and fly upwards, off the bouncy bottom of the inflatable castle, slamming him back down with me on top, straddling his midsection. I am aware of his black-eyed gaze fixed on my bare and jiggling breasts.

“You want it like this?” I ask as hormones rush through my body. I grab for his crotch, tearing away his shorts and wrapping my hand around that big, bumpy cock. Fuck is it huge! My hand can’t even wrap around the thing.

“Oh, I’m not complaining, super slut,” laughs Torvald, folding his hands behind his head. He stares at me, at my tits, and licks his lips. “Be my guest. If you want to jack me off, go right on ahead. But I think you want more than just a touch, don’t you?”

I glance over my shoulder at that cock in my hand. It’s as long as my arm from elbow to fingertips, with a bulbous, dark-green tip with a deep divot and an oozing hole. I slide my thumb up along the underside and more of his clear sap oozes out.

“Fuck, it’s disgusting,” I growl, unable to look away from it.

“Heh, yeah, it’s real nasty. So go on then,” rumbles Torvald. “Suck on it. Suck on my fat troll cock.”

I should be revolted by the thought of stuffing his big bumpy cock into my mouth. Instead, I feel a hot ripple of need run through me and I turn atop him. Torvald laughs, smacking his hands on my ass while I bend over him and grab his cock in both hands. I’ve made up my mind. I can’t back out now.

I lower my mouth to his twitching cock and run my tongue around the dark green head. Tracing the ridge. Feeling the bumps. Tasting all that salty precum oozing out like sap from a tree.

Torvald groans with pleasure at the touch of my tongue. He stops smacking my ass and grabs it. Spreads it. Pulls me closer to his face so he can tear open the back of my costume and slip his long tongue between my thighs.

My sharp cry of pleasure echoes against the inflatable walls of the bounce castle. The lewd serpent of Torvald’s tongue slithers over my folds and lashes against my clit. It slips and slides over my pussy. It thrusts into my slick cunt. I muffle my prolonged moan by stuffing his huge cockhead into my mouth. Stretching my lips around him. Moaning against him as I bury his cock in my mouth.

“Nnnnnnhhhnnggggg!” groans Torvald, licking deep inside me with that long tongue and squeezing my ass with both of his big hands. His long nose presses between my cheeks. His breath tickles hotly against my asshole.

I pull my lips from Torvald’s cock, trailing saliva to his tip. Panting with need.

“Ohhhhhh, that’s right, lick that pussy,” I cry, rubbing my ass in his face. “You like how that tastes? Mmmmmm! That’s the taste of your defeat!”

“Nnnnnhnnnhnn!” he counters, squeezing my ass and wriggling his tongue deep in my pussy.

“Ooooooooommmmmm!” I moan, muffling my pleasure on his cock again. We compete in a test of skill. He’s licking and sucking at my pussy as I ride his face and I’m bobbing and sucking greedily while my hands pump on that bumpy green cock.

“Cum for me,” I gasp. “I know you want to cum, Torvald. Shoot that big troll load right in my mouth!”

I feel his body tense. His hands tighten on my ass. My own pleasure squeezes against his tongue. His cock twitches between my lips.

“Nnoooo!” he roars, suddenly throwing me forward.

I land face down on the bouncy castle floor, the inflatable castle swaying around us and our combined weight bending the whole thing inward. I can see faces pressed to the netting around the sides of the castle. Curious people watching. Some of them holding up their phones to record what is happening.

“No! Stop it! Don’t look at us!” I cry, holding up a hand to try to cover the camera.

“Too late to stop now!” laughs Torvald. “It’s time you get what you really need!”

“Wha?” I look back over my shoulder to see Torvald kneeling behind me. His big hands grab my waist and he drags my ass back towards him. The fat head of his cock bulls against my cuntlips. Parts them. Slides into my tight cunt.

“Ooooohhhhh!!!! Fffffuck!” I wail, stunned by the size of the troll’s cock as it stretches me wide and feels as if it might split me open. There is discomfort as he works it all the way to my backwalls, but those weird bumps on his cock feel incredible sliding over my clit. Dragging inside me. Massaging my clutching walls as he begins to pound his cock in and out of my gripping cunt.

“That’s right! Look at that big super ass!” he laughs, smacking me with his hand. Spreading my ass and rubbing his thumb into my crack. Driving me wild with every thrust. Closer and closer to an orgasm.

I can feel the pressure building in his cock too. It’s getting bigger by the moment as he ruts his troll dick in and out of my pussy. Our bodies colliding with loud slaps. Thrusts that would bruise anyone else, but my body is too tough to be hurt.

“I’m going to… going to cum!” I cry, knowing I am only moments from one of the best orgasms of my life.

“Not without me, you don’t!” roars Torvald, suddenly grabbing a handful of hair and yanking my face up from the bouncing floor. He slams me from behind as I rock forward and back on my hands and knees. Ripples working through my ass and making my dangling tits swing beneath my ribcage.

Pleasure builds inside me. A glow forms around me as the frightened onlookers begin to back away. But Torvald is too focused on his impending orgasm to notice the danger. He roars with his own pleasure and I feel his cock throbbing inside me. Hot troll cum pumping into my pussy and flooding my clutching cunt. My own orgasm exploding from deep in my core. A wet contraction. A squeeze.

An explosion. Throwing Torvald backwards. Knocking his cock from my pussy and bursting the bounce house around us. A bright plasma explosion that sets the troll ablaze and sends him flying into a pizza stand that also promptly begins burning. He howls with rage, staggering out of the flames, running to the end of the pier, and diving into the ocean.

I act without hesitation. I’m dripping with Torvald’s cum as I launch myself out of the ruins of the bounce house and fly off the end of the pier. I dive into the water and grab a charred body from beneath the waves. I shoot skyward on a plume of water, breaking the sound barrier as I soar into the clouds. As I climb, the blackened body of the troll begins to crumble. Chunks break off and fall through my hands, revealing a normal-sized man beneath the blackened remains of the troll.

The real Torvald, the man beneath the monster, is a schlubby middle aged man. The only similarity between this guy and the troll is that he is balding with long, greasy hair. His skin looks sunburned from the plasma explosion.

“Huhhh?” He looks up at me, blinking his eyes. “Guardian Angel? Did I… did it happen again?”

“You don’t remember?”

“I sort of… we were… in the castle?” He seems to realize that we are flying and he starts to freak out. I throw him over my shoulder and keep going.

I zoom over the glass and steel of downtown New Metro City, cross the Hamilton River, and dip towards the city’s outer borough of Bricktown.

The Super Jail sits in the middle of Bricktown like a brutalist castle. I descend towards the helipad on the main tower and I am greeted by a pair of armed guards in tactical uniforms. A third man, a higher-ranking officer, emerges from the door into the facility.

“Guardian Angel,” he says, flustered by the sight of me. I’m completely naked, but it’s too late to do anything about that now.

“I brought you a present,” I say, dropping Torvald at the man’s feet.

“We saw you on the news. What was that explosion?”

“An unexpected discharge,” I say, nudging Torvald with my toes. The guards step forward, red-faced beneath their helmets as they try not to look at my naked body.

Torvald winces in pain as the guards take hold of him.

“We’ll deal with him,” says the officer, offering me a salute. “Warden Stark hasn’t come across a super she doesn’t know how to handle.”

I catch a slight twinkle in his eye, like he’s sizing me imagining how he and the other officers might handle me if I were ever imprisoned at the Super Jail. I clear my throat. He stiffens up and says, “Thank you for your service, Guardian Angel.”

“Anything to protect the city,” I say. “Be safe, citizen!”

I launch from the helipad and soar into the sky above Bricktown. My instinct is to go flying back to the beach to reunite with my family, but after a super battle like that I need to report to Professor Constantine. He will have seen me on the news and will want to debrief me.

Reluctantly, I turn away from New Metro City and head northwest.

Report to Professor Constantine >


Keep Pummeling Torvald Until I Have the Upper Hand

I know I want Torvald to fuck me. To let him slam me to the bouncy floor of this inflatable castle and pound my super pussy. That would be a defeat worse than just getting my ass kicked. Professor Constantine has lectured me countless times about letting my lust control my actions.

He always told me that when my hormones start swirling, I should find a productive outlet for them other than shameful public sex with super villains. Right now, the most productive outlet I can imagine is the one with his big green hand wrapped around my throat.

I need to kick Torvald’s bumpy ass.

“Come on, super slut,” rasps Torvald, running his tongue over my cheek and teasy my ear with slimy licks. “Beg for it. I might even let you suck my baAAAAAHHHHHH!!!”

He howls in agony as I drive the toe of my boot into his fat troll sack. His balls compress up into his body with the force of my kick and he hurls me away to cup his throbbing stones. I tear through the back wall of the bounce house and come flying back inside a moment later, leading with an outstretched fist. My knuckles connect with Torvald’s warty jaw, and I punch him back out through the flap. He lands right in a pizza stand and howls with fresh agony as the hot oven tips over onto him.

“The only thing getting sucked today are the bars in jail!” I shout, then realize it doesn’t make any sense. “Uh, what I mean is, you’ll be behind bars again, fucking them. Or they’ll be doing the fuck of you.”

Torvald sits up in the wrecked pizza stand and looks at me with confusion.

“Huh?” He says, angrily furrowing his brow.

“Oh, shut up!” I shout, taking a flying leap at him and slamming multiple punches into his bumpy jaw. I rock him backwards, knocking him through a lemonade stand and a bench before punching him right through the railing and off the side of the pier. I ride him down to the churning surf, driving punches into his face and head. My naked breasts are bouncing everywhere as I’m battering Torvald, but it’s no time to worry about my modesty.

Still, I’m a little relieved when we both dive into the water, thrashing and still wrestling for dominance. Torvald is still mad and bellowing as he struggles back to the surface. I drag him down again, the water churning around us as I pound my fists into Torvald’s green ribcage. I feel the fight go out of him and green blood drifts from his mouth.

His green flesh starts to break apart as he transforms back into a normal-sized human. His bald head with its fringe of long, greasy hair is the only proof that this small, schlubby guy is the real Torvald.

I sling him over my shoulder and leap from the ocean and into the sky. Flying over the pier. Circling once back across the beach to see if I can spot my family. Nope. They must have fled when the fighting became too intense. Thank God. Maybe nobody saw my breasts hanging out of my costume.

“Where… where am I?” croaks the human Torvald.

“You’re on your way to the New Metro City Super Jail,” I say, turning in the sky and accelerating over downtown. The glittering towers pass beneath us as I veer to the outer borough of Bricktown.

The Super Jail sits among the hip houses and cafes of the neighborhood like a mountain made of concrete. Grim walls hold back eternity. Weapon-studded guard towers defend the world from the super villains contained within.

I float down to the tallest of the towers and alight gently on the H-symbol of the helipad. Two armed, helmeted guards and a uniformed officer walk out onto the helipad. The officer gives me a crisp salute. His eyes bulge a little as I drop Torvald to the ground and reveal the wide rip in the front of my costume. I quickly cover my breasts with one arm, but not before the officer and the guards catch a glimpse of my creamy tits and stiff, pink nipples.

“Um, Guardian Angel,” says the officer. “That was quite a fight. We saw you on the news kicking Torvald’s ass. Is this… this him?”

He points to the drenched, groaning loser slumped at my feet.

“Yes,” I say, nudging Torvald with my boot. “Don’t let the appearances fool you. Once he recovers, he will be able to turn back into that green giant at will.”

“Yes, ma’am,” says the officer. He gestures to the guards and they grab Torvald and drag him inside. The officer turns back to me. “Don’t worry about a thing, miss, uh, Guardian Angel. The super villains can’t get out of here. Warden Stark won’t let it happen.”

“Tough lady. I respect her efficiency.”

The officer starts to say something else, but I launch into the sky again and blast into the cloud cover over Bricktown. I want to go back to my family. Before I can do that, I need to report to Professor Constantine.

Report My Success to Professor Constantine >


Keep Torvald Cuffed and Ride His Cock

“I’m not an idiot,” I say. “But if you shut up and behave, maybe I’ll let you feel this tight pussy on your cock.”

I run my hand down to my folds, shuddering as my fingers brush against the straining bud of my clit. Human Torvald struggles with the cuffs. He arches his back and thrusts his bulging shorts at me.

“Come onnnnn, slut,” he jeers. “You know you want these hands all over your body. Cut me free and I will make you cum harder than anybody else. Harder than Destructo!”

“I never fucked Destructo,” I say, which is partially true.

“You sucked his dick!” screams Torvald, jerking his hips. “Suck it, slut! Suck on this big dick! I’ll give you a big load of—MMMMMPHHHH!”

I shut him up by sitting on Torvald’s face. I squat above him with super speed and reach back to grab his head and slam his face into my pussy and ass. He lets out a muffled cry as I smother him between my cheeks and against my twitching, slick pussy. His warm breath tickles against me. His muffled moans vibrate against my clit.

“Eat it!” I command. “Eat my pussy, you nasty little prick!”

“Mmmmmmppphhmmmm!” he protests, but after a moment of wiggling my ass back and forth and rubbing my pussy against his mouth, he relents. I feel his tongue slide out. Grazing my folds. Slipping inside me, warm and probing, then drawing back out to trace my furrow and stretch all the way to my clit.

“Yesssssss,” I hiss, my thighs tensing. “That’s the spot. Lick me there, Torvald. Eat it good and you might get a reward. A little mercy you most definitely do not deserve.”

To my great relief, Torvald obeys me and begins vigorously tonguing my clit. He stops every so often and lewdly sucks on my folds. It’s a dirty sensation that feels incredible. Timothy would never do something so naughty. When all my wriggling ends up with my ass over Torvald’s tongue, he gives my clenched backdoor a thorough licking as well. It feels so filthy that I have to rub my clit while he’s doing it. Pumping my fingers into my clutching cunt and bouncing my ass on his face.

Oh, it’s almost enough to make a girl cum, but I want more. Gasping, I lean forward and grab the front of his shorts. One tug of my super strength pops open the tattered fabric and Torvald’s cock springs free. It’s not as big as his troll cock would have been, but it’s big enough to treat my pussy properly. Which is good because my twitching pussy needs more than a wriggling tongue stuffed in it.

“Ohhhh fuck,” I moan, wrapping my hand around his cock and giving it a good stroke. “It’s your lucky day, troll boy. I’m going to sit my super pussy on your hard cock.”

“Mmmmmmmm!” he moans excitedly, his tongue sliding over my pussy and back to my asshole. I let him give my rim another lick before I bounce from his face and back to my feet.

“Gimme that!” I say, holding onto his cock, turning around, and straddling his hips. He stares in awe as my slick pussy descends. My trimmed fuzz brushing his fat red tip. My warm folds parting. My pussy swallowing up his supervillain cock with relative ease. I throw back my head and cry out with relief, finally getting what I had been needing since I started shooting off plasma blasts.

“Holy shit,” groans Torvald, watching as I begin to ride his hard cock. Sliding all the way to his fat cockhead and slamming my ass back down hard enough to slap against him. My tight cunt gulping and gripping down the full length of his cock.

I know he is enjoying it. Marveling at my beauty. Suffering the agonizing pleasure of my gripping, milking cunt. I don’t care about all that.

All I care about is how good it feels. Riding that hard cock. Squeezing it with each bounce of my body atop my defeated foe. Torvald. Beaten. Helpless beneath me. His hard cock is all I need.

“Ohhhhhh fuck!” he cries. “I’m going to cum! Yeah! I’m going to blow a big load in that MILF pussy! Are you ready, super slut?”

“Not yet!” I cry, squeezing him so tightly with my super pussy that I hold back his orgasm. Staring down at him. My hands on his pitiful human body. My hips working with the furious force of my need. Building inside me. Tightening around him. Almost there… almost… there!

I wail with ecstasy as my orgasm surges from my quaking core. Torvald cries out beneath me as my pussy begins to flutter and flex around him. Each spasm of my pleasure milking his cock until his hot cum is jetting inside me. Pumping me full of his load as I cum with such force that I buckle the rooftop and knock over one of the HVAC units. I can’t stop. Not mid-orgasm. I ride him until Torvald’s balls are drained and my creamy pussy is giving out its last fluttering twitch of ecstasy.

The guilt hits me as I come down from my orgasm. Professor Constantine warned me about giving in to the urges my powers amplify. Now I’ve just fucked the human version of Torvald the Troll. He’s smirking at me as my face grows hot with embarrassment.

“Once you go green, you never go clean,” chuckles Torvald.

“You weren’t green,” I remind him, dismounting as my thighs shake with aftershocks. Torvald’s softening cock slips free of my creamy cunt and I feel some of his cum dripping out of me. I reach for my costume. “Not a word of this to anyone, Torvald. If I find out you talked…”

I pick up a roof tile and rip it like a piece of paper. I throw it at his face and he grunts.

“Don’t worry, baby, your secret is safe with me,” he says, watching me put my costume back on. “I know the next time we bump into each other, you’ll be ready for a hard fucking.”

I grimace at the thought of ever “bumping into” Torvald again.

“Enough talk. I’m getting you to the Super Jail.”

That shuts him up. I sling him over my shoulder and launch into the sky. We zoom over the flashy towers of New Metro City, cross the Hamilton River, and dip towards the city’s outer borough of Bricktown.

The Super Jail sits in the middle of Bricktown like a brutalist castle. I descend towards the helipad on the main tower and I am greeted by a pair of armed guards in tactical uniforms. A third man, a higher-ranking officer, emerges from the door into the facility.

“Guardian Angel,” he says. “We saw you on the news. I thought you’d be here sooner.”

“Got held up on the way,” I say. “But here he is. Torvald the Troll.”

I hold him out to the guards.

“Why is he naked?” asks the officer as the guards gingerly take Torvald and begin to drag him away.

“Oh, uh, the fight got carried away,” I say. “I must’ve ripped his shorts off without noticing.”

“Uh huh,” says the officer, raising an eyebrow. “Well, we’ve got a prison orange jumpsuit that will fit him perfectly. Warden Stark will know what to do with him after that.”

I catch an amused twinkle in his eye, like he’s imagining what I did with Torvald after I ripped off his shorts. Whatever he is picturing couldn’t be much more humiliating than the truth. My cheeks are still burning with shame over fucking Torvald.

“Um, well, I’d better be on my way.” I stand up straight. I try to give a proper Guardian Angel fist-bumping salute, but I keep feeling cum oozing out of my pussy and it’s distracting. “Anyway, um, be safe, citizen!”

I launch from the helipad and soar into the sky above Bricktown. My instinct is to go flying back to the beach to reunite with my family, but after a super battle like that I need to report to Professor Constantine. He will have seen me on the news and will want to debrief me.

Reluctantly, I turn away from New Metro City and head northwest.

Report My Encounter with Torvald to Professor Constantine >


Uncuff Torvald and Let Him Fuck Me Hard

Torvald is right. He can’t give me the dick I need if he’s cuffed. My fight with him has me all worked up and I want those big hands on me. I want that big green dick. The one I saw bulging in his shorts before he turned into this little wimp.

“Fuck,” I moan under my breath. My mind is already made up. I’m going to cut him loose so he can fuck me. When we’re done, I’ll cuff him again and finish the mission. But until I get a taste of that fat troll cock, I won’t be able to think clearly.

“Oh, yeah, baby,” groans Torvald, writhing and arching his back on the rooftop. “I’ll fuck you good. Cut me loose and I will fuck your brains out of that pretty little head. Come on, baby. Pay the troll toll. Let’s cross that bridge together.”

I smirk at him. Standing over him and feeling his eyes roaming all over my naked body. I don’t hide myself. I show it off to him. I turn and pose so he can see my slick pussy, these big tits, and my fat ass. He’s getting all worked up looking at me. But he still isn’t green.

“I don’t know,” I say, reaching my foot out and nudging the bulge in his shorts with my toes. “Seems like you might not have enough down here to satisfy a woman like me.”

“I got… got more than enough!” he squeaks defiantly. “Come on, baby, let it out. I’ll prove it!”

I swing my arm down with a sudden lunge and grab hold of the front of his shorts. One yank with my super strength and his shorts rip open to reveal his stiff cock and dangling balls. He’s already oozing with precum and, honestly, his cock isn’t small. But it’s not big enough. Not like that troll cock I saw before.

“Hey!” he cries. “C’mon! Let me free! I can do it right! But not like this!”

“Looks like you can’t do much of anything with this,” I tease, running my foot over his cock and gently stepping on his shaft to bend it back towards his abdomen. “You couldn’t satisfy a woman with a cock like this. You definitely can’t satisfy a woman like me.”

“Sh-shut up! Shut up! I can too!”

“Can’t,” I reply, teasing his cockhead with my toes. “You’ll never get your hands on me if you can’t be a real man. Come on, Torvy, don’t you want to feel these?”

I heft my breasts with both hands as I tease his cock with my foot. Rubbing up and down his shaft. Nudging his balls in his wrinkly sack. Smearing his glistening pre over my toes. He shudders. Clenches his jaw. Defiance burns in his eyes.

“AAahhhhh! RRRRRRRAAAAARR!” His eyes darken to black. His brow protrudes. His nose begins to narrow and lengthen. Muscles bugle through flab as his shoulders broaden. Knobby bumps begin to protrude from his flesh.

“There we go,” I laugh, flipping him over onto his stomach as his transformation continues. “Now you can give me what I need, Torvald. Show me how a troll fucks!”

I snap open the titanium cuffs securing his wrists behind his back. His massive muscles were swelling to the point of bursting through the cuffs. But now he is free, however temporarily, and I’m going to have to contend with his savage lust.

Which is exactly what I need to get some relief!

“That’s it, big boy!” I laugh, dancing back a step as he swings his arms free and pushes onto his hands and knees. He rolls over and his huge, green cock swings like a fallen tree. He gets to his feet, cracking his knobby knuckles, snorting with anger, and staring at me with those beady black eyes.

“Gonna pound your brains out,” snarls Torvald, sounding more like a beast than a man.

“Yeah? You think you can handle these?” I ask, floating a few inches off the rooftop as I heft my soft tits in my hands.

Torvald doesn’t mince words. He throws his hulking body at me and slams me halfway across the rooftop. We skid across the flat tiles, cracking and tearing several away before stopping near a giant air conditioning unit. Torvald is so mad he tries to pummel me with a swing of one massive fist, but I catch it with both hands and shove it back. He roars with lusty fury, pressing his body down against mine so that I can feel that massive, knobby green cock rubbing against my tummy and brushing against the undersides of my breasts.

“Fuck that’s big,” I laugh.

“So big,” snarls Torvald, managing to get his huge hands around my wrists and pinning them above my head. “You never forget.”

His black-tongued kiss stifles my rebuke. I feel that bitter tentacle slide halfway to my throat as I arch beneath his knotted green body. His cock rubs and grazes my folds, stoking the heat inside me. I know it’s wrong, but I don’t care. I need to have his big, nasty troll cock buried in my pussy.

“Mmmmmm!” I cry around his tongue, kissing in reply as he draws his hips back and plunges his massive, fibrous fuckpole into my MILF meatwalls. It’s huge. The biggest I’ve ever had inside me. Stretching me around him like a pair of pantyhose on a robber’s head. He pulls his tongue from my mouth, trailing sappy saliva, as he throws back his ugly head and howls with pleasure.

“FUUUUUUCK!” he bellows, hilting that huge cock inside me and pushing me to my limit. Heat begins to ripple through my body, stirred and stoked with each thrust of that massive troll cock. He lets go of my wrists and I throw him off me, riding him as he flops onto his back and impaling my pussy onto his cock.

“I do the fucking now,” I laugh, tits bouncing and my hands pinning his green arms to the rooftop. He bucks his hips, giving me a test of my riding ability, but this green horse isn’t getting me out of the saddle. I tighten my thighs around him and slam my pussy down onto his cock. My ass collides with him hard enough to smash him against the roof tiles and send cracks through several.

He snarls, picks me up, turns me around, and pummels my pussy, driving me right off the side of the roof. Fucking me in midair, as we’re falling together towards the crowded streets below. I use my flying powers to keep us airborne, but Torvald’s savage, wild fucking makes it hard to control. I clench my pussy tighter around him as we plunge through the glass walls of a fitness club. We fly past the people on the treadmills and the buff guys lifting weights and slam through the door of a hot yoga room.

Torvald crashes to the floor, scaring the instructor off his mat as two dozen sweaty moms doing downward dog lift their heads and stare at us in confusion. I’m on top of Torvald, bouncing on his cock, riding him towards my climax.

“S-sorry, ladies,” I gasp, the heat building in my hands and spreading throughout my body. “You’d better… better get out of here. I’m gonna blow.”

A few of them get out their phones as they back out of the room, snapping photos or taking videos of me mounting Torvald in their yoga class. I know that’s bad, but I’m too far gone to care. Too close to finally getting the relief my body craves. Torvald’s huge hands come up and grab my ass, squeezing my round cheeks as he skewers my tight twat on his slippery green tree trunk.

“Cum!” he bellows. “Cum for Torvald! Cum inside… GUARDIAN ANGEL! WAAAAA!”

There’s no stopping him as I feel a geyser of troll tapioca burst inside my tight mommy fuckhole. The pleasure of getting my womb rinsed by Torvald’s ball juice sends me over the edge. With a window-shattering wail of pleasure, I release my pent plasma energy in a shockwave that knocks down walls and scorches the hot yoga room a few degrees hotter than usual. The lights blow out and several of those giant water bottles close to the front of the class explode as the water boils inside them.

Torvald gets the worst of it. As pleasure bursts through me, I buck atop him, roasting him like an oversized Brussels sprout. He’s blackened and rendered unconscious. I catch my breath, my body smoking but unharmed by my plasma release. I squeeze Torvald’s wilting cock with a few aftershocks as the green menace shrivels back to human proportions.

I rise from atop him, slinging him over my shoulder as I float out of the nearest window.

A few ladies with frizzy hair stand and watch me as I rise towards the skyscraper where I left my uniform.

“Sorry,” I call out to them. “I’ll send some money for the damages.”

I collect my uniform, pull it on quickly, and set off with Torvald for the Super Jail. We zoom over the flashy towers of New Metro City, cross the Hamilton River, and dip towards the city’s outer borough of Bricktown.

The Super Jail sits in the middle of Bricktown like a brutalist castle. I descend towards the helipad on the main tower, and I am greeted by a pair of armed guards in tactical uniforms. A third man, a higher-ranking officer, emerges from the door into the facility.

“Guardian Angel,” he says. “We saw you on tracking and then you disappeared briefly. There are reports of some sort of incident at a health club on--”

“Nothing to worry about,” I say, blushing deeply that word is already spreading of my antics. “Had to, uh, wrestle Torvald back under control.”

I hold him out to the guards.

“Why is he naked?” asks the officer as the guards gingerly take Torvald and begin to drag him away.

“Uh, plasma blasts do that sometimes,” I say. “Must’ve torched his shorts when we were engaged in, uh, close combat.”

“Close combat?” The office raises an eyebrow. I can almost feel him staring at my stiff nipples in my white uniform. “Well, we’ve got something in orange that will fit this creep. Warden Stark will know what to do with him after that.”

I catch an amused twinkle in his eye, like he’s imagining what I did with Torvald at that health club. My blush deepens as I wonder if he has already seen videos of me riding Torvald’s green cock in the hot yoga class.

“Um, well, I’d better be on my way.” I stand up straight. I try to give a proper Guardian Angel fist-bumping salute, but I keep feeling sappy spunk oozing out of my pussy and it’s distracting. “Anyway, um, be safe, citizen!”

I launch from the helipad and soar into the sky above Bricktown. My instinct is to go flying back to the beach to reunite with my family, but after a super battle like that I need to report to Professor Constantine. He will have seen me on the news and will want to debrief me.

Reluctantly, I turn away from New Metro City and head northwest.

Report to Professor Constantine >


Offer Torvald My Pussy

I don’t want to fight. I don’t care about subduing or capturing Torvald. Right now, the only thing that matters to me is getting fucked by that huge, bumpy troll cock. I stare at it breathlessly as he slowly working his big mitt of a hand up and down his shaft.

“Fuck,” I gasp, tearing at my suit. My strength allows me to rip open the tough fabric and my breasts bounce free. I keep ripping, all the way down to my waist. I tear open my suit and bare the trimmed triangle of my mound. The legs of my suit clinging to me like hip-high stockings in white and blue.

“Yeah, that’s the general idea,” chuckles Torvald. “Lay back, super slut, I’ll give you the dick no man has ever given you. This troll cock will ruin you for humans.”

I know it’s a bad idea, but my body is on fire from using my powers of super strength to fight with Torvald. I’ve never seen anything like that huge bumpy cock either. I lay back, right there among the buckled decking of the boathouse, the building half-collapsed around us. I grab the backs of my knees and spread my legs for Torvald.

“Do it,” I moan. “Fuck me with that big green dick!”

“Ha! You got it, super slut!”

He’s on me with the force of a bulldozer, slamming atop me and guiding his bumpy cock right over the throbbing seam of my tight cunt. I cry out and shudder with pleasure. It feels so fucking good, just having that shaft rubbing against my pussy. Bumps hitting my clit. Torvald grabbing my ankles and bending my legs back further.

“Take a deep breath, Angel, because I’m about to knock that halo off your head,” he laughs as he draws back his hips. I lift my head to watch.

“Shut up and stick it in, you ugly brute!” I reach a hand down, stroking my fingers over my folds and spreading my slick cuntlips. “Right here, if you can manage not to miss.”

A chuckle rumbles from inside the huge troll as he grips his shaft and presses that blunt green tip to my cunt. I steady myself and try to relax my muscles. There’s no preparing myself for a dick like that.

“Do it,” I gasp through clenched teeth. “Shove that nasty—”

Torvald rams his big green monster into the tender folds of my cunt. It steals my breath away. It is like being punched in the chest. My abdomen bulges and the girth of that green monster stretches my pussy wider than it has ever been stretched. Those woody bumps all over his shaft rub and beat against my inner walls and my clit. He bends my legs back, snarling and leering down at me as he rams his cock in again. And again. My tits bouncing. My body trying to adjust to a cock the size of my forearm ramming in and out of my gripping cunt.

I squeeze him with my inner muscles, but even with my super Kegels, it barely slows him down. He’s a wild brute, grinning that ugly grin at me as he uses his weight and size to ram deeper and deeper into my pussy.

“You look good… HNNNN!!! Skewered on my troll cock!” He laughs, pounding in and out of my pussy.

“You’ll never look good!” I cry, lifting my head to watch that huge dick slamming in and out of me. “But that fucking cock! Ohhhh! Ohhhhh, fuck, it’s so good!”

It’s incredible. Once the shock of that first thrust wears off, I feel his massive troll cock ruling my body. Pounding pleasure into me like he is hammering it into my womb. My entire body shifting and squeezing around his mighty dick. Why did I put it off? Why did I resist it?

He knows what he’s doing. Even as he savagely fucks me, he is laughing at me. Grinning down at me with those yellow teeth and that dripping, monstrous mouth.

“Cum for me, super slut! Cum for me and tell me how much you love my troll dick!”

He lets go of my ankles and holds me by my slender waist, moving my entire body like I’m some oversized fucktoy. His cock is filling me so completely that as my orgasm approaches it feels like my tensing walls are trying to grip a piledriver pounding into my pussy.

“Yesssss!” I cry, surrendering to the ecstasy of it. “Fuck meee! Ohhhh, God, Torvald! Your cock feels incredible! So big! So bumpy! It’s going to make me… cummmMMMM!”

I arch beneath him, pleasure bursting from me in waves of plasma. The force of my explosive pleasure blows the roof off the boathouse, but Torvald hangs on, hammering into me even as I am unintentionally assailing him with blasts of orgasmic pleasure. I blow back his greasy hair, but he manages to keep fucking me, powering through my energized, explosive climax and pounding me into the charred decking.

“You can’t… stop me!” he roars. “Take my load, super slut! Take my big troll load! AAAAAUUURRRGHHH!”

He bellows with pleasure, and I feel his cock bucking against my clutching walls. A moment later, it’s as if he’s spurting out a firehose of hot troll cum. The filthy, oily spunk floods my cunt and overflows in frothy gushes around his root. His twitching balls pump out more and more, a geyser of hot, greasy troll jizz firing straight into my super snatch.

“OOOOOOHHHH!” I cry, cumming with him. Cumming again on that cock as it bucks and dumps his huge load inside me. Torvald chooses that moment to grab me by my throat and smash a disgusting kiss into my lips. His black tongue thrusts into my mouth and he nearly gags me as he unloads all his cum into my trembling twat.

His strokes slow. His cock begins to shrink. So big that I feel it by the easing of pressure inside me. Pressing atop me, breathing his fetid breath right into my face, he slips his cock from my stretched, cream-drenched cunt. I whimper as his spunk drools out of me, down my clenching ass, and glazes the deck boards we splintered with the force of our fucking.

“You’re finished,” he chuckles, rising slowly to his feet, his massive cock drooping between his legs. “Next time you feel yourself needing troll cock, look me up, Guardian Angel.”

I’m filthy, panting, fucked senseless, but I refuse to be beaten. I sit up and manage to stand as Torvald turns away from me.

“Stop right there!” I command. “In the name of justice, you’re—”

“Shut up, slut!” laughs Torvald, grabbing my throat and lifting me off the ground. He does a sudden spin and flings me through the smoldering roof of the boathouse. I skip across the surface of the ocean and plunge out beyond the surf. Stunned by the impact, I sink down to the sandy bottom of the sea.

By the time I recover and fly out of the water, Torvald is gone. I can see people pointing at me in my torn costume. Wondering how I let the troll escape.

Worse than the shame of letting myself be beaten by Torvald is that I know I have to report to Professor Constantine. He probably knew all this was happening.

And he’s not going to be happy.

Report to Professor Constantine that Torvald Got Away >


Offer Torvald My Ass

I can’t stare at that huge cock. It’s going to drive me crazy. Maybe if I turn my back on it, I’ll be able to keep my head straight and take Torvald out when he’s distracted. A smile spreads on my face as I decide on a course of action.

“Oh, a dick like that needs something special, Torvald,” I pant.

“Hmmmm?” Torvald seems surprised. I brush my fingers against the bulbous head of his cock, smearing his oozing precum all around that massive green bell. He puffs himself up and grins down at me. “That’s right, super slut. You give me a super fuck. Let me see your super pussy.”

He reaches for the lower half of my costume, but I smack his hand away.

“Ah-ah!” I scold. “I’ve got something even better for you.”

I turn slowly on my hands and knees atop the buckled boathouse planks. I arch my back and show off my big MILF booty. All those lunges and squats just seem to make it bigger, but it’s clear Torvald likes what he sees. He’s practically drooling over the sight of my juicy super mom ass.

I reach back with one hand, my super strength allowing me to grab a handful of my tough uniform. I rip open a flap big enough for my creamy cheeks. At this angle, my cheeks parted slightly, he can see everything, from the dark trim of hair between my legs to the pink of my tight holes.

“Fuck me, Torvald,” I gasp, smacking my hand on my ass and making my booty wobble. I shake my hips back and forth trying to entice him. “Come on, veggie-breath, what are you waiting for? Fuck my ass with that big troll cock! Come on, shove that cucumber in my ass!”

“Ho ho!” laughs Torvald. “Poor Guardian Angel must not get the dick she needs from humans. Well, slut, good news! I have lots of all natural vitamins for you! First, I gotta have a taste of that hot meat!”

Torvald’s huge hands are suddenly on my ass, squeezing and spreading me roughly. I cry out, falling face-first into the decking as the troll yanks my ass towards him. His big, ugly face drops to my cheeks and I feel the hot caress of his vegetable breath down the crack of my ass. I clench tighter and I whimper with fear. What have I just gotten myself into?

I find out a second later with the first slimy lash of Torvald’s black tongue down the crack of my ass. He licks me from my clit back to my tight backdoor, then focuses his attention fully on my asshole. Licking my clenching ring. That long tongue swirling around and around my sensitive pucker.

“Ohhhhh, fuck,” I moan, crushing planks of the dock in my bare hands. Torvald’s tongue starts writhing and wriggling and screwing into my butthole. Slimy and slithering deep. Pushing into me as his huge bumpy face presses against my big ass. He is drooling all over my pussy and tongue-fucking that filthy troll tongue into my backdoor.

And it feels incredible. I whimper and moan, my brow knitting as pleasure shudders through me. Just as I’m starting to get used to the sensation of that slimy tongue squirming deep into my ass, Torvald stops. The long, greasy tendril slithers back out of my hole. He gives my gaping rim a last lick and then rises high on his knees.

“Delicious!” he laughs. “Now that I have tasted your ass, your ass will taste the mighty cock of Torvald!”

I look back over my shoulder and see that massive green trunk of knobby cock being gripped at the root by one of Torvald’s huge hands. He strokes it slowly, coaxing out a sappy drizzle of precum that spatters my upthrust ass and drips over my tender pink hole.

“Ohhhh, fuck,” I whimper, tensing at the thought of that huge dick in my ass, but still wanting to feel it all the same. “Do it, you brute. Put it in my AAAAHHHHH!”

Torvald introduces me to most of his cock’s length in a single, brutal thrust. He grabs my ass with both hands and plunges deep, taking my breath away as he buries his root in my naughty hole.

“Nice and tight,” grunts the troll, hammering into me and spanking my ass with his bumpy hips. He makes my cheeks clap and sends my tits swinging with each thrust as I manage to push my shoulders and face up off the floor. He hammers into me from behind, relentless, cruel, and exactly what I needed.

The feel of getting my ass pounded full of troll cock is the sort of relief that it takes to satisfy me when my powers get me all hot and bothered. I throw my ass back against Torvald, looking back fiercely at him as he hammers his huge green cock into my stretched ring.

“That… that all you got?” I gasp, smiling despite the discomfort of his deep strokes.

“Got more for you, super slut!” he laughs. He grabs my legs and stretches them out behind me, forcing me to put all my weight on my arms. I could fly, sure, but flying is the last thing on my mind while I’m getting ass-fucked in a wheelbarrow position by a mega-cocked supervillain.

“OOOOHHHhhHHHHH fUUUuuUUUCK!” I cry, my head bouncing, tits swinging, and hair flopping against my face as Torvald roots my rump with his throbbing green goo-pole.

“Gonna plant my seed in your backyard!” roars Torvald, hands tightening on my legs as he rams deep into my ass. I can feel his big pouch smacking against my cunt and throbbing with his big load. He hilts in my ass again, so deep it feels like the head of his cock is in my throat, and he unleashes a massive, gut-stuffing load of troll spunk. Spurt after spurt packs my pucker with his greasy goo.

It's more than I can stand, my pleasure finally overcoming the discomfort and exploding from my body in hot, radiating waves. Torvald belches with rage, slamming me into the ruined boat dock and dumping the last of his load up my ass. Everything goes white with pleasure as my fingers tear at the timbers and it feels like the whole building is collapsing around me. Waves of ecstasy pumping through my core as I feel Torvald’s cock unsheathes from my gaping ass.

I finally recover enough to lift my head from the ruins of the dock and look around me. There are little fires scattered around the boathouse like a grenade exploded. There is a distinct aroma of roasted vegetables in the air, but no sign of Torvald. Did I incinerate him with my orgasm?

“Not so lucky,” I mutter, standing up and seeing a Torvald-shaped hole smashed in the boathouse wall. I walk over to the hole and peer out. Other than some footprints on the beach, there is no sign of him. Like he jumped into the sea or maybe grew wings and flew away. I can hear the howl of emergency sirens approaching along the shore.

I have to get out of here before the police and firefighters show up. But I’m not going to get out of explaining this to someone.

“Professor Constantine is not going to be happy about this,” I mutter, gathering my torn uniform and launching skyward with a sonic boom.

Report to Professor Constantine that Torvald Got Away >


Suck Torvald’s Troll Cock

That big, nasty, green troll cock is hanging right in my face as he pumps his hand up and down the shaft and stares at me. He’s so close that the musky scent of super dick is wafting off him and making my nose wrinkle with disgust. Like somebody combined a men’s locker room with a vegetable cellar. But I can’t stop staring. Imagining what I could do to a dick that big. And as big and as strong as that cock looks, I know it’s Torvald’s greatest weakness.

I just need to distract him a little bit. I sit up on my knees, one arm covering the chest of my torn uniform.

“I’ve never seen a cock that big in all my life,” I gasp. “Oh, Torvald, it’s fucking incredible. Let me suck your big dick.”

Torvald is surprised for a moment. He looks at me as if questioning my sincerity. Then a smile spreads on his ugly troll face.

“You think you can handle this cock?” He chortles with amusement. “Alright, super slut, you got one chance. Satisfy me with that pretty mouth and I’ll let you live.”

My initial plan was just to get him close enough to slam a punch into those huge, hairy green balls of his. But Torvald steps closer, his cock swinging like a knobby green baseball bat, and he grabs my head and pulls my face against his sweaty sack.

“MMmmmmm!” I cry, my face muffled by his heavy balls. I manage to pull back just enough to moan, “I’ll prove myself.”

It’s all an act, I tell myself. Just a trick to distract him.

So why am I tonguing his sweaty green balls like I’m licking the last icing off a mixing spoon. I moan louder, kissing and slurping on those nasty green balls as I reach for his cock. Torvald tangles his big fingers in my hair and holds my face against his gnarly green goo-bag. He moans and groans and chuckles as I start pumping one hand on his big cock and reaching the other inside my uniform and between my legs.

“That’s right,” laughed Torvald, tightening his grip on my head. “Suck those balls while you play with yourself. Pathetic. You love sucking on me. Ha ha!”

“Mmmmmm!” I moan, one huge troll stone stuffing my mouth as drool runs down my chin. My fingers fiddling my hot folds and straining clit as my other hand primes the pump of Torvald’s dripping dick. He lets me tongue and slurp both his balls before yanking my head back. I look up at him, gasping, tits heaving, holding onto his cock as I work my hips and pump my fingers into my pussy.

“You want to taste the cock,” growls the big green bully. “Go on, say it. Tell me how bad you need this dick stretching that pretty mouth.”

The thought of fitting my mouth around that dark green tip and tasting that oozing, sappy precum fills me with revulsion.

“Yessss,” I gasp, unable to lie to him even as I lie to myself. “Oh, yes, Torvald. Please! Let me… let me suck on that mighty green cock!”

“Ha! I knew I would have you on your knees, Guardian Angel,” he yanks my head back more, forcing me to look up at him as he lays the huge trunk of his cock across my upturned face, “I never imagined the protector of New Metro City would be begging to suck me off. So… suck me off!”

I can barely fit him in my mouth. My jaw strains as I gurgle around his huge, knotty green cock. My tongue presses flat in my mouth and my eyes water with effort as his strong, salty broth oozes down my throat. I slurp on him and bob on him as much as he will allow as he begins to fuck my mouth. His hand tight on my head. His breathing grows heavier and heavier as he shoves that fat veggie cock in and out of my mouth.

My hand moves faster in my costume. My cunt tightens around my fingers as Torvald slaps his balls against my chin and works his cock in and out of my throat. I’m not even doing the work anymore. He is using me like a toy. Fucking my face. Stuffing my throat with his twitching cock.

It makes me so hot that I can’t take it. I can feel his balls against my chin, tight and throbbing, and I know he’s going to cum.

“YESSSSS!” roars Torvald.

The huge hose of his cock thrashes between my lips. My pleasure clutches against my thrusting fingers. Hot, pulsing ecstasy bursting from my clit and pounding through my body. I can feel Torvald’s hot load spurting into my tummy. There’s no choice but to swallow it, gush after gush, as the big troll snarls and buries his cock in my mouth and down my throat. The hot, thick, salty taste of it plunges me into even hotter bursts of pleasure.

“Take it all!” roars Torvald, emptying his balls down my throat.

“MMMMMM!” I cry and my vision goes white-hot. The plasma bursts from my body, flinging Torvald through the crumbling wall of the boathouse and out into the sea. I cough, sputter, spitting troll cum as I stagger to my feet.

I can see the fountain of water still collapsing where he landed in the ocean and I launch myself after him, flying through the boathouse wall and plunging into the water. Torvald is still sinking deeper, down into the churn of the surf, his green troll body shriveling back into a charred human form. A small, schlubby look man. His eyes open with panic and bubbles explode from his mouth.

I grab him in my arms and rocket out of the ocean, gargling saltwater to get the even worse taste of troll goop out of my mouth.

“Ha! It was worth it!” laughs Torvald, sputtering for breath as we soar above the coastline. “Trashing the boardwalk… ahhhh… to get some top from the… hottest MILF in the city! Hey! We’re awfully high!”

“Shut it, Torvald, or I’m dropping you from a mile up,” I say. “I’m taking you to the Super Jail.”

That shuts him up. I sling him over my shoulder and launch into the sky. Torvald gets blow dried at almost supersonic speeds as I try to seal up my costume and make myself presentable. We zoom over the flashy towers of New Metro City, cross the Hamilton River, and dip towards the city’s outer borough of Bricktown.

The Super Jail sits in the middle of Bricktown like a brutalist castle. I descend towards the helipad on the main tower and I am greeted by a pair of armed guards in tactical uniforms. A third man, a higher-ranking officer, emerges from the door into the facility.

“Guardian Angel,” he says. “We saw you on the news. I thought you’d be here sooner.”

“She was busy sucking me off,” laughs Torvald.

I grimace and fling the naked creep onto the ground at the feet of the guards.

“Torvald the Troll. Make sure he doesn’t get out.”

“Why is he naked?” asks the officer as the guards seal his wrists in titanium cuffs and haul him off the ground.

“Sometimes things get a little rough,” I say with a shrug.

“Uhhh huh,” says the officer, giving my nearly exposed breast straining at my torn costume a pointed look. “Well, we’ve got a prison orange jumpsuit that will fit him perfectly. Warden Stark will know what to do with him after that.”

I catch an amused twinkle in his eye, like he’s picturing me gobbling Torvald’s green goo-spewer. I swallow hard, still tasting a hint of the salty burn of the troll’s spunk. My cheeks are burning with shame over blowing Torvald.

“Um, well, I’d better be on my way.” I stand up straight. I try to give a proper Guardian Angel fist-bumping salute, but I keep feeling all that troll cum sloshing in my tummy. “Anyway, um, be safe, citizen!”

I launch from the helipad and soar into the sky above Bricktown. My instinct is to go flying back to the beach to reunite with my family, but after a super battle like that I need to report to Professor Constantine. He will have seen me on the news and will want to debrief me.

Reluctantly, I turn away from New Metro City and head northwest.

Report My Encounter with Torvald to Professor Constantine >


Blast Torvald Right in the Balls with My Plasma

There is no way I am fucking Torvald. Seeing his big, gnarly green cock only makes me more determined to avoid that lumpy length of lumber. But I’m also aware of what this fighting has done to my body. My plump nipples are straining inside my torn costume, my core is twitching with need, and my cunt is hot and slippery with lust. Torvald grins as he looms closer to me, stroking his cock and fondling his balls.

“You could always bend over and take it like a good girl,” growls Torvald, syrupy precum trickling out of his horrible cock.

I know what I need to do. A limited release of my plasma in a strategic spot should be enough to take him down without driving me into a frenzy of super lust.

“You’re right,” I say, forcing a smile and trying not to smell his cock as I drop to my knees. “But I need to worship this magnificent cock of yours, Torvald. Let me suck it off.”

“Hmmmmmm,” he growls, but that growl is betrayed by his widening smile. “Then I will fuck you after. Fuck you until you can’t even fly anymore.”

“Yesssss, but first, let me suck that cock and those big, cum-filled balls of yours, Torvald,” I moan, his enormous cock and fat balls hanging over my face. I reach up for both as he draws his hands away.

Torvald grunts, letting me get one hand on his thick, knobby shaft and my other cradling the huge weight of his balls. Yuck. He smells like a sweaty sock that some guy has been jacking off into and his cock looks more like a root than an actual penis. Gross, right? But when he reaches down and starts roughly groping my tits through my torn costume, a part of me wants to give in to the burning desire in my body and let him have his way with me.

Luckily, I’m not really interested in planting a vegetable garden between my legs. I let the warmth of my plasma build in my hands. At first, Torvald enjoys the sensation, letting out a deep, rumbling groan of pleasure and tightening his grip on my tits. He starts to tear open my uniform a little more and I let loose the plasma that has been welling up in my fingertips. Hot blasts of energy shoot directly into Torvald’s gnarled cock and drooping balls. I roast his potato and fry his eggs and blast him back into the ruined wall of the boathouse.

“AAIIIEEE!” cries the very un-jolly green giant, thumping out onto the beach.

I rise to my feet, flicking a few drops of oily precum off my fingers and straightening out my costume to offer myself a bit of modesty. I walk out onto the beach and find that Torvald has shriveled back to his human form. The green is gone and in its place is a pale man with long, greasy hair who is a small fraction of the size of the troll. The flabby little guy is doubled up in the sand, whimpering as he cradles his scorched crotch. I can hear emergency vehicles approaching down the beach. No time to savor my victory.

“You’ll be alright, Torvald,” I say, scooping him up off the sand and slinging him over my shoulder. “They have a first-class infirmary… in the Super Jail.”

Torvald lets out a defeated moan. I chuckle, launch us skyward, and accelerate to supersonic speed.

I zoom over the glittering towers of New Metro City, cross the Hamilton River, and dip towards the city’s outer borough of Bricktown.

The Super Jail sits in the middle of Bricktown like some supervillain’s lair. Which fits since it’s full of supervillains. I veer towards the helipad on the main tower, and I am greeted by a pair of armed guards in tactical uniforms. A third man, a higher-ranking officer, emerges from the door into the facility.

“Guardian Angel,” he says. “We heard about the disturbance. Is that Torvald the Troll you were battling at the Redford Boardwalk?”

“What’s left of him,” I say, holding out my prisoner.

Torvald winces in pain as the guards take hold of him. He looks all too human now. Like a middle management schlub. Or at least he would look like one, if it weren’t for that disgusting long and greasy hair.

“Is he hurt?” asks the officer as the guards carry Torvald inside.

“Yeah. I cooked his cojones. Be careful though, he heals fast, and he’ll be mighty pissed off when he comes around.”

“We’ll deal with him,” says the officer, offering me a salute. “Warden Stark hasn’t come across a super she doesn’t know how to handle.”

I catch a slight twinkle in his eye, like he’s sizing me up and imagining how he and the other officers might handle me if I were ever imprisoned at the Super Jail. I clear my throat. He stiffens up and says, “Thank you for your service, Guardian Angel.”

“Anything to protect the city,” I say. “Be safe, citizen!”

I launch from the helipad and soar into the sky above Bricktown. My instinct is to go flying back to the beach to reunite with my family, but after a super battle like that I need to report to Professor Constantine. He will have seen me on the news and will want to debrief me.

Reluctantly, I turn away from New Metro City and head northwest.

I need to report to Professor Constantine.

Report My Success to Professor Constantine >


Report My Shameful Display to Professor Constantine

Far outside New Metro City, in the wooded isolation of the southeastern Darondair Mountains, lies the estate of the Constantine Academy for Gifted Individuals. The well-manicured grounds appear carved from the forest beneath me as I descend from the clouds, my dark hair flapping in the breeze behind me. I sink towards the main house and land on the gravel drive in front of the imposing stone of the English country house.

Everything is quiet, but I know the professor is watching me. Even if the place wasn’t crawling with hidden cameras, Professor Bernard Constanine happens to also be one of the world’s most powerful psychics. I can feel him staring at me with his third eye. I can almost feel that angry vein pulsing in his temple. He knows just what a mess I made of stopping Torvald.

“This is going to be ugly,” I mutter, doing my best to straighten what is left of my costume. I head up the stairs to the front door. I don’t even need to touch the handle. The door clicks and swings open.

I step through into the echoing grand hall of the house. How many countless hours did I spend here lounging with my fellow students back in the day? I remember them when they were students. Before they had their costumes. Before they were sent off across the country and around the world to try to change things. Before all too many of them died in the line of duty.

The snap of the fire in the fireplace draws me back from the hazy memories. The room is furnished in English-style luxury, with high-backed chairs, leather couches, and lots of colonialist trophies. Only these trophies aren’t the loot of an empire. They are the sort collected by the professor’s super powered students during our many heroic adventures.

No trophies today, just a simmering guilt that makes me look warily up to the third floor. The professor is up there, in the observation room. I can feel him waiting for me.

“The professor is piiiiiiissed.”

The familiar voice echoes from the parlor into the main hall. I take a detour from my date with destiny and step into the cozy room with two pool tables, a foosball table, several old arcade games, and a ping pong table. Two identical little people are playing ping pong. They have the same muscular builds, the same shaved heads, the same bushy red mustaches, the same mirthful green eyes, and they are both wearing the same white cable knit sweaters.

“Alby,” I say, my lips pressing into a frown. “Were you watching?”

“I saw you fighting dirty with that overgrown weed. Until the professor threw me out of the observation room,” answers one of the little men. The doppelganger playing ping pong against him continues his thought seamlessly, “I tried to explain to him that I’m over forty, he doesn’t need to protect me from pornography, but the old guy was too embarrassed with what you were doing with the troll to let me stay and watch.”

I’m grateful the professor bounced Alby from the observation room. The less Alby sees of me losing control with super villains, the better. Of course, some of the footage might wind up on the news, but at least they’ll blur it out. Not a lot I can do about the people taking videos with their phones.

“Things got a little, um, heated,” I say, looking away from Alby with embarrassment.

“Scorching hot,” chuckles one of the little men, giving me a lewd glance.

“Plasma hot,” adds the other.

They toss their paddles onto the table and one of the little fellas seems to step into the body of the other. They merge instantaneously. Seeing that happen the first time nearly knocked me off my feet. These days, I’m used to Alby splitting up into two or more copies of himself. Cutout, as he’s called, can fold in half and unfold to replicate himself several times. I don’t know his limits, but I’ve seen at least five at a time on a mission with Cutout.

“C’mon, Angel,” he says, looking over my torn, scuffed costume. “Time to face the music.”

We take the stairs up to the third floor with Alby following behind me. I can feel him getting a good look at my big mommy butt in my tight costume, but I can’t complain about his usual inappropriate ogling after putting on a public show with Torvald. At least he knows I’d break him into several dozen doppelgangers if he tried to grab my ass.

“Why don’t you get cleaned up first?” suggests Alby. “I could help out. You know, soap the hard-to-reach areas.”

“Any part of you touching those hard-to-reach areas will not be returned,” I say, glaring back at him over my shoulder.

I peel off to the private room I keep in the house. Alby waits outside while I shower off the grime of battle and the stink of Torvald. I can’t believe that stupid green brute had his hands all over my body. I can’t let that sort of thing happen again.

I dress in an academy uniform of white slacks, white blazer, and paisley blue button-down shirt. The uniform fits almost as well as when I was a student at the academy, but of course Professor Constantine knows me almost like I know myself and has had the uniforms tailored to fit my voluptuous body.

I step out of the room feeling somewhat refreshed. Alby pushes off the wall next to the door and smirks at me from under his bushy red mustache.

“I was going to offer to come and put some moisturizing lotion on you, but you’re practically glowing. Must be all that tension you released in the field.”

“Oh, I don’t know, I could stand to let out a little more plasma,” I say, splaying my fingers and letting energy jump between them.

Alby doesn’t miss a beat. He dances back, turns, and sets off down the hall.

The wood-paneled stone of the estate gives way to recessed lighting and ultra-modern brushed metal panels. We pass through an airlock and into the interior of the domed observation room. I can feel the buzz of psychic energy behind my forehead. The walls around us glow with views of New Metro City from hundreds of fixed cameras and floating drones. I can see the skyline, a wounded man in an alleyway, a fire being fought in a jewelry store, a police standoff in an apartment complex, and many more incidents happening throughout the city.

Professor Bernard Constantine sits at the center of this bewildering view of life in the biggest city in the United States. He looks young for a man in his early 60s, though his somewhat overdeveloped dome of his head is smoothly bald, and he has deep frown lines in his forehead. He massages his temples as he slowly turns to me, his bushy brown eyebrows knitting together as he seems to gaze through me with his milky white eyes.

I step forward. Alby steps back, not wanting to get caught in the interrogation. Professor Constantine leans towards me in his wheelchair and he reaches out to me with his psychic power.

I feel the buzz of Professor Constantine’s mind scrutinizing me. I open my thoughts to him. Every decision, every blow, and every humiliating moment with Torvald, revealed to my mentor. He’s getting my side of the story to spare me the need to offer any excuses.

“That was… unfortunate,” says Professor Constantine. He sinks back into his chair and adjusts the blanket in his lap as if to conceal the bulge beneath it. “It is lucky you were able to overcome him with your unintended plasma release.”

“I didn’t even know that was going to happen,” I admit.

“Yes, well, your explosive release during a climax has not been studied very closely,” replies the professor. “That is something we could investigate, if you were open to it. But more importantly, Guardian Angel, you have a long way to go with your self-control. You are not like other humans. I do not believe you are even of this earth. Your body contains the power of a fusion reactor, and it becomes unstable when it is running hot. You must continue with the exercises you have practiced.”

“Maybe some more training would help,” I admit.

“We all must keep our edge,” offers Professor Constantine. “There is nothing shameful about failing so long as we try to correct that failing. Learn from your mistakes, Guardian Angel.”

He smiles and whirs his wheelchair up the ramp to the lounge that overlooks his observation nexus. I sit down opposite him and Alby flops onto a couch next to us.

“Criminal activity is on the rise in New Metro City,” explains the professor. “That includes the activity of supervillains like Torvald. I have not yet spotted a pattern, but I fear that there is a hand guiding these outbreaks of destruction. Someone is sowing chaos in our city.”

“Who do you think is behind it? Mastermind? The Spider Queen?”

“Mastermind is still in the Super Jail,” says Alby, looking up from a magazine he is reading. “The professor had me check that out myself.”

“The Spider Queen would not concern herself with petty crimes and disruption,” says the professor. “No, Guardian Angel, this is someone or something new. I will interrogate Torvald, but I doubt he will yield any useful information. Until our foe shows their hand, we must continue to address these incidents as they arise and demand our attention.”

“I understand,” I say.

“As for what happened today,” says the professor and I feel the buzz of his mind on me again, “I will deal with the media fallout. I will circulate claims that any videos that surface are deepfakes and will pressure the press to take a favorable angle to any coverage. But this only goes so far. If this happens again, if you lose control, at least take your foe somewhere that the news helicopters cannot see you.”

“I’m sorry, professor,” I say. “I will do my best.”

“I don’t know, what I saw looked pretty good,” interjects Alby. Professor Constantine turns his cloudy eyes in Alby’s direction and Alby shrinks back. “Okay, okay, I’m shutting up.”

The threatening buzz of psychic power dies away and the professor turns his attention back to me.

“Your family is probably worried sick about you,” says Professor Constantine. “I will have one of my people on the police force take you home with a cover story about how you were taken in for protection during the attack. Tomorrow morning though, bright and early, I want you back here for training in the Hazard Chamber.”

“He’s gonna put you through the paces,” chuckles Alby.

“You too, Cutout,” growls the professor. “Maybe you can even improve your teamwork. Dismissed.”

I stand up with Alby and give the professor the academy’s V-for-victory-and-peace salute.

“Yes, professor,” I say, relieved to be heading home, but not particularly eager to look my husband in the eye after what I did with Torvald.

CONTINUE >


Report My Encounter with Torvald to Professor Constantine

Far outside New Metro City, in the wooded isolation of the southeastern Darondair Mountains, lies the estate of the Constantine Academy for Gifted Individuals. The well-manicured grounds appear carved from the forest beneath me as I descend from the clouds, my dark hair and red cape flapping in the breeze behind me. I sink towards the main house and land on the gravel drive in front of the imposing stone of the English country house.

Everything is quiet, but I know the professor is watching me. Even if the place wasn’t crawling with hidden cameras, Professor Bernard Constanine happens to also be one of the world’s most powerful psychics. I can feel him staring at me with his third eye. He knows how close things got to a total X-rated disaster with Torvald.

“This might get dicey,” I mutter, straightening up my battle worn costume and running my fingers through my thick, brown hair. I head up the stairs to the front door. I don’t even need to touch the handle. The door clicks and swings open.

I step through into the echoing grand hall of the house. How many countless hours did I spend here lounging with my fellow students back in the day? I remember them when they were students. Before they had their costumes. Before they were sent off across the country and around the world to try to change things. Before all too many of them died in the line of duty.

The snap of the fire in the fireplace draws me back from the hazy memories. The room is furnished in English-style luxury, with high-backed chairs, leather couches, and lots of colonialist trophies. Only these trophies aren’t the loot of an empire. They are the sort collected by the professor’s super powered students during our many heroic adventures.

No trophies today, just a little guilt that I almost let things get out of hand with Torvald. The professor is up there, in the observation room. I can feel him waiting for me.

“Not bad out there, Angel.”

The familiar voice echoes from the parlor into the main hall. I take a detour from my date with destiny and step into the cozy room with two pool tables, a foosball table, several old arcade games, and a ping pong table. Two identical little people are playing ping pong. They have the same muscular builds, the same shaved heads, the same bushy red mustaches, the same mirthful green eyes, and they are both wearing the same white cable knit sweaters.

“Alby,” I say, smiling a bit. “He’s not mad at me?”

“Nah, not mad,” answers one of the little men. The doppelganger playing ping pong against him continues his thought seamlessly, “Things got a bit messy between you and the big green ugly, but I thought you saw him off well enough. The professor seemed a little more perturbed by how you handled it, but don’t sweat it. You did what you had to do.”

I’m grateful for the unusual vote of confidence from Alby. He doesn’t have the professor’s psychic powers, so he doesn’t know my every move, but if he was watching from the observation room, he probably saw a lot. How much exactly? Well, I don’t really want to know.

“Things got pretty intense out there,” I say, my cheeks reddening a bit as I remember that pulse in my core when I was in the heat of battle.

“They always do with you, super MILF,” says one smirking Alby.

The other smirking Alby adds a wink.

They toss their paddles onto the table and one of the little fellas seems to step into the body of the other. They merge instantaneously. Seeing that happen the first time nearly knocked me off my feet. These days, I’m used to Alby splitting up into two or more copies of himself. Cutout, as he’s called, can fold in half, and unfold to replicate himself several times. I don’t know his limits, but I’ve seen at least five at a time on a mission with Cutout.

“C’mon, Angel,” he says, looking over my torn, scuffed costume. “Time to have a talk with the boss man.”

We take the stairs up to the third floor with Alby following behind me. I can feel him getting a good look at my big mommy butt in my tight costume. I stop short and he almost walks into my rear.

“Haven’t I warned you before about sticking that nose where it doesn’t belong?” I ask him over my shoulder.

“It’s strange, Angel,” says Alby, looking up at me unapologetically, “but when you’re around, certain parts of me get a mind of their own.”

“Certain parts of you are going to wind up dead if they aren’t careful,” I say, reaching the top of the stairs.

Alby hustles to catch up, a roguish grin on his face.

“Speaking of having a sniff, you’ve been sweating it out with a super. You’d better get cleaned up before you see the professor.” Alby jerks his head towards the door to my private room at the academy. “I’m available if you need anyone to lather you up. Or towel you off. Or—”

“I’d rather go back to the Super Jail and ask Torvald to towel me off,” I say, giving him another glare over my shoulder.

Alby waits outside while I shower off the grime of battle and the stink of Torvald in my private room. I can’t believe how close I came to really getting into trouble with that green bully. My fingers glide over my aching clit. I can’t let things get that bad again.

I dress in an academy uniform of white slacks, white blazer, and paisley blue button-down shirt. The uniform fits almost as well as when I was a student, but of course Professor Constantine knows me almost like I know myself and has had the uniforms tailored to fit my voluptuous body.

I step out of the room feeling somewhat refreshed. Alby pushes off the wall next to the door and smirks at me from under his bushy red mustache.

“You’re heaven-sent, Angel,” says Alby, looking me over. “Hope you had a chance to relieve a little tension solo in the shower.”

“Yeah, sure, I just closed my eyes and fantasized about punching your head off your neck,” I say, making a fist and cocking it back playfully.

“But what a way to go,” chuckles Alby, pushing off the wall and setting off down the hall.

The wood-paneled stone of the estate gives way to recessed lighting and ultra-modern brushed metal panels. We pass through an airlock and into the interior of the domed observation room. I can feel the buzz of psychic energy behind my forehead. The walls around us glow with views of New Metro City from hundreds of fixed cameras and floating drones. I can see the skyline, a wounded man in an alleyway, a fire being fought in a jewelry store, a police standoff in an apartment complex, and many more incidents happening throughout the city.

Professor Bernard Constantine sits at the center of this bewildering view of life in the biggest city in the United States. He looks young for a man in his early 60s, though his somewhat overdeveloped dome of his head is smoothly bald, and he has deep frown lines in his forehead. He massages his temples as he slowly turns to me, his bushy brown eyebrows knitting together as he seems to gaze through me with his milky white eyes.

I step forward. Alby steps back, not wanting to get caught in the interrogation. Professor Constantine leans towards me in his wheelchair and he reaches out to me with his psychic power.

I feel the buzz of Professor Constantine’s mind scrutinizing me. I open my thoughts to him. Every decision, every blow, and how close I came to defeating myself in my fight with Torvald, revealed to my mentor. He’s getting my side of the story to spare me the need to offer any excuses.

“That was… closer than it should have been,” says Professor Constantine. He sinks back into his chair and adjusts the blanket in his lap as if to conceal the bulge beneath it. “It is lucky you were able to resist the urges that come with the use of your superpowers.”

“Self-control is a work in progress,” I admit.

“Yes, well, I make no judgments about your fidelity to your marriage,” replies the professor, “but losing control in a fight with a beast like Torvald could have serious consequences for you. Some superheroes must learn to control their anger, some must overcome fear, but you must develop your ability to resist your sexual urges.”

“Maybe some more training would help,” I admit.

“You must learn to think strategically rather than simply reacting to your foe,” says Professor Constantine. “In this case, you managed to succeed despite your difficulties. Learn from the mistakes you almost made, Guardian Angel.”

He smiles and whirs his wheelchair up the ramp to the lounge that overlooks his observation nexus. I sit down opposite him and Alby flops onto a couch next to us.

“Criminal activity is on the rise in New Metro City,” explains the professor. “That includes the activity of supervillains like Torvald. I have not yet spotted a pattern, but I fear that there is a hand guiding these outbreaks of destruction. Someone is sowing chaos in our city.”

“Who do you think is behind it? Mastermind? The Spider Queen?”

“Mastermind is still in the Super Jail,” says Alby, looking up from a magazine he is reading. “The professor had me check that out myself.”

“The Spider Queen would not concern herself with petty crimes and disruption,” says the professor. “No, Guardian Angel, this is someone or something new. Thanks to your success today, I will be able to interrogate Torvald. I doubt he will yield any useful information. Until our foe shows their hand, we must continue to address these incidents as they arise and demand our attention.”

“I understand,” I say.

“As for what happened today,” says the professor and I feel the buzz of his mind on me again, “The media fallout should be minimal. The coverage is generally favorable already appearing on the news and despite the damage done at the boardwalk, no lives were lost.”

“I don’t think he was trying to kill anybody,” I say.

“Perhaps you are right,” says the professor. “Perhaps his puppet master just wanted to get your attention. Or mine.”

“Well, they fucked up,” interjects Alby, “because Angel here took one of the puppets out of the puppet show. Wait, does that make us your puppets, professor?”

“Your family is probably worried sick about you,” says Professor Constantine, ignoring Alby’s commentary. “I will have one of my people on the police force take you home with a cover story about how you were taken in for protection during the attack. Tomorrow morning though, bright and early, I want you back here for training in the Hazard Chamber.”

“Oh, I love to watch you work, Angel,” says Alby.

“You too, Cutout,” growls the professor. “Maybe you can even improve your teamwork. Dismissed.”

I stand up with Alby and give the professor the academy’s V-for-victory-and-peace salute.

“Yes, professor,” I say, relieved to be heading home after an exhausting day at the beach.

CONTINUE >


Report to Professor Constantine that Torvald Got Away

Far outside New Metro City, in the wooded isolation of the southeastern Darondair Mountains, lies the estate of the Constantine Academy for Gifted Individuals. The well-manicured grounds appear carved from the forest beneath me as I descend from the clouds, my dark hair flapping in the breeze behind me. I feel like I’m going to my own funeral as I sink towards the main house and land on the gravel drive in front of the imposing stone of the English country house.

Everything is quiet, but I know the professor is watching me. Even if the place wasn’t crawling with hidden cameras, Professor Bernard Constanine happens to also be one of the world’s most powerful psychics. I can feel him staring at me with his third eye. I can almost feel his mind seething with anger and disappointment. He knows I let Torvald get away.

“I blew it,” I mutter, doing my best to straighten what is left of my costume. I head up the stairs to the front door, each thud of my boots like another drumbeat in my funeral march. I don’t even need to touch the handle. The door clicks and swings open.

I step through into the echoing grand hall of the house. How many countless hours did I spend here lounging with my fellow students back in the day? I remember them when they were students. Before they had their costumes. Before they were sent off across the country and around the world to try to change things. Before all too many of them died in the line of duty.

The snap of the fire in the fireplace draws me back from the hazy memories. The room is furnished in English-style luxury, with high-backed chairs, leather couches, and lots of colonialist trophies. Only these trophies aren’t the loot of an empire. They are the sort collected by the professor’s super powered students during our many heroic adventures.

No trophies today. In fact, I’m lucky my head isn’t on Torvald’s well over his fireplace. I look warily up to the third floor. The professor is up there, in the observation room. I can feel him waiting for me.

“That could have gone better.”

The familiar voice echoes from the parlor into the main hall. I take a detour from my date with destiny and step into the cozy room with two pool tables, a foosball table, several old arcade games, and a ping pong table. Two identical little people are playing ping pong. They have the same muscular builds, the same shaved heads, the same bushy red mustaches, the same mirthful green eyes, and they are both wearing the same white cable knit sweaters.

“Alby,” I say, my lips pressing into a frown. “Were you watching?”

“I saw enough to know what happened,” answers one of the little men. The doppelganger playing ping pong against him continues his thought seamlessly, “It got bad enough that the professor asked me to leave the observation room. What the hell were you thinking, Angel? You got your ass handed to you by a head of broccoli on steroids.”

I’m grateful the professor bounced Alby from the control room. The less Alby sees of me getting my comeuppance from supervillains, the better. But so much of what I do as a superhero is public that I know there is no avoiding the fallout on this one. Footage is liable to end up on the news or spread around the internet. Very, very embarrassing footage. I picture my son and my stepdaughter watching clips of Guardian Angel letting Torvald get away and my face burns with embarrassment.

“It didn’t, uh, turn out the way I wanted,” I say, looking away from Alby with embarrassment.

“I mean, I’m sure you didn’t plan things that way,” chuckles one of the little men, giving me a lewd glance.

“The broccoli just had a little more kick than you were expecting,” adds the other, tittering at his own joke.

They toss their paddles onto the table and one of the little fellas seems to step into the body of the other. They merge instantaneously. Seeing that happen the first time nearly knocked me off my feet. These days, I’m used to Alby splitting up into two or more copies of himself. Cutout, as he’s called, can fold in half and unfold to replicate himself several times. I don’t know his limits, but I’ve seen at least five at a time on a mission with Cutout.

“C’mon, Angel,” he says, looking over the tattered remains of my costume. “Time to face the firing squad.”

We take the stairs up to the third floor with Alby following behind me. I can feel him getting a good look at my big mommy butt in what’s left of my tight costume, but I can’t complain about his usual inappropriate ogling after the embarrassment of letting Torvald get away. At least Cutout knows I’d break him into several dozen doppelgangers if he tried to grab my ass.

“A nice, hot shower ought to clear your head,” says Alby. “I could help work out all the knots in your muscles. You know, full body massage.”

“How about you split into equal groups and go fuck yourself, Alby,” I say through clenched teeth without sparing him a glance.

“Awww, c’mon,” laughs Alby. “Don’t be sore with me. I’m not the one who is going to make you spend the next week in the Hazard Chamber.”

I ignore him and head for the private room I keep in the house. Alby waits outside while I shower off the grime of battle and the stink of Torvald. I can’t believe that stupid green brute managed to get away from me. That was a rookie mistake and I’m not a rookie by a long shot.

I dress in an academy uniform of white slacks, white blazer, and paisley blue button-down shirt. The uniform fits almost as well as when I was a student at the academy, but of course Professor Constantine knows me almost like I know myself and has had the uniforms tailored to fit my voluptuous body.

I step out of the room feeling somewhat refreshed. Alby pushes off the wall next to the door and smirks at me from under his bushy red mustache.

“I thought I was going to have to come in there and bail your juicy butt out of trouble.”

“Don’t think just because I fucked up that I can’t handle you, Alby,” I say, my eyes flashing with anger as I splay my fingers and let energy jump between them.

Alby doesn’t miss a beat. He dances back, turns, and sets off down the hall.

The wood-paneled stone of the estate gives way to recessed lighting and ultra-modern brushed metal panels. We pass through an airlock and into the interior of the domed observation room. I can feel the buzz of psychic energy behind my forehead. The walls around us glow with views of New Metro City from hundreds of fixed cameras and floating drones. I can see the skyline, a wounded man in an alleyway, a fire being fought in a jewelry store, a police standoff in an apartment complex, and many more incidents happening throughout the city.

Professor Bernard Constantine sits at the center of this bewildering view of life in the biggest city in the United States. He looks young for a man in his early 60s, though his somewhat overdeveloped dome of his head is smoothly bald, and he has deep frown lines in his forehead. He massages his temples as he slowly turns to me, his bushy brown eyebrows knitting together as he seems to gaze through me with his milky white eyes.

I step forward. Alby steps back, not wanting to get caught in the interrogation. Professor Constantine leans towards me in his wheelchair and he reaches out to me with his psychic power.

I feel the buzz of Professor Constantine’s mind scrutinizing me. I open my thoughts to him. Every bad decision, every missed blow, and every humiliating moment with Torvald, revealed to my mentor. He’s getting my side of the story to spare me the need to offer any excuses.

Not that I have many to offer.

“Allowing Torvald to escape was deeply unfortunate,” says Professor Constantine. He sinks back into his chair and adjusts the blanket in his lap as if to conceal the bulge beneath it. “There will be repercussions for your failure today, Guardian Angel, but each failure prepares you for your next success.”

“Thank you, professor,” I say, grateful that he did not decide to recount each detail of my failure in front of Alby.

“Even at this age, as a mother with years of experience in the field, you are still learning to understand your body’s limitations,” replies the professor. “You are immensely powerful, Diana. One of the most powerful supers I have ever trained. I do not believe you are even of this earth. But no matter your power, no matter your origins, you are not invulnerable. Any superhero can be brought down by making mistakes. A failure to think and act strategically, rashness, anger, or a lack of discipline can all lead to outcomes like what happened today. That is something we need to work on in the Hazard Chamber.”

“Maybe some more training would help,” I admit.

“I hope so,” says Professor Constantine. “You’re a big girl. You know that today was a mistake. Learn from your mistakes, Guardian Angel.”

He gives me a wan smile and whirs his wheelchair up the ramp to the lounge that overlooks his observation nexus. I sit down opposite him and Alby flops onto a couch next to us.

“Criminal activity is on the rise in New Metro City,” explains the professor. “That includes the activity of supervillains like Torvald. I have not yet spotted a pattern, but I fear that there is a hand guiding these outbreaks of destruction. Someone is sowing chaos in our city.”

“Who do you think is behind it? Mastermind? The Spider Queen?”

“Mastermind is still in the Super Jail,” says Alby, looking up from a magazine he is reading. “The professor had me check that out myself.”

“The Spider Queen would not concern herself with petty crimes and disruption,” says the professor. “No, Guardian Angel, this is someone or something new. I wish I could have interrogated Torvald, but I doubt he would have yielded any useful information. Until our foe shows their hand, we must continue to address these incidents as they arise and demand our attention.”

“I understand,” I say.

“As for what happened today,” says the professor and I feel the buzz of his mind on me again, “the news is already very bad. One station is even reporting that you were gravely injured. I will need to pull out all the stops to make sure embarrassing footage is discredited or disappears and you will need to do some community outreach. Visit some hospitals. Save some cats from trees.”

“I’ll do whatever you ask,” I say. “I will do my best.”

“Maybe something for charity. Win a date with the Super MILF,” interjects Alby. Professor Constantine turns his cloudy eyes in Alby’s direction and Alby shrinks back. “Or not. Bad idea. I’ll shut up.”

“Your family is probably worried sick about you,” says Professor Constantine. “I will have one of my people on the police force take you home with a cover story about how you were taken in for protection during the attack. Tomorrow morning though, bright and early, I want you back here for training in the Hazard Chamber.”

“You’re gonna get one hell of a workout,” chuckles Alby.

“You too, Cutout,” growls the professor. “Maybe you can even improve your teamwork. Dismissed.”

I stand up with Alby and give the professor the academy’s V-for-victory-and-peace salute.

“Yes, professor,” I say, relieved to be heading home, but not particularly eager to look my husband in the eye after what I did today.

CONTINUE >


Report My Success to Professor Constantine

Far outside New Metro City, in the wooded isolation of the southeastern Darondair Mountains, lies the estate of the Constantine Academy for Gifted Individuals. The well-manicured grounds appear carved from the forest beneath me as I descend from the clouds, my dark hair and red cape flapping in the breeze behind me. My boots touch the gravel with a soft crunch, and I stride towards the imposing stone of the English country house.

The estate is quiet, but I know the professor is watching me. Even if the place wasn’t crawling with hidden cameras, Professor Bernard Constanine happens to also be one of the world’s most powerful psychics. I can feel him staring at me with his third eye. There is an admiring warmth to his psychic gaze. I can sense the pride he feels for my actions today and I can’t help but smile.

“Thanks, professor,” I murmur, running my fingers through my thick, brown hair. For a moment, I wonder if his psychic gaze can peer into my deepest thoughts and desires. Then I force myself not to think about that, because I know acknowledging those desires will only make them easier for him to sense. I head up the stairs to the front door of the academy. I don’t even need to touch the handle. The door clicks and swings open.

I step through into the echoing grand hall of the house. How many countless hours did I spend here lounging with my fellow students back in the day? I remember them when they were students. Before they had their costumes. Before they were sent off across the country and around the world to try to change things. Before all too many of them died in the line of duty.

The snap of the fire in the fireplace draws me back from the hazy memories. The room is furnished in English-style luxury, with high-backed chairs, leather couches, and lots of colonialist trophies. Only these trophies aren’t the loot of an empire. They are the sort collected by the professor’s super powered students during our many heroic adventures.

No trophies today, just a little guilt that I might have let things get out of hand with Torvald. The professor is up there, in the observation room. I can feel him waiting for me.

“Way to show that greasy green creep, Angel.”

The familiar voice echoes from the parlor into the main hall. I take a detour from my meeting with the professor and step into the cozy room with two pool tables, a foosball table, several old arcade games, and a ping pong table. Two identical little people are playing ping pong. They have the same muscular builds, the same shaved heads, the same bushy red mustaches, the same mirthful green eyes, and they are both wearing the same white cable knit sweaters.

“Alby,” I say, smiling a bit. “Been checking up on me?”

“Angel, you know I can’t get enough,” answers one of the little men. The doppelganger playing ping pong against him continues his thought seamlessly, “You’re always the best show in town when you’re doing your work. Were those some new moves I saw?”

“Oh, you know, I’m always trying something new,” I say, my cheeks reddening a bit as I remember that pulse in my core when I was in the heat of battle.

“Maybe you’d like to work some new moves out in the Hazard Chamber with me later,” suggests Alby.

“I’ve been programming an oil wrestling scenario into the computer,” adds the other Alby.

“You always go too far,” I say, rolling my eyes.

They toss their paddles onto the table and one of the little fellas seems to step into the body of the other. They merge instantaneously. Seeing that happen the first time nearly knocked me off my feet. These days, I’m used to Alby splitting up into two or more copies of himself. Cutout, as he’s called, can fold in half, and unfold to replicate himself several times. I don’t know his limits, but I’ve seen at least five at a time on a mission with Cutout.

“C’mon, Angel,” he says, looking over my neat, white uniform. “You look good enough for a photoshoot. Let’s go see the professor.”

We take the stairs up to the third floor with Alby following behind me. I can feel him getting a good look at my big mommy butt in my tight costume. I stop short and he almost walks into my rear.

“Enjoying the view?” I ask, raising an eyebrow.

“Aw, Angel, don’t be so self-conscious. When you’re handing out tickets to a free show, I’m gonna have a look.”

“As long as it’s just a look,” I say, reminding him of the last time he tried to grab my ass and ended up with his head in a trash can. I ignore whatever he is muttering under his breath as I reach the top of the stairs.

Alby hustles to catch up, a roguish grin on his face. Normally, I’d stop in at my old room in the house and shower off or put on some clean clothes, but I’m ready to see the professor now. I continue past the door to my old quarters, my boots thumping with each determined step.

The wood-paneled stone of the estate gives way to recessed lighting and ultra-modern brushed metal panels. We pass through an airlock and into the interior of the domed observation room. I can feel the buzz of psychic energy behind my forehead. The walls around us glow with views of New Metro City from hundreds of fixed cameras and floating drones. I can see the skyline, a wounded man in an alleyway, a fire being fought in a jewelry store, a police standoff in an apartment complex, and many more incidents happening throughout the city.

Professor Bernard Constantine sits at the center of this bewildering view of life in the biggest city in the United States. He looks young for a man in his early 60s, though his somewhat overdeveloped dome of his head is smoothly bald, and he has deep frown lines in his forehead. He massages his temples as he slowly turns to me, his bushy brown eyebrows knitting together as he seems to gaze through me with his milky white eyes.

I step forward. Alby steps back, not wanting to get caught in the interrogation. Professor Constantine leans towards me in his wheelchair and he reaches out to me with his psychic power.

I feel the buzz of Professor Constantine’s mind scrutinizing me. I open my thoughts to him. Unashamed. Unafraid of his judgement. He sees every move I made and knows what I was feeling as I faced Torvald. I can’t hide anything from Professor Constantine, so I’ve learned not to try.

“Excellent performance today, Guardian Angel,” says Professor Constantine. He sinks back into his chair and favors me with a warm smile. “Every time I see you in action you are more impressive than the last. Your skills, your powers, and your self-control improve with each passing year.”

“None of it comes naturally to me,” I admit. “Most of the time… I just want to be a mom. Live a normal life.”

“Fate has not given you that luxury,” replies the professor. “But perhaps, through your actions, others can enjoy the sort of normal life that you desire. Perhaps even your children. Shielding humanity from the chaos of a world of supervillains is why you studied under me all those years. That is why you continue your training to this day.”

“It’s like you told me, professor,” I say, folding my arms across my chest and do an impression of his deep voice. ‘“We must face the very worst, so we must train to be the very best.’”

“Indeed. Your strategic thinking and decisive actions served you well today,” says Professor Constantine. “Your victory over Torvald was witnessed by half of New Metro City. Our Guardian Angel.”

He smiles and whirs his wheelchair up the ramp to the lounge that overlooks his observation nexus. I sit down opposite him and Alby flops onto a couch next to us.

“Despite our best efforts, criminal activity is on the rise in New Metro City,” explains the professor. “That includes the activity of supervillains like Torvald. I have not yet spotted a pattern, but I fear that there is a hand guiding these outbreaks of destruction. Someone is sowing chaos in our city.”

“Who do you think is behind it? Mastermind? The Spider Queen?”

“Mastermind is still in the Super Jail,” says Alby, looking up from a magazine he is reading. “The professor had me check that out myself.”

“The Spider Queen would not concern herself with petty crimes and disruption,” says the professor. “No, Guardian Angel, this is someone or something new. Thanks to your success today, I will be able to interrogate Torvald. I doubt he will yield any useful information. Until our foe shows their hand, we must continue to address these incidents as they arise and demand our attention.”

“I understand,” I say.

“As for what happened today,” says the professor and I feel the buzz of his mind on me again, “You were a triumph The coverage is extremely favorable, with your deeds already appearing on the news and circulating on social media. Despite the damage done at the boardwalk, no lives were lost.”

“I don’t think he was trying to kill anybody,” I say.

“Perhaps you are right,” says the professor. “Perhaps his puppet master just wanted to get your attention. Or mine.”

“Well, they fucked up,” interjects Alby, “because Angel here took one of the puppets out of the puppet show. Wait, does that make us your puppets, professor?”

“Your family is probably worried sick about you,” says Professor Constantine, ignoring Alby’s commentary. “I will have one of my people on the police force take you home with a cover story about how you were taken in for protection during the attack. Tomorrow morning though, bright and early, I want you back here for training in the Hazard Chamber.”

“Oh, I love to watch you work, Angel,” says Alby.

“You too, Cutout,” says the professor. “Maybe you can even improve your teamwork. Dismissed.”

I stand up with Alby and give the professor the academy’s V-for-victory-and-peace salute.

“Yes, professor,” I say, relieved to be heading home after an exhausting day at the beach.

CONTINUE >


Home Safe in Suburbia

The first rusty colors of sunset are painting the clouds above the suburban neighborhood as the New Metro City police cruiser pulls up outside 944 Oak Court. The lights are on in the house and the minivan is in the driveway. I have been assured that everybody made it home safely.

“Want me to go in with you?” asks Officer Bailey, glancing back at me over his shoulder.

“You explained it to them on the phone, right?” I ask, adjusting the emergency blanket hanging over me.

“Yep,” says Bailey. “You were a little banged up and scared when we evacuated you, so we took you to our triage point at the police station. Once you calmed down, we figured out where you belonged, and I contacted your family.”

“Did I witness anything firsthand?” I ask.

“Just what was replaying on the news on the TVs in the NMCPD waiting room.”

“Oh, god, I hope the footage wasn’t too embarrassing,” I mutter. Then I smile nervously at him, “And thanks for the cover.”

“Anything for you, Guardian Angel,” says Officer Bailey with a wink. I feel a little flash of heat from that. He’s cute in a mustachioed cop dad sort of way. Stocky, but athletic, with a gruff demeanor and a smile to disarm it. I remember when he was working security at the Constantine Academy. Most of the cops who the professor uses to help him out are the same.

The front curtains of the white two-story suburban house part as I am getting out of the car. I see my husband, Timothy, peering out at me. Excitement lights up his eyes and he waves and runs to the door. My lanky, nerdy, sweet, and easygoing husband is every bit the opposite of my first husband.

I walk up to the house, smiling sheepishly, my hair mussed and a dirty smudge on my forehead that is supposed to be soot. Timothy, my son Nikolas, and my stepdaughter Penny are all waiting for me at the door.

“Mom!” cries Nikolas, pushing past Timothy to be the first to get his arms around me.

“Careful there,” I say as he squeezes me tightly. “I’m a little sore.”

“I’m so relieved your home,” says Timothy, kissing me and hugging me. “Everything went crazy on the beach there and I was trying to get the kids together and then Guardian Angel showed up and people were flying through the air. I… I should have stayed and looked for you more, but the police were trying to get everybody out of the area. I—”

“You did the right thing, hon,” I say, kissing him warmly and pulling him tight against my breasts in the baggy NMCPD sweatshirt I’m wearing.

“Did you see Guardian Angel?” asks Penny, almost bouncing with excitement. “It was the closest I’ve ever been. She was amaaaaazing!”

“Pretty cool,” I say. “But I only saw a little on the news.”

“They always edit that stuff,” says Penny. “If you want the good footage, there are places you can look on the Internet. I saw one clip that had her and that green guy—”

“That’s enough of that,” says Timothy, ushering me and our young adult children into the house. I’m not exactly keen to know my stepdaughter is combing the dark web for videos of my alter ego, but I can’t show any of that to Penny. I just pray she never learns my secret identity. I know she’s almost obsessed with Guardian Angel.

“I must’ve called a dozen hospitals and police precincts looking for you,” says Timothy. “I even called your ex, hoping he would know something.”

“Oh, god, you didn’t call Aleksander,” I say, my stomaching flipping upside down at the thought.

“Um, well, I called the Templar Corporation offices and they let me leave a message, but he hasn’t gotten back to me. I asked Nikolas to text him at that other number, but then he said he was in Argentina and didn’t know anything was happening.”

Thank God Aleksander didn’t get personally involved. The last thing I need is my overbearing ex back in my life and breathing down my neck. The occasional visits between Nikolas and his father are about all I can stand.

“Oh, well, that’s good,” I say. “You shouldn’t call him, Timothy.”

“I know, I know,” says my husband, squeezing me tighter. “Look, don’t worry about that. You must be exhausted after what happened today.”

I am tired. It feels good to be home, surrounded by my family and this precious life I’ve made for myself outside of my alter ego. Seeing my stepdaughter graduate high school and my son about to has been more important than any victory on the battlefield. This is the life I want, the life my adoptive family back in Nebraska raised me to want. The American Dream.”

“I am tired, but it’s dinner time,” I say, pushing Timothy’s hands away as he tries to guide me to the couch. “Let me make dinner and we can talk all about everything that happened today.”

“Oh, you don’t have to cook,” says Timothy.

“Yeah, mom,” says Nikolas. “We got this. You go rest or something. I put your phone on the nightstand by your bed. You got a bunch of messages, I think from dad.”

Timothy winces and shrugs apologetically.

“You should go have a soak in the tub,” suggests Penny. “We can totally handle dinner.”

“Right, that’s a great idea,” says Timothy, kissing me on the top of my head. “Go take a bath and we’ll get the food on the table.”

I don’t know about that. The three of them managed to flub the pancake breakfast on Mother’s Day. I’m pretty sure Nikolas managed to burn a glass of water once. Leaving dinner to the three of them is like asking cats to organize a bunch of marbles.

“I don’t know…” I say, looking uncertainly at the three of them. I need to make the right choice here. These are the sorts of decisions that really matter.


What should I do?

Relax and take a bath to decompress

Insist on making dinner


Relax and Take a Bath to Decompress

“I guess you’re right,” I say. “But please, don’t set my kitchen on fire. Okay?”

“We won’t,” said Timothy. “Scout’s Honor. And if we do, I know where the fire extinguisher is.”

“We won’t mess it up,” promises Penny, giving me a gentle push in the direction of the master bedroom.

I guess I have to trust them. I head into the bedroom and close the door. After everything that has gone down today, I really do need some time alone to look out for myself. I light a vanilla scented candle and start drawing a bath. I undress in front of the mirror, the sweatshirt catching on my large, soft breasts and lifting them up before they drop free of the shirt. The gray sweatpants Officer Bailey gave me slip easily off my hips and drop from my round, ample ass. I look at my body in the mirror. Thickening with my age and having a kid, but still almost flawless. The fight today hasn’t left a mark on my creamy arms or legs. No bruises to remind me of my battle.

I run my fingers over my stiff, pink nipples and sigh as that sends a little tug of pleasure to my core. Some residual heat from my fight on the beach pools in my abdomen. A yearning to touch and be touched.

“Yeah, maybe I need this alone time,” I say, letting one hand press between my thighs, fingers brushing across the trimmed triangle of my dark hair and caressing the bud of my clit.

A shudder runs through me, and I let my head drop back, my long, dark hair teasing the tops of my buttocks. Watching in the mirror as my thighs tremble and my fingers stroke my pussy. I stop myself short of sliding my fingers into my cove in front of the mirror and turn back to the tub.

A bath bomb colors the water pink and mingles a floral, strawberry smell with the vanilla aroma already in the air. I dim the overhead lights and let the faint orange glow of the candle show the way into the tub.

“Ohhhhhh, that’s good,” I groan, slipping into the steamy bathwater. It would be painfully hot for most people, but my super body soaks up the warmth with ease.

I close my eyes and try to push the thoughts of my battle with Torvald and my visit with Professor Constantine and Alby from my mind. I picture my husband, Timothy, with his thick-framed glasses and his easy smile. The way he runs his fingers through his bushy hair when he’s acting bashful. He is the normalcy I have craved all my life. The world like my upbringing in Nebraska, of home and family, as opposed to soaring through the air and battling supervillains.

I’ve been with Timothy for almost ten years now and I love him more with every passing day. Sure, he lost his job at the big agency in the city, and he has been doing freelance design work, but between his savings and my stipend from Professor Constantine, we have more than enough money for a comfortable life here in the suburbs.

Marrying Timothy was the best decision of my life. I run my hands over my breasts and down into the steamy water to press between my parted thighs. He knows how to please me. Not rough and insatiable like my ex. Timothy is sweet and gentle and focused on my pleasure. I close my eyes and picture him on our wedding night in Maui. The warm tropical breeze coming in through the balcony as I recline on the bed in my lacy white wedding dress.

Timothy, smiling down at me as he slips out of his jacket and unties his bowtie. Pushing my fluffy skirt up my stockinged legs and pulling my feet over his shoulders as he gets down on his knees at the foot of the bed. I can almost feel the heat of Timothy’s breath against my cunt. His soft kiss against my inner thigh. His tongue, teasing me, flicking at my clit before slipping past my cuntlips and into my honeyed cove.

My fingers move to the rhythm of that hot memory.

But something happens in the remembering. My neurons get crossed, and I find myself slipping back a few more years. Bent over my ex-husband’s desk in his office at the Templar Corporation. Topless with my bare tits pressed to the cold wood and the back of my panties pulled aside. Aleksander’s fingers are wrapped in my hair, his big fist tight against my head as he plunges his cock into my quivering cunt. I can feel his muscular body against my back. His lips against my ear. Whispering, commanding me to cum for him.

I push this memory away out of guilt, my fingers still moving beneath the hot bathwater as my mind retreats from memories and into fantasies. To Professor Constantine, leaned back in his motorized wheelchair as I ride his cock in the observation room. My soft tits bouncing and slapping as his psychic fingers fondle my clit.

No, I can’t fantasize about the professor. He’s like a father to me. Even though I always had a little bit of a crush on him.

My mind retreats again and this time I find myself in a curious fantasy I’ve had more than once. I’m with Alby, but not just one of him. I’m with all the Albies. Nine of them, caressing, squeezing, smacking, and fondling me. Mouths latching to my breasts. Kissing my body. Stroking their cocks against me. Two of them in my pussy. One in my ass. My mouth going back and forth between the veiny red cocks of two others.

“Mmmmmmm,” I moan, my brow furrowing as I rub my clit and picture all those Cutouts surrounding me. Even one of the filthy little man would be enough, I know, but I could never betray Timothy with Alby.

I open my eyes, staring up at the tiles in the steamy bathroom. Shadows moving in the candlelight. My glistening breasts breaking the surface of the water with each deep breath.

“I need to cum,” I moan with frustration. But who do I think about while I make myself cum? Is it okay to cheat in my fantasies?

I could always just let my mind wander into the unknown. Indulging in those fantasies tends to be when my mind ventures into the taboo.


What do I do?

Think of my husband while I masturbate

Think of my ex-husband while I masturbate

Think of Professor Constantine while I masturbate

Think of Alby while I masturbate

Let my mind wander into the unknown while I masturbate!


Insist on Making Dinner

I appreciate my loving family’s concern for my wellbeing. If I weren’t a superheroine, I might take them up on their offer of a nice, hot, relaxing bath. But I am a superheroine, very aware of the public fight I just had on the beach and how one mistake would have led to a total disaster. I don’t want to reflect on being a super in the bath. I want to get back to living the life of a normal mother and wife.

That means making dinner for my family.

“You guys are being silly,” I say, pushing back down the hall and towards the kitchen. “I’ve been planning what I was going to cook the whole time I was at that police station. I froze that marinara from last week and I have some hamburger. I’ll make meatballs and toast up that bread I bought yesterday at Francois’ and, Timothy, I got some of that strong parmesan you liked so much. It’ll be my famous spaghetti and meatballs.”

“Honey, that’s amazing, but… you almost got killed on the beach today,” says Timothy, taking my hands.

“All the more reason to live life to the fullest,” I laugh. “Open that bottle of pinot noir and you can do the garlic bread. Penny, can you get the sauce out of the freezer and….”

Just like that, I’m in my element. The band leader. The grand marshal of the suppertime parade. Giving orders to my personal sous-chefs and living it up in the kitchen. The mood changes from loving concern to the raucous, jokey patter of a kitchen with four hungry people working together to help get supper ready.

“Who do you think that was on the beach?” wonders Timothy, working the cheese grater on the block of parmesan.

“The news said it was an ‘unidentified super’ but if you ask me it was Torvald the Troll,” says my son as he is supposed to be cutting vegetables for our salad.

“I knew everything would be fine when Guardian Angel showed up,” says Penny, crunching into a stick of carrot. “She looks so good in her newest costume. Do you think it’s armored or just spandex?”

“There can’t be much armor,” chuckles Nik. “You could see everything. And what a sight it was!”

My cheeks burn with embarrassment to hear my son talking about my body like he was ogling some swimsuit model.

“Eww! Shut up, Nik!” says Penny.

“Oh, don’t act all high and mighty with me,” laughs Nik. “You have an even bigger thing for her than me. You’ve got a whole binder full of pictures of her.”

“I’m interested in her character, not her body.” Her cheeks color and she admits, “Both of which are amazing.”

“That’s all I’m saying,” say Nik, nudging his stepsister. “The Super MILF has got a super booty.”

“Allllright, that’s enough of the dirty talk in the kitchen,” interjects Timothy. “Besides, your mother in that swimsuit was the hottest babe on the beach.”

“Ewwwww, even worse,” moans Penny, melodramatically flopping into a chair and covering her face with her hands.

“Really? Do I have a super booty?” I ask, ignoring Penny’s disgust and sticking my butt towards my husband. “Should I go to the Citadel of Protectors to get myself tested for super mutation?”

“Oh, I think I can do the testing,” says Timothy, pretending to spank me with a wooden spoon. “Those police sweatpants are doing wonderful things for that butt!”

“Oh my god,” groans Nik. “I’m going to go clean my brain out with soap.”

Despite the joking, I have a real concern about getting Nik tested for super mutation. He hasn’t shown any clear indications of having superhuman powers, but ever since he turned eighteen, I have been noticing possible signs like fast reflexes and unusual speed. The real sign came two months ago when he was hit by a car while riding his bike. He had a few scrapes, but no broken bones. His bike was destroyed, and the car had a huge dent on the hood.

But I’m not worrying about that today.

The family reconvenes for the dinner we have made. It’s simple and delicious. It’s a lot of high calorie comfort food that seems to hit the spot for the four of us. I watch them eat and listen to my stepdaughter talk about her weird obsession with Guardian Angel as my son makes more cracks about Guardian Angel’s sexy costume.

After dinner, Penny goes off to her room and Nik goes for a walk to the park to hang out with some friends. That leaves me packing up the leftovers while Timothy unloads and re-loads the dishwasher.

I’m bent over and sliding the container full of leftover meatballs into the fridge when I feel Timothy pressing behind me. I stand up as he reaches around me, belting his arms around my waist and hanging his head over my shoulder.

“Oh, god, you scared me,” I say, tensing in his arms.

“You’re all locked up, honey,” murmurs Timothy, kissing my neck and holding me firmly against him. “All knots. You need a massage.”

“Is that a prescription or an offer?” I giggle softly as he brushes his scruffy face against my neck.

“More like one of those guys traveling around with a wagon full of elixirs that will cure whatever ails you,” he says, his hands moving up to my shoulders and working his fingers into my tight muscles.

“A snake oil salesman?” I giggle, reaching behind me and feeling the bulge in his pants. I give it a squeeze and he gives me a kiss on the back of the neck. “Yeah, that sounds about right.”

We head upstairs and make our way back to the bedroom. I try to stifle my giggling as we pass the shut door to Penny’s room and fall into the bed. Timothy wraps me in his arms and plants a hungry kiss on my lips. My hands run up and down his lanky body, feeling his lean muscles as our mouths seem to melt together and his tongue works against mine.

“Mmmmm, I can taste the wine on your lips,” I moan, breaking the kiss.

“Maybe we should brush our teeth,” whispers Timothy.

“And use mouthwash,” I suggest, giving him another teasing kiss.

We get out of bed, standing at our side-by-side sinks, watching each other in the wide mirror as we brush, and spit, and rinse, and spit.

“You’re a very sexy spitter,” says Timothy.

“Mmmmmm, I’m good at swallowing too,” I say, nudging him out of the bathroom and back towards the bed. This time our kiss is torrid and unrestrained. Moaning to each other as our tongues move in a hot, steamy, minty-fresh dance. His hands slipping down to my hips to grab my ass in the soft sweats. Mine stroking his abdomen. Lower. Feeling the bulge of his cock.

“You ready for that massage?” he asks, giving my ass a two-handed squeeze.

“I am pretty tired,” I whisper, and it’s true. It has been a long day, even for someone with the power of a fusion reactor burning inside her body. “Maybe we should call it a night.”

“After making out with me like a teenager?” He glances up at the glow of the streetlight through our curtains. “It’s not even nine o’clock. The night is young. And you need one of my expert massages.”

He’s right too, it would be awfully mean to shoot him down after how hot things were getting. But a part of me feels a little incensed that he is expecting to have sex after what happened with Torvald on the beach. Of course, Timothy doesn’t know that, but my tired body feels it.


What should I do?

Tell Timothy I’m Too Tired

Let Timothy Give Me a Massage


Think of My Husband While I Masturbate

Timothy. My sweet, supportive husband. Yes, there is nothing hotter than a man who can get off just by making you happy.

My mind returns to that honeymoon in Maui as my fingers stir the folds of my cunt beneath the steamy bathwater.

I sprawl on the bed in my wedding dress, the skirt bunched up to my waist as my white-stockinged legs dangle over Timothy’s shoulders. He is kneeling at the foot of the bed, looking up at me as he dips his face towards my pussy. I had shaved it completely for him and he locks eyes with me as he kisses it and licks it. His warm tongue wriggles into my tight, clutching cunt. I suck in a breath and thrust myself against his face.

“Ohhhhh, Timothy,” I moan, my hand on the back of his head, drawing him to my clit. He knows how to make me cum. I learned that early on in our relationship. Softspoken guys who work desk jobs might not be the best fucks, but if they want to, they can be dynamite pussy eaters.

“Fuck, yessss,” I hiss back in the bathroom, the lewd thought making me plunge my fingers deep into my tightening cove. I pump my fingers to the rhythm of Timothy’s fingers in my memory of that night. The way he sucked on my clit while he finger-fucked me drove me wild.

I’m back in that honeymoon suite. Bucking against his face and fingers. Pulling down the lacy cups of my bodice to free my soft tits. My stiff pink nipples tickled by the warm Maui breeze teasing through the curtains.

There is that moment I remember so vividly when Timothy has me on the edge. I am right there on the brink, my fingers twisting in the sheets, my hips bucking and begging for release. The pulses of my climax are already making my muscles clench tighter. Instead of making me cum, he lifts his lips from my clit and says, “Turn over, Diana.”

On my wedding night? I can’t say “no” to Timothy no matter how self-conscious I might be about what he is asking.

I turn over in the tub just as I turned over in the bed that night. My glistening, soapy wet ass rises above the water and I reach back, running my fingers down the seam of my crack. Remembering Timothy kneeling behind me, both hands on my creamy cheeks as he leaned in and began kissing my tight, pink pucker. His tongue licked me there for the first time that night. In fact, no man had ever done it to me before Timothy. I’d had plenty of fingers and a cock or two up there, but a tongue?

The thought seemed revolting until I felt it. Warm and wet, circling my velvet clench. Making me gasp in surprise as his fingers renewed their plunge into my clutching cunt. I’m back there in the Maui, face down in the pillows, my hands clawing at the bedding as my new husband eats my ass for the very first time. His tongue pushing into my back passage. His fingers pumping into my pussy.

“Ohhhh, fuck, Timothy,” I cry.

In the tub, my head is under the water because I can go hours without breathing. The fingers of my right hand are pumping into my wet pussy as the fingers of my left massage and tease into my asshole. I work my hips to the memory. Bucking back against Timothy’s face. Water sloshing in the tub and gurgling around me. My cry of pleasure bubbles out of my mouth under the water.

Pleasure spears through my body. My plasma threatening to explode from me like a wave of force. But I control it. I bottle it up inside me as orgasmic waves work their way through my body. My asshole clenches around my thrusting fingers to the rhythm of my climax.

The last tremors of my orgasm crackle from my body and I ease my fingers from my trembling holes. Timothy, in that room in Maui, lifting his face from my ass as I look back at him. Rising and unbuckling his belt. Showing me that cock that I had down my throat ten seconds later.

But that’s a memory for another night. I turn onto my back in the tub, a satisfied smile on my face as I relax into the steamy waters.

A knock on the door startles me and my eyes shoot open. The water in the tub is lukewarm and my fingers and toes have turned to prunes.

“Y-yeah?” I croak, sitting up in the tub.

“Honey,” calls Timothy. “We got some pizza from that place you like. Your favorite! Double olives!”

“I’ll… I’ll be right out,” I shout, floating out of the bathwater and landing easily on the bathmat.

Have Pizza for Dinner >


Think of My Ex-Husband While I Masturbate

My brow furrows with guilt as I find myself drawn to memories of my ex-husband. Aleksander Szabric, Nikolas’ father, is almost the exact opposite of my current husband. They’re both tall, but that’s about the only commonality. Timothy is lanky and a little unkempt, while Aleksander has short-cropped blonde hair that is slowly turning white at the temples. He always made me think of a special forces commando or something. Incredibly fit and well-built, with a strong jaw and icy blue eyes.

Aleksander can be charming one minute and terrifying the next. He never tried to beat me or anything like that, but he scared me even though I could have blasted him through a wall with plasma beams. That rough side of him often came out in the bedroom.

And if I’m being honest with myself, it drove me fucking crazy.

The last time we had sex was, ironically, the day I went to his office to personally serve him divorce papers. I was dating Timothy at the time, and I could tell things were about to get serious so I had started the ball rolling with making the divorce official. Aleksander had been avoiding me and the process server couldn’t get past his security. But I knew he would open the door for me.

I can still remember the hard look in those blue eyes of his as I flopped the packet of divorce papers onto his desk. The way he flipped through them and then smiled and slowly stood up from behind his desk.

“It’s over, Aleks,” I told him. “No more flowers. No more jewelry. I’m moving on with my life.”

“I see,” he said, walking around to my side of the desk. I didn’t budge. I met his gaze. That damned hard smile never left his face. “I will always love you, Draga. Even when you are far away from me. Even when you are with someone else. And you will always love me.”

He had reached up and stroked a lock of hair from my face. He’d run his thumb across my lips like he had always done with me before. I had jerked back, but when I didn’t step away from him, he took that as permission.

Back in the steamy bathtub, my memories delve into what happened that morning at the Templar Corporation. I’m in that office with my ex-husband. The very day he signed the divorce papers. My hand moves beneath the water, my fingers stroking the straining bud of my clit as I immerse myself in the intensity of that encounter with Aleksander.

“What are you doing?” I demand, jerking my head away from his hand, but not stepping away from him.

Aleksander presses closer. He towers over me, and his hands fall upon my shoulders. Big, strong hands that move down my body following the curve of my hips. I’m dating Timothy. I know I should stop this.

“I’m saying goodbye to you, my Draga,” he says, using the same pet name he has always used for me. “I want to remember this moment with you, my wife.”

Angry words begin to form upon my lips, but Aleksander is faster. He pulls my body tight against him. I can feel the huge slabs of muscle on his chest. The strength in his arms. I breathe the spicy scent of his aftershave and I have a Pavlovian response to that smell. As frustrated and over Aleks as I have become, as much as he has betrayed me in our marriage, I still desire him physically.

“Stop this,” I try to say, but he kisses me and smothers the words. As he claims my lips, his hands travel around to my bottom, bunching the soft skirt against my ass as he squeezes me possessively. I realize I can feel his erection pressing against my abdomen through the dress and I feel a shameful, hot thrill.

My lips part with acceptance and my tongue begins to move against my soon-to-be-ex-husband’s tongue. I feel like we are floating above the city there in his office on the 98th floor. The view of downtown is spread out across the floor-to-ceiling windows behind his desk. The sky a bright blue and almost cloudless as Aleks slips one strap of my dress from my shoulder. Then the other strap. I gasp as he breaks the kiss and peels my blue summer dress down from my overstuffed white bra.

“You can’t do this, Aleks,” I moan as he pulls the dress down to my hips.

“But I am doing it,” he growls, his smile infuriatingly confident in his power over me. “Because we both want this last time together. Don’t pretend otherwise.”

He strips my dress and skirt down from my hips, exposing the pink of my panties snug against my mound and clinging to my round ass.

“Bastard,” I say, even as I step out of the dress. I am consumed with desire as I let him take control of me and my body.

In the bathtub, in the house I share with my family, my fingers intensify their movement against the straining pearl of my clit. Each stroke of my submerged fingers sends another tremor of pleasure through my body. I arch within the steamy bathwater, my breasts heaving free of the surface and shedding suds back into the bath.

“Fuck,” I hiss, curling two fingers into the hot seam of my pussy as I remember what happened next.

Aleksander’s blue eyes seem to flash with his cruel lust. He grabs the cups of my bra and yanks them down with such force that the clasps on the back break free. He pulls the bra from my soft breasts. I gasp and cover myself with my arms. Aleksander isn’t having that. He wrenches my arms away from my tits, pinning my hands at my sides as he leans in and kisses my breasts. His warm mouth on one stiff nipple. Sucking my breast. Lifting it with the suction and then popping his lips free of my areola.

“Look at you, practically panting for it,” he chuckles. “I know what you want to see. Get down on your knees.”

Timothy, forgive me, but I do. Dropping heavily to my knees and looking up at Aleks as he unbuckles his belt and unbuttons his dark trousers. He exposes his thick, veiny cock to me. One hand on my head as he guides me to it.

“Give him a kiss goodbye,” he growls, fingers tightening in my hair. Rubbing his cock against my lips. My cheeks. I breathe the scent of him and feel the stirring lust in my core.

I look up at him and hate him with my eyes as I run my tongue over the crown of his cock peeking from his untrimmed skin. My lips engulf him and I take him deeper, moaning and sucking on my ex’s fat fuckmeat. I know I shouldn’t be doing it, but I can’t stop myself. He won’t let me try. He guides me up and down his fat cock with one hand on my head.

“I know you love to swallow,” he chuckles, “but not today, Draga. Today, your pussy belongs to me. It will always belong to me, Diana.”

“It’s over,” I repeat. “This is the last time you ever touch me.”

“We’ll see about that,” he laughs, picking me up off the floor, turning me around, and bending my over his desk. I gasp at the cold wood against my dangling tits. He grabs the back of my hair and pushes my face down to the desk. Fingers of his other hand slide into the back of my panties to yank them roughly aside. I moan as those fingers stroke me. Probe me. Feel the shameful wetness of my cunt. “Oh, yes, my Draga. You will come back begging someday soon. That thing you call a man will never satisfy you after you’ve tasted the pleasure I can give you.”

I try to tell him he’s a smug, selfish asshole, but I’m getting my face pushed down to the desk and my pussy teased with the head of Aleksander’s fat cock. It’s bigger than Timothy’s. Aleks knows it. He doesn’t need me to say it either. He can sense it as he eases his fat cock past my delicate folds and then thrusts hard into me, plowing his fat cockhead against my backwalls.

“Ohhhhh fuuuck,” I moan in the bathtub, adding a third finger to my digits pumping in and out of my tight pussy.

I’m back in the office, getting my ass spanked by Aleksander’s muscular hips as he works his fat cock in and out of my pussy. I tighten around him. I squeeze him in my slick cove. I can feel every vein, that thick ridge of his crown, and all that precum. Leaking into me with each stroke until he is sloshing in and out of my pussy.

“Tell me,” Aleks growls, leaning over me and whispering hotly in my ear. “Tell me how badly you need to cum. Tell me how much you’ve missed this dick.”

“Fuck you,” I gasp, in the office and in the bathtub, remembering the raw anger I felt as pleasure drove into me with each stroke of my ex-husband’s cock. I clung to the edge of the desk, my tits squashed beneath me, and my head pulled up off the desk by Aleksander’s hand tight in my hair.

He’s plundering me. Conquering me. Spanking my ass loudly with each thrust and driving ecstasy into my cunt. Each time I can feel my climax tightening within me, Aleks slows his strokes and prolongs my punishment. I whine with need.

“Beg for it,” he growls in my ear.

“Please,” I gasp bitterly. “Please… let me cum.”

“All you had to do was ask nicely,” he chuckles, releasing his hold on my hair to grab my shapely hips with both hands. He plows into me with furious strokes, driving a hot, rippling spike of orgasmic pleasure through my body. I wail, my head down, hair in my face as I push back against him and take each stroke as deep as my body can allow.

“Ohhhhh, fuck,” I moan, cumming on my fingers in the bathtub to that memory. To the degrading pleasure of cumming all over Aleksander’s cock.

But I don’t stop stroking myself. My fingers keep moving as I remember what happened next.

Aleks pulled his slick cock from my dripping cunt. His hardness was red and bounced stiffly as he stepped back and grabbed me off his desk. He walked back around to his chair. He faced away from the desk, facing those huge windows with the view of New Metro City.

“Ride me,” he commanded. “Ride my dick like the slut you are for my cock.”

“You bastard,” I hiss, my face hot with shame and my chest flushed with the intensity of my climax.

I turn away from him. I don’t want to look at him, but I can’t refuse him. I reach between my legs and grasp the slippery pillar of his fat cock. I guide it to my freshly-fucked cunt as I face the cloudless sky and the panoramic view of the city. He cradles my big, round ass in his hands. He doesn’t support it, only guides it down into his lap as I impale my pussy on his upright, throbbing cock.

He sits there like the king of the city, the king in his throne, and I ride his big, thick fucking cock. There is no resistance now. No refusal. I want him to cum so this will be over. At least that’s what I told myself that day in his office. But in the bathtub, remembering honestly, I know that I wanted his big fucking dick. I wanted to cum on Aleksander one last time.

I bounce my ass on his lap with growing intensity. The slap-slap-slap of my plush cheeks colliding with his muscular thighs like a punishment for my infidelity. My tits begin to heave and smack against my ribcage as I ride harder. Faster. Breathless with effort and pleasure. My cunt tightening around that magnificent uncut cock as I reach down and stroke my clit with one hand.

I slip my hand lower, reaching down to massage his tightening his balls. Feeling that big load churning in his sack.

“You want that cum, don’t you?” grunts Aleks, hands reaching up to fondle my bouncing breasts. Squeezing them and plucking at my stiff nipples as I ride his cock.

“Yesssss,” I hiss with need.

“I bet your boyfriend’s dick doesn’t make you feel like this,” he grunts. “Admit it. He can’t satisfy you with his cock like I can with mine.”

“It’s… it’s true,” I admit, knowing it’s a victory for him that I can never take back.

He chuckles and his hands fall to my hips. He guides me up and down, faster and faster, my pussy fluttering and tensing around him.

“Cum for me again,” he groans. “Cum on that dick. And admit that I’m the better lover. That you will never have a cock as good as mine in that tight pussy again. Beg me… to cum inside you.”

“Yes,” I gasp, in the office and in the bathtub. “Yes, cum for me, Aleks. Cum… cum inside me. Cummmm!”

I cry out, bucking in the tub and riding hard in the office. Remembering the feel of his swollen cock finally throbbing deep inside me. The hot rush of Aleksander’s cum bursting against my womb. Spurt after spurt gushing around his tip and smearing his length. Dripping out of me and down my thighs.

I’m still cumming in the bathtub, aftershocks paired with memories of how I fell back against him and rode until he had emptied every drop into my pussy. Then he had shoved me down to the floor and I had licked and sucked him clean. He had lectured me about how pathetic I was, how I was a slave to his cock, and I had hated him more than ever.

Because he was right. I’d never get the way he fucked out of my head. Even after almost a decade of marriage to Timothy, my mind still returns to Aleksander and that big cock more often than I care to admit.

I lie back in the tub, gasping softly and slowly massaging my clit as trembling aftershocks work through my body. At some point, I close my eyes.

A knock on the door startles me and my eyes shoot open. The water in the tub is lukewarm and my fingers and toes have turned to prunes.

“Y-yeah?” I croak, sitting up in the tub.

“Honey,” calls Timothy. “We got some pizza from that place you like. Your favorite! Double olives!”

“I’ll… I’ll be right out,” I shout, floating out of the bathwater and landing easily on the bathmat.

Have Pizza for Dinner >


Think of Professor Constantine While I Masturbate

Before I met Timothy and Penny, before Nikolas was born, even before I knew my first husband Aleksander, there was Professor Bernard Constantine. My first love, whether he knew it or not. When I met him, I was fresh out of high school and trying to figure out what it meant to be a super in a rapidly changing world.

My plans to go to college and study law were abandoned the moment Professor Constantine approached me to join his academy. I was eighteen, he was around forty, and my attraction was immediate. There was that sleek bald head, those mysterious silvery white eyes, the delicate features, and that deep, commanding voice. It didn’t matter that he was in a wheelchair, Bernard Constantine understood me. He didn’t just know what it meant to be a super, he knew what it meant to be me. He got inside my head and knew my struggles and strengths better than I knew them myself.

Of all the students at the academy at the time, and there were many more back then, I was the most powerful. That meant I received special attention from the professor. He supervised my academic and physical education personally.

He warned me that a lot of his students developed feelings for him after those first psychic probes. Being warned didn’t make it any less true. I lusted after him my first year at the academy. Hearing his voice sent thrills through my body and more than one girl confessed that being probed by his mind had made her cum.

I knew they were telling the truth, because it happened to me one evening after a workout in the Hazard Chamber. He had debriefed me with his mind, and I had come out of that psychic trance on my knees, moaning, and clinging to his chair. Waves of pleasure rippling through me.

When I looked up at him with ecstasy still trembling through my pert teenage body, I could see that Professor Constantine knew what he had done. He had frowned and backed his chair away. I had called out to him, “Please, professor, wait!”

“Hit the showers, Diana,” he had told me. “Cool off.”

But as my hand moves over my soapy, soft breasts and down between my thighs in the bathtub, I imagine that moment differently. I’m nineteen, fit, firm, my hair trimmed to shoulder length and my breasts prominent but not mommy huge like they are now. I’m flushed from the workout, my white academy athletic uniform clinging to my toned body.

I can feel the professor’s mind inside me, like a lover, exploring the heat of my desires as I fall to my knees and shudder with pleasure. I reach for him as the tremors shake my core. I look up at him, needing him. Needing this connection. His cloudy white eyes see my pleading expression and he frowns. His armored wheelchair whirs as he backs away.

“Please, professor, wait!” I call out to him and crawl after him.

He stops retreating.

“Diana, we cannot do this,” he says in that thrillingly deep voice like a Shakespearean actor. “I am more than twice your age and you are my student.”

“I know that you want me, professor,” I gasp, crawling back to him and almost climbing between his legs. My hands caress his thighs. I can see the bulge of his arousal in his trousers. “When you were in my mind, I could feel our connection. You don’t spend so much time with me just because of my powers. Your desire is the same as mine. You… you want this.”

“No, Diana,” he says, but I feel the tendrils of his mind embracing me. Drawing me closer. “Please. I cannot permit this foolishness.”

“Oh, professor,” I moan, my hands finally finding the bulge of his cock. I reach for his belt as his invisible psychic tendrils slip and slither all around me. “You’ve helped me so much. I know it must be frustrating trapped in this chair, in this school, with all these young women all around you. Let me help you, professor.”

“Diana,” he groans, his head dropping back as I reach into his pants and draw out the stiff length of his cock. His cock has a particularly fat crown to match the professor’s enlarged cranium. I work my hand up and down his shaft, tugging him until precum wells at his tip. His tendrils of psychic power are beginning to slip and slither into my hot, sweaty uniform. I wet my lips as I lean closer.

“Mmmmmm, professor, you don’t have to use your powers to get this inside my head,” I moan, my tongue tasting the salt of his lust as I side his swollen cock into my mouth. His fat crown stretches my lips, but I manage to fit that oversized, throbbing plum into my eager teenage mouth. I moan around him, brow knitting with effort as I start to suck my hot older professor’s cock.

In the bathtub, my fingers move in rhythm to my bobbing head in my fantasy. Sucking the professor’s cock and moaning around it. Filling the Hazard Chamber with the wet slurping sounds of my efforts.

Even back then I had some experience giving blowjobs. I was a bit of a BJ queen at the academy, lots of fooling around late at night with cute super boys in the dorms. But this is different. This is a big, thick, man’s cock. Softly gagging me as I take him as deep as I can. Down until my eyes are watering as I look up at him and watch him squint with pleasure. My hand on his spit-wet balls. Massaging them as I lick beneath his cock.

“Fuuuuuck,” I hiss in the tub, pumping three fingers into my pussy and sucking on two fingers of my other hand.

My fantasy isn’t just to suck off Professor Constantine. As I am blowing him, I can feel his psychic tendrils undressing me. Fingers and hands of invisible desire peeling away the sweat soaked layers of my uniform. My pale, pert, teenage body marked with faint red lines from the compression of the workout gear. My curves trembling with pleasure as I feel him stroking me with his mind. Hands cradling my bare bottom. Fingers tracing my cunt. Gently plucking my nipples. Hefting and savoring the weight of my perfect, perky breasts.

“Mmmmm,” I moan around the professor’s cock as his fingers of force begin to push inside my pussy. Feather light touches against my clit become insistent, rhythmic stroking. There is no friction with this force, only the gentle pressure of his will against my body. Inside my body. All around my body and embracing it.

“Diana, I have wanted you since the moment I met you,” says the professor, his words echoing in my mind. “Your beauty is only matched by your power. You are the greatest superhero I have ever seen.”

Okay, so he never really told me that, but I like to think he felt that way about me. Hearing the words come out of his mouth and reverberate psychically in my mind, even in a fantasy, sends a hot thrill through my body. In the tub, I moan and spread my legs wider, pushing another finger into my mouth and another finger into my pussy. Imagining the professor’s psychic tendrils plundering my cunt as I softly gurgle on his fat cock.

He can’t hold back. Such are my powers as the greatest superhero to ever live. Or at least the greatest superhero to ever suck on the professor’s fat fuckpole. He lets out a cry that shakes the Hazard Chamber with its psychic force and unloads his hot load down my throat. I gulp down that thick gonad gravy, bucking my hips against his psychic frigging and cumming with him as I drain his fat balls.

Being a fantasy, the professor doesn’t soften a bit as I pop my lips free and wipe the back of my hand across my lips.

“Oh, Professor Constantine,” I moan, giddy with pleasure. “Your cum is so delicious, but I want to feel it inside me. Fuck me, professor. Fuck me with your big daddy dick!”

“Yes, my sweet Diana,” he says, lifting me off my knees and into the air with his telekinetic strength. I giggle with delight as he carries me over his chair and lowers me first onto his face to have a good taste of my slippery little peach. His real hands are on my hips and squeezing my ass. The professor gives me a lesson on his tongue skills and leaves me quaking and splashing back in my tub. Then it’s straight down to that big, twitching, spit-polished cock of his. His psychic tendrils spread my toned thighs and lower my hot little teenage twat onto his super-sized cunt plunger.

Fuck. It’s so good. I have to pump four fingers into my pussy in the tub to match that huge cock in my fantasies. His psychic powers move me up and down above his chair as invisible tendrils bind and squeeze my bouncing breasts. I can just move my hips against those transparent tentacles of force. My glorious teenage body flushed and glistening with sweat as I throw back my head and cum on the professor’s mighty cock.

“Mmmnnnnnn!” I moan, biting my lip in the tub to keep from screaming with pleasure. I can feel him, plunging deep, stretching me around that huge, blunt cockhead. The hot rush of his gushing load drenching my teenage womb is enough to make me cum again. I imagine him knocking me up. Pumping his super babies into me. A thrashing, overflowing, hip-bucking orgasm back in my tub as I imagine myself riding the professor’s amazing cock.

I am just cuddling up to the prof, legs folded on his lap, cum trickling out of my pussy, when a sharp knock on the bathroom door pulls me fully back to the real world. The one where I’m a middle-aged mom with a family trying to cook dinner not fifty feet away.

“Y-yeah?” I call, sitting up in the tub, reminded by my shifting breasts that I no longer have the perky body of a nineteen-year-old.

“You were right,” calls my husband through the bathroom door. “We messed it up. But the good news is… pizza is here. Your favorite: double olives!”

“I’ll be out in a sec,” I say, floating up from the water. I can see my reflection hanging a bit more than I’d like in the steamy bathroom mirror. “Just need to dry off.”

“Alright, I’ll get the plates on the table,” says Timothy. I can hear him moving away from the door and let out a sigh of relief, a little guilty that I was cheating on him in my fantasy. 

But Professor Constantine’s big dick was amazing…

Have Pizza for Dinner >


Think of Alby While I Masturbate

I went on exactly one date with Albert “Alby” Jackson, back when we were both attending the early days of Professor Constantine’s academy. At the time, Alby had thinning red hair, no mustache, and very little of the confidence he developed later in life.

All the same, he had developed a reputation with some of the other women at the academy. “All Hands Alby” they called him. Or “Orgy Boy” because of the way he could turn a date into a group session. Madam Sparkle, one of the biggest sluts at the academy, once told me, “Five dwarfs are more than enough, seven would have killed me.”

But I was a reasonably good girl back then. I didn’t go on that date with Alby in the hopes of getting gangbanged by him and his clones. I went because he asked me to the summer dance after Sureshot dumped me to go to the dance with Tumbler.

“Let’s skip the dance,” I’d told Alby. “Let’s just go out and have fun.”

We’d gone on a surprisingly romantic date to a street fair in New Metro City, then dinner and a movie together. At the theater, I’d learned how Alby had earned his reputation. With one hand on my leg, he’d spawned a double to go get us something from the snack bar. His double had returned, sat on my other side, and put a hand on my other leg.

Then, as I tried to watch the movie, those two hands had started creeping up my legs and under my skirt. When I felt two more hands on my inner thighs and saw a third Alby’s head moving between my legs, I screamed and ran out of the theater.

Alby apologized. He told me that Lasso Lass had liked that move. But that was the end of our dating history together. I drove us back to the academy and we promised not to speak of our date to anyone. A promise Alby had promptly broken when he told half the school that I wore pink panties.

Soaking in the steamy tub after tangling with Torvald, I return my mind to that dark theater. It had been mostly empty. Nobody would have noticed what we were doing if I hadn’t freaked out. If I had let things happen as Alby wanted them to happen.

I close my eyes and recall the feel of Alby’s small hands on my thighs, pushing my skirt up past my knees. I had let him do that much to me. But then I’d felt those other hands, pushing my knees apart, and saw that third Alby’s head rising from the darkness with a mischievous grin. I run my hands under the warm water and up my thighs, spreading my legs until my knees are against the sides of the tub.

“Ohhhhhh, Alby,” I softly moan, picturing him still grinning as he reaches those stubby little fingers to my panties. Curling into the gusset. Drawing the pink fabric aside to reveal my pussy. I was shaving it completely back then because that’s what you did when you were nineteen. I picture Alby’s delight at seeing my hairless, blushing wet cunt. And it was wet. I remember that. I remember thinking that he was starting to turn me on before the third Alby appeared.

“Oh, fuck, Diana,” he murmurs in my fantasy as he sees my bare cunt. “You’re beautiful everywhere, baby.”

I shudder as I feel his warm lips pressing on my inner thighs. Moving up my legs to the trembling folds of my cunt. His breath against me. Breathing me. Inhaling me. His kiss suddenly right there, on my cunt, kissing my clit and tasting the warm depths of my pussy. His tongue so eager that I turn my head to the side to quiet a cry of pleasure.

Alby, the one who sat down with me at the start of the movie, is waiting for me. He plants a kiss on my lips and in no time, we are tongue kissing while his double buries his tongue in my hot pussy. I squirm on the chair, trying not to buck my hips and fuck against Alby’s face. Kissing and panting against his duplicate’s lips.

Alby’s second double isn’t idle beside me. He pulls my sweater up over my bra, pries the left cup of my bra down, and begins fondling and kissing my exposed breast. It’s more stimulation than I can handle. I can feel the orgasm surging from within me. I stop fighting it. I moan against Alby’s lips as I cum against his tongue. My nectar spilling into his mouth. My tongue fencing desperately against his as the other Alby latches to my breast and sucks hard.

I am surrounded by pleasure thanks to Alby. But he wants a turn. The pussy licker stands between my parted thighs and grasps the root of his stiff red prick. Bigger than you’d think on a guy who isn’t even four feet tall. He rubs it at my slick entrance and there is no stopping him. He buries it in my quivering cove. Back in the tub, I bury two fingers in my clutching cunt.

I picture myself getting railed by the randy runt as I reach over into the laps of his two doubles. I have a cock in each hand, stroking urgently as he pounds his prick in and out of my cunt. I take turns kissing each of the Alby duplicates. Making out with the original some more, then the one fucking me, and then the snack bar Alby. Their hands are all over me. My tits are bouncing with the force of the one fucking me.

My pleasure peaks again and I suddenly pull the fingers out, imagining that Alby would blow his load all over my tits, because that’s the sort of guy he is. He’d love the visual. While he’s hosing down my breasts, I can feel the snack bar double shooting his load all over my hand. I tug out every spurt, then turn over, smearing my cum-covered breasts against the seatback as the original Alby takes me from behind.

I churn the tub water with my soapy ass in the air and my fingers between my legs. Fucking myself to the fantasy of being pounded by Alby from behind. I slip my fingers out of my trembling cunt and push into my ass. Not deep, but deep enough to imagine Alby sticking his cockhead in my back passage to finish. No asking permission, just shoving his tip in there and letting loose with his load.

“OoOOooooo,” I moan, my damp hair hanging in my face as I stick my head underwater to quiet my shameful orgasm. Cumming on my fingers as my asshole twitches around Alby’s spurting cock in my fantasy.

I’m still trembling with aftershocks when I hear a knock at the door. I quickly turn over, flushed and feeling caught.

“Hey, hon, you were right,” calls Timothy through the door. “We blew up dinner. I take full responsibility. So we got a pizza from that place you like and it just showed up.”

“Double olive?” I ask.

“Yeah, just how you like it,” says Timothy. “The table is all set so come on out whenever you’re ready.”

“I’m getting out now,” I say, trying to forget the fantasy of Alby cumming in my ass and shooting his jizz all over my tits. I float out of the tub and dry myself off before my feet even touch the ground.

I was so into that dirty fantasy that I almost feel embarrassed walking out to have dinner with my family. But at least it was just a fantasy…

Have Pizza for Dinner >


Let Myself Have a Taboo Fantasy While I Masturbate

I desperately need to cum. Of course, I start by thinking of my husband. I try to be a faithful and devoted wife even when the side effects of my powers make it hard for me to be a good girl.

I run my hands over my soapy breasts and play with my stiffening pink nipples as I picture Timothy caressing my mounds and licking at my tits. My mind attaches to the memory of our last and only time fucking in the garage. I’d just come home from a workout in the Hazard Chamber and I was still buzzing with lust from using my powers against the simulation. Timothy was working on something with his woodworking tools. Not something he does a lot, but he looked cute in that work apron he was wearing, and it got my motor running.

It wasn’t long before I was sitting on his work bench and Timothy was standing between my spread legs and plowing my sweaty pussy with hard cock. I remember the smell of sawdust mingling with the scent of sex as I begin to pump three fingers in and out of my hungry cunt. Remembering Timothy. Kissing him in the memory. Feeling his hands all over my body in a forceful way that had been so exciting that afternoon.

Suddenly, we are interrupted. It’s Penny, my stepdaughter, walking into my memory without being invited. In reality, I had only worried that she might catch us in the garage. She never did. But in this blending of memory and fantasy, I stop my husband, push him away and go after Penny.

That’s when I see those pictures all over her room. I’d seen them before. Those photos of Guardian Angel. That cover I did in full costume for Protector magazine. The issue where I gave a carefully planned interview so the professor could help me seed some false stories about my alter ego.

Seeing myself all over Penny’s bedroom, flushed with being caught by her, I let myself give in to the fantasy of doing something very bad. Of kissing my stepdaughter. There’s no explaining it in the fantasy. It just happens. Her interest in Guardian Angel becomes an attraction to me.

“You’re her,” she says, embracing me and kissing me.

“Oh, no, Penny,” I moan, trying to push her away. “You have it all wrong.”

“Guardian Angel,” she moans and we fall back into her bed. Her hands peeling off my workout clothes. Our kiss becoming urgent and hotter as she moves atop me and rubs her thigh between my legs.

I shuck off Penny’s t-shirt and fill my hands with her huge breasts. She’s a big girl, lots of curves, and I savor them with my hands and roving kiss. Sucking my stepdaughter’s sensitive nipple and eliciting a gasp. Pressing our tits together as I reach around her and grab two handfuls of Penny’s ample ass. Her thigh pressing hard against my cunt as I use the palm of my hand in the tub. Grinding against my hand. Picturing myself making out with my nineteen-year-old stepdaughter in her bed.

Fuck it’s bad. I know I should never think about this sort of thing, but I can’t help myself. I dwell in the fantasy, rolling Penny onto her back, smiling down at her, and telling her that she is right. I am Guardian Angel, and I’m going to fuck her brains out. I push her knees back and bare that juicy ass, drawing her panties aside from her teenage twat. Kissing the backs of her thighs as she holds the backs of her own knees to offer me her holes.

An offer I gladly accept. Kissing her cunt. Tonguing her twat. Licking the pink divot of her asshole. The thought of going down on my stepdaughter is disgusting and filthy and thrilling. She moans and curls a hand around the back of my head as I lick her hungrily. Slurping at her clit. Shoving a finger up her tight little back door. My knuckle bumping her velvet ring as I bury my digit up her ass and suck on her clit.

“Ohhhhhhh, Guardian Angel,” she moans. “This is what I’ve always wanted.”

Is it? Does she fantasize about getting fucked by Guardian Angel? The thought sends another hot thrill through my body.

I make her cum, finger deep in her rhythmically clenching ass and my lips locked to her clit. Then it’s my turn, climbing astride her pretty face. Knocking off her glasses in the process of straddling her. She reaches up to stroke my hips and squeeze my shapely ass. Her kisses are not tentative at all. She buries her face against my cunt and shoves her tongue deep. This is the fantasy she wanted. Guardian Angel sitting on her face. Guardian Angel smothering her with her fuzzy MILF cunt.

“Yessss, lick me,” I moan, in the fantasy and in the real world. My pleasure building as my stepdaughter licks my cunt. I ride her face, chasing the ecstasy stirred by my fingers in the bathtub. Fucking against the warm muscle of Penny’s tongue. Riding my clit against it. My juices soaking her face. My thighs tensing with my building orgasm.

The shame of my fantasy is holding me back. Why should I feel bad about it? She’s an adult. She’s the one obsessed with Guardian Angel. I’m just her fantasy heroine, not her stepmother. Diana Garden can’t do this, but there is nothing wrong with Penny Garden making Guardian Angel cum.

My pleasure follows this realization. I have permission to cum all over Penny’s face. I grab her silky brown hair in one hand and buck hard atop her face, letting my orgasm flow out in spasming gushes. Drenching her tongue and chin and filling her mouth with my nectar. Penny never relents, licking me until every tremor has receded.

To be replaced with a deep, intense guilt. How could I let myself fuck Penny, even in a fantasy?

My recriminations are chilling the water in the tub when I am startled by a knock at the bathroom door.

“Y-yeah?” I call, sitting up in the tub, my voice tentative with the guilt of what I had just fantasized about.

“It’s terrible,” calls my husband through the bathroom door. “We messed it up. But the good news is… pizza is here. Your favorite: double olives!”

“I’ll be out in a sec,” I say, floating up from the water. I can see my reflection looking back at me from the bathroom mirror with the accusing knowledge that I was just thinking about sitting on my stepdaughter’s face. “Just need to dry off.”

“Alright, I’ll get the plates on the table,” says Timothy. I can hear him moving away from the door and let out a sigh of relief. But I still have to go out there and face Penny and pretend like I wasn’t just thinking about stuffing a finger up her ass while I sucked on her teenage clit.

“Never again,” I mutter to myself as I finish drying off.

Have Pizza for Dinner >


Pizza for Dinner

“No phones,” says Timothy, plucking the phone from Nik’s hands. Penny resists, turning away from him to keep using her phone for a moment longer.

“Aw, come on, dad,” she says. “I’m following the coverage of Guardian Angel.”

“No phones,” he insists, and she reluctantly hands it over. He puts them aside on the counter and smiles at us. “After everything that happened today, we need to be together, in the moment, and celebrate having your mother back. It’s good to have our family reunited.”

“We were worried about you,” admits Nik, looking in my direction.

“I knew Guardian Angel wouldn’t let anything happen to her,” says Penny. “But it’s good to have you back, mom.”

That last bit feels pretty good. Penny almost never calls me ‘mom’ even though I have been married to her father for almost a decade now. I don’t ever begrudge her that reluctance since she lost her mother to cancer, but it feels good to be called “mom” all the same.

“Well, I’m just glad to be back,” I say, sitting down across from Timothy. “Guardian Angel might not be able to protect everyone. People get hurt all the time even when she is around.”

We’re soon passing around the pizza and the bowl of salad my husband “made” from a bag of salad from the refrigerator.

“Good to see you three managed not to burn the salad,” I say, tonging some onto my plate next to the slice of pizza.

“I owe it to my sous-chefs,” says Timothy.

As we eat, life falls back into the familiar rhythms of our family as though I wasn’t just battling an overgrown vegetable with a bad temper. Penny even seems to forget about Guardian Angel while Nik wants to talk about going to stay with his father this weekend. I’m against him going to the island.

Nik’s visits with his father are a familiar topic since my rich ex-husband lavishes my son with all sorts of expensive gifts when he visits. Penny jealously calls Nik’s visits with his father Aleksander Szabric “visits with Santa.” I know the truth: that Aleksander was practically raised by wolves and is incredibly hard on Nikolas but tries to compensate for this by buying him nice things.

I don’t mind that Nik wants to talk so much about his father, I just wish he wouldn’t do it so much in front of Timothy. I try to change the subject.

“Hey, uh, what would you say to going to that Otters game on Sunday?” I say, bringing up New Metro City’s less successful of two baseball teams.

“They’re already out of the playoffs, mom,” says Nik.

“Johnny Nakamoto has a hell of a pitch this year though,” says Timothy. “It would be good to see him set loose that curveball on Houston.”

“Yeah, sure,” says Nik. “As long as I’m home in time.”

Penny is turning to say something to him when she knocks her glass off the table. Nikolas moves with incredible speed to grab the glass before it hits the floor. It’s a move that might be within the realm of something a human could pull off, but he does it so casually that I know the difference: my son has inherited some degree of my powers. I’ve noticed them ever since he turned eighteen.

And I know I need to talk to him about them. But talking to Nik about his powers comes with telling him that his mother has been lying to him for his whole life. That she is a super heroine named Guardian Angel on the news almost every day and on the cover of magazines. 

“Wow, what a save!! That was awesome,” says Timothy, clapping at Nik grabbing the glass.

“Holy shit, you have to go out for the basketball team,” says Penny, taking the glass back from him.

“Maybe we should, um, take you to the Citadel of the Protectors to get you tested for super mutation,” I suggest, picking the famous organization of superheroes rather than Professor Constantine’s school for obvious reasons.

“Yeah, I’ve been in the bathroom after him,” laughs Penny, pinching her nose. “He is definitely a toxic waste mutant.”

“At least I’m not obsessed with Guardian Angel,” sneers Nik.

I try to interject about the mutant outreach program the city has been running, but by then Nik and Penny are in open war across the table and Timothy is trying to calm them down. To Penny, the idea that Nik could be a superhero on the same level as her idol is ridiculous. To me, the idea that my son could be heading down the same path as me is terrifying.

He hasn’t shown any clear indications of having superhuman powers, but ever since he turned eighteen, I have been noticing possible signs like fast reflexes and unusual speed. The real sign came two months ago when he was hit by a car while riding his bike. He had a few scrapes, but no broken bones. His bike was destroyed, and the car had a huge dent on the hood.

Timothy talked about a miracle, and I chalked it up to good luck. But I think it’s Nik’s bad luck to inherit my super genes.

After a truce has been negotiated between Penny and Nik over some leftover brownies, I let them have their phones back and they go to their rooms. I help Timothy clean up after dinner. I try to do dishes, but he won’t let me.

“Not after what you’ve been through,” he says, kissing me on the shoulder as he takes the sponge and dirty plate from my hands. I sit back at the table, thumbing through the news feeds on my phone and wincing at a picture that makes my ass in my costume look particularly big. I scroll off the news feed as Timothy finishes up with the dishes and walks around behind me. His hands squeeze and caress my shoulders.

“Ooooh, that feels nice,” I moan, leaning back into his touch.

“How about a full massage?” he suggests.

The idea appeals to me, but after my long soak in the tub I feel fully decompressed.

“I’ll take a rain check on that one,” I say, kissing his hand and looking up at him. “I have to get up early in the morning to get back on my workouts.”

“Oh, no, early morning workouts again?” Timothy winces.

“Yeah, especially after the pizza. Goodnight, hon.”

I get up and kiss him again, on the lips this time. His hands linger on my hips. I know he wants more than just a kiss, that he lusts after me like we just got married last week, but I really am exhausted after today. I just need to get in my bed and get some rest and forget about today.

It has nothing to do with the thought of being fucked by super villains. I swear.

A Bad Dream of the Distant Past >


Tell Timothy I’m Too Tired

“Oh, honey, you know I love your massages,” I say, stroking his chest, “but I’m too tired after everything that happened today. The more I think about it, I just want to grab a quick shower, change into some pajamas, crawl into bed, and get some sleep.”

A lot of guys would take it hard getting shot down after a make out session. But if Timothy has blue balls, he can handle them.

“Okay, baby,” says Timothy, giving me a sweet kiss on the lips. “You go get some sleep. I’m going to do some work and give you your space.”

“Don’t stay up too late,” I say, already climbing out of bed. “I wake up if you’re not cuddled up next to me.”

“You can spoon me,” he promises.

I shower off, getting a little extra clean after everything that has happened today before I dry off. I pick out some comfy PJs and crawl under the heavy down comforter.

A Bad Dream of the Distant Past >


Let Timothy Give Me a Massage

“Oh, alright,” I say, leaning up on my tiptoes and planting another kiss on his lips. “I can’t turn down one of your massages. But be on your best behavior.”

“I solemnly swear,” he replies, blatantly keeping his fingers crossed.

He follows me into the bedroom where I slip out of my borrowed sweatshirt and stretch out face down on the bed. I reach behind my back and unbuckle my bra. I feel Timothy’s weight on the bed as he moves behind me and straddles the backs of my thighs. I hear the snap of his bottle of massage oil he keeps near the bed and a moment later feel his strong hands on my shoulders.

Timothy isn’t an outdoorsman, he’s an artist and designer, so no calluses but a good, firm grip. His fingers knead my shoulders and the back of my neck.

“Mmmmmmmm,” I moan, feeling his fingers loosen the tension in my muscles. “That’s nice.”

“You feel like you’ve been playing rugby,” he says, his hands slowly moving across the width of my shoulders and beginning to spread the oil down my back. I groan again as he massages the deep muscles down to my lower back. I can feel his hard cock pressing through his shorts against the backs of my legs.

His hands tease the tops of my buttocks, but for now at least, he leaves my sweatpants on.

“Should I turn over?” I ask him, looking back over my shoulder.

“If you want me to do the front,” he says, and I can hear the excitement in his voice.

“Mmmmm, alright, get off me,” I say, even though I could easily toss him aside if I wanted.

Timothy climbs off my legs and I slowly roll over, letting my bra fall away from my soft breasts. Timothy does a good job of not staring at the heaving spread of my tits and my thick pink nipples, but I know he’s watching the way they jiggle and splash as I lift my hips and ease off my borrowed sweats. I settle back onto the bed wearing only the little white panties that scarcely cover my mound.

He starts with my hips, locking eyes with me as his oiled hands massage up my sides and coat my arms. He squeezes my outer thighs and then moves back up again to gently knead my abdomen. He’s staring down into my eyes, smiling, but I can tell he’s looking at my breasts. Those little eye movements betray what he really wants.

“You want to massage them, don’t you?” I ask.

“Mmm-hmmm,” he says, smiling and nodding slowly.

“Go on, hon,” I say, holding my hands away from my tits. “They’re all yours.”

“Gotta make sure they’re not too tense,” he says, winking as he splashes some more massage oil into his palms. He spreads it over his fingers and then brings his hands down to my soft tits. I watch as he gently massages my breasts, shaping and squeezing them, spreading the oil over and between them until they are glistening. He pays special attention to the pink buds of my nipples. Thicker from my time breast feeding. More sensitive thanks to the tingling massage oil.

“Ohhhhhh, that’s good,” I moan.

“Not ‘good,’ they’re fantastic. But… maybe you need more attention… down here,” he says, one of his hands leaving my breasts and pressing between my legs. I moan and arch lightly on the bed as his fingers knead the heat of my mound.

Timothy has never been the best fuck of all the men I’ve dated, but that doesn’t mean he isn’t an ace in the bed. I can feel his cock in his shorts practically burrowing into my hip as he strokes my cunt and makes me ache with need. My breasts heave with excitement. I gasp softly.

“Oh, Timothy,” I sigh, lashes fluttering and tremors of pleasure stoking my desire.

“Hmmm? What, sweetie?” He says, rubbing more insistently at my cunt through my panties. “Was there something else you wanted?”


What do I want?

Some sweet lovemaking with Timothy

Some rough sex with gentle Timothy

Stroke Timothy with my oiled breasts

Give my adoring husband a blowjob

Encourage Timothy to go down on me

Make Timothy eat my ass


Some Sweet Lovemaking with Timothy

“I want you, inside me,” I moan, parting my powerful legs and looking up at Timothy with lust heavy in my eyes.

“Oh, I think that’s a service I can provide, my lady,” he says, sliding his shorts down from his slender hips. His stiff cock springs free. Red with lust and glistening with his precum. I lift my hips and slip off my panties, baring my cunt to him as I watch him reposition himself between my thighs.

He takes an extra moment, stroking his cock and spreading the oil still left on his hand. I lift my head from the pillows and watch him rub his tip against my slit, pressing open my folds before thrusting forward and driving his cock home.

“Ohhhhhh, yessss,” I hiss, arching beneath him as he begins to fuck me. His hands grasp my legs beneath my knees, pushing them up in the arm so my feet are bouncing beside him with each stroke. His cock drives into me to the hilt and his balls slap against my asshole. The rhythmic thrusts intensify as I see his pleasure building.

“Oh, fuck, you’re so beautiful, Diana,” he groans. “I… I sometimes can’t believe… that I’m lucky enough to have you… as my wife.”

“Don’t talk like that,” I moan. “I can’t get enough of you, Timothy. Especially that big fucking cock of yours.”

Which is hardly true. I love Timothy and he has a nice cock, but he’s on the low end of the scale of my ex-boyfriends. He’s positively small compared to my ex-husband. But Timothy is a romantic sweetheart and a gentle soul, and those things go a long way in a relationship. Even if I’ll never get Timothy to fuck my brains out.

He lets go of my legs and leans over me. His eyes lock on mine as he thrusts into me with intense, adoring strokes. Each thrust makes my breasts gently heave atop my ribs. I tighten around him, his cock feeling as big as it has ever felt.

“I love you,” he groans. “Oh, Diana, I love you so much.”

“I love you too,” I gasp, wrapping my legs around him and drawing him deeper still. I want this to go on forever, riding this warm wave of surging pleasure, but Timothy can’t hold back.

He falls against me, kissing me and thrusting into me with sudden urgency. I feel his cock on the brink and know he can’t last until I cum. I return his kiss passionately, moaning into it as I feel his cock pulse and spurt inside me. His cum-slicked thrusts growing wetter. A silky warmth spilling out of my pussy and down my ass.

“Oh, Diana, I’m sorry,” he gasps. “Did you cum?”

“Not quite,” I say, squeezing his wilting cock with my inner muscles, “but almost.”

His cock slips from my creamy pussy and he kneels beside me, a slightly disappointed smile on his face. He leans across the bed and reaches into my nightstand drawer.

“You don’t have to do that,” I say as I see him lift out the heavy magic wand vibrator and plug it in under the nightstand.

“Oh, yes, I do,” he says, grinning as he moves between my legs and switches on the huge head of the vibrator to the lower setting. A moment later, he presses it to my mound and pleasurable vibrations stir my clit. It doesn’t take long before he switches it to the higher setting and powerful, rumbling vibrations stimulate my pussy. The vibrations sound wetter and raunchier than usual with my husband’s cum dripping out of me.

“Incredible,” I moan, looking up at him and working my hips. Rubbing my clit against the rumbling head of the vibrator. My entire pussy throbbing and trembling with the vibe’s powerful motor.

“Cum for me,” whispers Timothy, barely audible over the wet buzzing.

I can’t hold back. I grasp his arm tightly with one hand and my other hand goes to my right breast, clutching my soft flesh and sensitive nipple as pleasure surges through me. It is an intense, uncontrollable orgasm. Rapid spasms that almost match the vibrations of the magic wand. Timothy winces and looks down at his arm where I am holding him. I must have squeezed a little too hard. I let go of him and grab my tits with both hands, bucking against the vibrator. Cumming so hard that I feel Timothy’s load being squeezed completely out of my pussy.

“Oh my god, Timothy,” I pant, my pleasure slowly receding. “That was… so good. Look, my thighs are still shaking.”

He switches the vibrator off and stretches out beside me.

“You look so gorgeous when you cum,” he whispers, kissing my shoulder and stroking my breast.

“Want to go again?” I ask, slipping a hand down to his damp, flaccid cock.

“Yes, absolutely,” he says. “Give me a couple minutes.”

A couple minutes later, Timothy is snoring next to me. I pull the sheet and comforter over him and head into the bathroom for a quick shower.

A Bad Dream of the Distant Past >


A Bad Dream of the Distant Past

Lying in bed beside my husband, my mind starts to wander to the events of the day. The debris flying on the boardwalk. The screams. My fear for my family.

Then the beach and boardwalk are gone and I am in a familiar place that I swear I’ve never been before. It is a place that I have seen again and again in my dreams, but that never feels right.

A forest of strange reddish trees covers a hillside. Wraparound windows allow red light into a futuristic house. There are storm clouds in the sky and when I look up there are big things moving within those clouds. Like serpents or squids. One of them breaks through the cloud bank, streaming smoke from its metal hull as it burns and descends towards a distant city. Beams of violet light shoot up at it, but I can see it is too late. The ship crashes into the city and the futuristic towers disintegrate in fire.

The building shakes from the distant detonation and someone lifts me off the floor and into their arms.

“They are coming,” I hear a man’s voice near my ear. “We have to get Syreena to the accelerator.”

“You don’t even know that it will work,” says a woman.

They seem to be giants compared to me. A man and a woman. Their faces drawn with worry. Their eyes like mine. Their faces like mine.

Another ship emerges from the clouds, different and sleeker, coming towards this house. I’m being carried away from the windows. Towards somewhere that will take me from this place. That will take me away before the world ends. I hear the roar of engines. The zap of energy weapons firing.

And screams.

I sit up in my bed in New Metro City.

“S’alright?” mutters Timothy, stirring beside me.

“Yeah, it’s fine, go back to sleep,” I say. He grunts and turns over onto his side. After a moment, I hear him snoring. But I can’t go back to sleep. That dream or a version of it has recurred to me dozens of times throughout my life. Never so vivid.

I scoop my phone off the nightstand and stagger into the kitchen. Almost two in the morning. But not even midnight in Alliance, Nebraska.

Mom picks up after only two rings, but I hear the sleep in her voice, “M’hello? Diana? Everything alright?”

“It… it happened again mom,” I whisper. “The dream. I saw their faces this time. And they said a name.”

“What… you’re sure? I see faces in my dreams all the time.”

“They looked like me,” I say, lowering my voice more. “It was them, mom. It was my family. And they called me Syreena.”

“Mmmmm.” I hear her shifting as she gets out of bed and moves somewhere else. “It could all be your imagination.”

“You could never explain that weird metal that was on the ground where you found me,” I remind her. “Dad showed me pieces of it in the garage. It was like plastic but metallic. What if I came from that place? What if… what if I came from another planet?”

There is a long silence. My mother finally answers, “It doesn’t matter, Diana. You’ll always be my little girl.”

“Yes, I know, but what if… what if they’re out there still, looking for me?” Then I picture that menacing black ship coming towards the window in my dream. “What if someone else from there is looking for me for bad reasons?”

My mother hesitates and then starts to answer me, but before I can even really hear what she is saying I see a light spilling into the hallway next to the kitchen.

“Gotta go, mom,” I whisper. “I’ll talk soon.”

I hang up just as Penny walks into the kitchen rubbing her eyes. She blinks as she sees me sitting at the table. She’s wearing a tank top that barely contains her plump breasts and rides up her soft abdomen a little. Her round hips are not holding up her pajama bottoms either and I can see the band of her panties.

“Couldn’t sleep either?” she yawns and sits down heavily next to me at the kitchen table.

“Bad dreams,” I confess.

“Good ones,” she says, smiling slightly.

“Oh?” I raise an eyebrow.

“It was…” She bites her lower lip and seems to wake up a little more. “Remember I talked to you a couple months ago about some feelings I had for a teacher?”

I think back uncertainly and then my mind flashes with recollection. Penny had confessed her attraction to a teacher. A female teacher. Mrs. Crowley. Penny had always seemed totally straight to me, but she said she felt attracted to her teacher. I had explained that a lot of women felt attraction for other women, that it was nothing strange, and that sexuality was not an either/or switch.

“You had a dream about Mrs. Crowley?” I ask, noticing that Penny’s plump nipples are very erect under her taut tank top.

“No,” says Penny, her cheeks growing a little redder. “I had a dream... about Guardian Angel.”

“Oh,” I say, but what I’m really thinking is fuck fuck fuck FUCK! My stepdaughter was having a sex dream about my super heroine alter ego. “Well, um, she wears those provocative costumes and she’s a super heroine. A lot of people have fantasies about supers. Don’t tell your father, but I’ve had a dream or two about British Knight.”

“Yeah, um, maybe you’re right,” says Penny. “Just adrenaline and whatever. I’m sure I’ll get over it.”

I can tell by the way she is fidgeting in her lap and biting her lip that she is not going to get over Guardian Angel until she gets into a serious relationship. I don’t know what to tell her. In fact, sitting here is making me uncomfortable like she might notice that I look exactly like Guardian Angel.

“Well, you’d better get back to bed, missy,” I say, rising from the table.

“Yeah, just gonna get a drink of water,” she says.

“Okay, I have to get up early, so I’m heading back to bed,” I say. “Don’t stay up too late.”

“Goodnight, mom,” she says sleepily and gets up to get some water from the fridge.

I shuffle off to bed feeling like I narrowly dodged a bullet, which is odd, because bullets don’t usually worry me too much.

My Ex and the Hazard Chamber >


Some Rough Sex with Gentle Timothy

After everything that happened fighting that overgrown asparagus on the boardwalk, I have a lot of pent sexual frustration. I need relief and I need it hard and deep.

“I want that big fucking cock,” I say, sitting up and grabbing for Timothy’s hardness in his shorts.

“Diana!” he laughs, shocked by my filthy language. “What has gotten into you?”

“Nothing, yet,” I say, grinning wickedly as I yank down his shorts and grab hold of his stiff, red cock. I stroke it as I kiss his chest and look up hungrily into his eyes. “But this dick had better be in me in about five seconds.”

“Or else what?” he teases. Big mistake.

“Or else nothing,” I say. “I’m not taking ‘no’ for an answer, Timothy.”

He’s laughing as I shove him backwards onto the bed and climb atop him. I practically tear off my panties as I grab hold of his cock and squat above his hips. He stares up in amazement as I slowly sink down onto that throbbing pillar of dickmeat.

“Fffffffuuuucck,” I groan, impaling my steamy pussy right down to Timothy’s root. He is practically immobilized with my sexual aggression. I move atop him, riding up to the head of his cock and back down again. One hand on his flat abdomen as the bed begins to shake and my tits begin to bounce with my ride atop my husband’s hard dick.

“Oh, honey, that feels so good,” he moans, giving me a little thrust.

“Yeah? You like watching these big fucking titties bounce?” I play with them as they slap up and down against my ribcage. “Grab my ass, Timothy. Grab it and fuck me. Come on, daddy.”

“Holy shit,” he groans, grabbing my ass with both hands and arching beneath me. Honestly, it’s not much of an effort, but I make up for it by slamming my thighs and ass back down onto him with each thrust. His cock does feel great. I wish it was about twice as thick, but when I tighten up around him it still feels nice.

“That’s it, fuck that pussy,” I moan, bouncing even harder atop him and making the bed rhythmically thump the wall. I toss my hair across my face. Pinching my nipples as my ass smacks Timothy’s groin.

“Oh, god, Diana,” he moans, his hands squeezing my ass even tighter. “You’re going to make me cum if you—”

“Oh, no!” I shout, snapping out of my pleasurable ride. “Not fucking yet you don’t.”

I practically leap off him, grabbing the root of his cock to keep him from cumming.

“I’ll try… try to hold out,” he says, a pained expression furrowing his brow.

“You get behind me and fuck me good,” I say, releasing his cock and getting on my hands and knees with my head down and my big, mommy ass up in the air. “Come on, Timothy. Pound that pussy. Be rough with me. I can take it.”

Timothy tries. He kneels behind me and grabs my slender waist with both hands, pulling my round ass back against his hips and sliding his cock into my tight pussy. This position is even better, his cock hitting at a different angle, but he isn’t big enough to really reach deep and pound my backwalls. I don’t care. I let loose, slamming my ass back into him with rampant lust.

“Pull my hair!” I cry. “Yeah, that’s it! Fuck me!”

“Diana, you’re too loud,” he groans, pulling my hair slightly as I slap my ass against him and take his dick as deep as it will reach inside me. “Ohhhhh, fuck, you are burning up. It feels… feels too…”

“Yeah?” I look back at him over my shoulder. “You can’t take it? You’re going to shoot your load in my pussy?”

“Fuck,” he moans, watching my pussy devouring his dick as I throw my ass back against his hips. “Yeah… yeah, honey, I’m going to orgasm.”

“You’re going to blow that big load, daddy?” I ask in my nastiest, fuckdoll voice.

“Ohhhhh, god,” he groans, my ass spanking louder against his hips and my pussy tightening around him. “Oh, I can’t… I can’t hold back anymore.”

“Fucking cum in that pussy then,” I pant. “Shoot that hot load deep inside me.”

“Ohhhhh!” Timothy finally gets loud, grabbing my ass almost like he’s trying to stop me. But he can’t stop that ass. I ride back again and again, feeling his cock swell in my slick pussy. My inner walls tightening as his cock stiffens and begins to throb. I feel the warmth of his cum pumping into me. Creaming my tight depths. Lubing up his dick so it makes nasty wet sounds each time I slide back onto him.

Timothy falls back, his cock popping free of my pussy with a wet squelch. I rock forward, face down and ass up, my hand between my thick thighs as I vigorously rub my clit.

“Ohhhhhhh, I’m going to cum for you, daddy,” I moan, shamelessly shaking my hips as I rub my straining bud. “Ohhhhh, I feel all that cum inside me. Oh, yesssss!”

Timothy watches in disbelief as I make myself cum. My inner muscles contracting with the rhythm of my pleasure. My asshole twitching and clenching. Timothy’s cum squeezing out of my freshly fucked folds. My rocking hips slow their motion. The last spasms of pleasure wring out every drop of Timothy’s cum in my pussy.

“Wow,” he says, staring for a moment at the mess we’ve made. “I’ll, um, I’ll get a towel.”

We laugh about it as we clean up. I hold him in my arms and kiss him, but I can tell my sweet husband is a little shellshocked by my horny display. I’ve only acted like that a couple times before and always after a difficult battle with a villain.

I know it’s wrong, getting so turned on by my enemies and my powers, but the sex is amazing afterwards. As long as I can control myself during the fight.

“I would go another round,” says Timothy, “but you wore me out.”

“Yeah, I’m tired too,” I admit. “But I think I’d better shower off and put some pajamas on before I fall asleep.”

He’s snoring by the time I get out of the shower. I pull on some pajamas and climb into the bed beside Timothy. It feels good to be back in his arms.

A Bad Dream of the Distant Past >


Stroke Timothy with My Oiled Breasts

“You did such a good job massaging me,” I coo, running my hands over the soft, oily mounds of my breasts and squeezing them together. “I think you’re the one who deserves a massage.”

Timothy smiles, watching me play with my breasts and thick pink nipples as he rubs the groove of my cunt through my panties. My nectar is beginning to gather in my folds and soak into my underwear.

“I can’t say ‘no’ to that,” chuckles Timothy, slowly working his shorts down with one hand and never letting up on my hot, throbbing pussy. I pinch my nipples and tug at the weight of my tits as he reveals one slender hip and then the other. Then his cock, stiff and red, caught on the elastic of his underwear, finally bounces free and smacks gently against his abdomen.

“Mmmmm, there he is,” I giggle, sitting up and taking hold of his cock. I work my hand on his shaft and Timothy groans with pleasure. It’s just a taste of what I have in store for my adorable husband.

I stroke the massage oil from my breasts onto his cock, working my hand up and down his length until his throbbing red shaft is just as oiled as my bust. Then I lean forward, looking up at him to watch his reaction as I guide his cock between my tits and then press from either side.

I can see the pleasure on his face. I know he loves this. Some guys get nothing out of it, but Timothy savors the soft warmth of my breasts squeezing his hard cock.

“Now this is how I give a massage, big boy,” I tease, pressing my tits tightly around him and working them up and down his cock.

“Incredible… I don’t think I’m equipped… for this technique,” he groans, watching his purpling tip poke up through my cleavage as I stroke down to his root.

“Oh, you’re equipped to receive it,” I moan, stealing a glance of his swollen cockhead beginning to ooze with precum. “That’s right, Timothy. I love the feel of that big, hard cock throbbing between my tits. I know it makes you want to explode.”

“Yesss,” he groans, beginning to rock his hips to fuck the soft, smothering weight of my breasts.

“Go on, you can fuck them hard,” I murmur, leaning down to run my tongue over his tip. I catch the very head of his cock between my lips and give it a good, wet suck, tasting his salty ooze before releasing him from my lips.

Timothy takes the permission I have given him, bracing his hands on my shoulders as he begins to really fuck my cleavage. His hips lift and smack softly against my jiggling, tightly-pressed tits. I provide a pillowy vise for his lust and he can’t resist. I can feel the throbbing heat of his cock and see the pleasure contorting his face.

“Oh, god, that’s amazing,” he moans, rutting hard into my cleavage. “Fuck, Diana, I’m going to cum.”

“Do it,” I gasp, watching his face and working my tits with both hands to make him cum. “I want to feel it all over my tits. Come on, Timothy, give me that hot load.”

“Ohhhhhh, fuck,” he groans, unable to hold back any longer. His spunk spurts up from my cleavage and splashes the underside of my chin. More spurts splash my throat and flood the pressing tops of my tits in his warm ball butter. I can feel the slimy heat of it trickling down deep into my cleavage and coating his cock.

“That’s right, let it all out,” I giggle, squeezing even tighter. “Give me every drop. Oh, you know how I love pearls.”

“Goddamn,” he laughs, letting me squeeze every drop out of his cock and between my breasts. “I love it when you talk dirty to me like that.”

“Oh yeah? You like when I’m all nasty while your titty fucking me?” I say, letting his cock free of my breasts and smearing his cum all over my tits. “You like when I beg for all that warm jizz all over these big mommy milkers?”

“It’s the best,” he says, leaning down to plant a kiss on my lips. Our kiss is hot, but not quite enough to get him going again. He flops down onto the bed beside me as his cock begins to grow limp.

While Timothy is yawning and getting comfortable, I head to the shower for a little satisfaction. You’d be amazed what a woman learns to do with a shower massager after a couple years of marriage. Not that my husband can’t make me cum, just that when he doesn’t my old faithful “pulse” setting is waiting to make sure I go to bed happy.

I lean against the shower, shuddering as the hot jets of water stroke my clit. My thighs tensing and then quivering as I cum hard against the pulsing water. It’s some relief after my wild day at the beach.

By the time I dry off and put on my pajama bottoms, Timothy is sound asleep. I climb under the covers beside him, give him a kiss on the cheek, and lay my head down on the pillows.

A Bad Dream of the Distant Past >


Give My Adoring Husband a Blowjob

I reach for the bulge in Timothy’s shorts and lock eyes with my husband. I massage the shape of his stiff cock through the fabric as he kneads the mound of my cunt through my panties.

“I need this,” I say, my eyes heavy with lust, “in my mouth.”

“Oh, Diana, you want to suck it?”

I nod seriously, my gaze flicking down to where I feel him shifting his shorts down. His cock springs free of the waistband, red and stiff, the tip already glistening slightly with the nectar of his precum. He scoots back a little on the bed, his cock bouncing with the motion, and I roll dramatically onto my hands and knees. With my head down and my ass up, I slide Timothy’s stiff cock into my mouth.

“Mmmmmmm,” I moan, looking up at those innocent eyes of his as I start to give him one of my best blowjobs. I let all my pent lest out on that hard cock. Sliding and bobbing and slurping like a porno girl all over my husband’s hard dick. It’s not huge, sure, but it’s big enough to make me work for it. My eyes watering a little as he nudges my throat and I flick my tongue out to taste his balls.

Timothy is clearly in heaven as I spit polish his cock. I slide the soft wet oval of my lips down to the root of his twitching cock and tongue the underside of his shaft. I can taste the first hints of saltiness from his precum beginning to burn at the back of my throat. I suck hard, hollowing my cheeks, lips popping wetly as I pull back to his tip. Stroke him with one hand and lick the head of his cock.

“Amazing,” moans Timothy. “You’re so good at this.”

“So good that you married me for my cocksucking?” I ask him, smiling up and stroking his wet length as I tease his tip some more with my tongue.

“Ohhhhh, it was an added bonus,” he moans, curling a hand over my head and urging me back down onto his dick. “A really… ooohhh… nice perk.”

“Mmmmmmmmhmmmm,” I agree, giving him the full treatment with lips and tongue. While I’m bobbing on his cock, I bring one hand up to cradle my husband’s tightening balls.

I try not to think about all the other cocks I have sucked in my lifetime. I don’t like to compare Timothy to them. He starts to move his hips and gently fuck my mouth and that makes it a little easier to forget. I moan encouragement around him. I don’t mind if he gets rough. If he wanted to fuck my face and make me feel like a slut, but I know he’d never do it.

“Yessss,” he moans, his breath growing heavy as his cock seems to swell in my mouth. “Oh my god, Diana, I’m getting close.”

“Mmmmmhmmm,” I moan, just barely popping my lips free. “Do you want to cum all over my face?”

“Ohhhh, you’re so dirty,” he gasps. “No… I… in your mouth. Oh, fuck, I’m so close, baby.”

“Mmmmmmm!” I moan, encouraging him with my lips gliding down to the base of his cock. I suck hard. Rhythmic. Tonguing his straining shaft and making his moan grow louder.

With a gentle thrust, he unloads into my mouth, pulling back just enough to squirt his hot cum all over my tongue and to the back of my throat. I keep sucking hard, draining his spurting length and feasting on the thick, throat-clogging load of Timothy’s jizz.

“Ohhhh, god, that’s so good,” he laughs as I ease my lips from him and give him a last lick on his spit-washed dick.

“That was a big one, hon,” I chuckle, wiping my lips and chin with the back of my hand as I rise to give him a kiss. Just a sweet one, not a tongue kiss. Timothy isn’t into anything kinky like tasting his cum.

“Mmmmmm, want me to…?” He cradles my hips and kisses my neck and shoulder.

“Oh, no, that’s okay,” I say. “I’m going to grab a shower and get in my PJs.”

He nods, looking so spent after cumming down my throat that it makes me feel like a succubus. Although, oddly, the villainess Miss Succubus doesn’t have that power. I asked her once when I was kicking her ass. She can hypnotize men though.

With Timothy drained, I head to the shower for a little satisfaction. You’d be amazed what a woman learns to do with a shower massager after a couple years of marriage. Not that my husband can’t make me cum, especially when he goes down on me, just that when he doesn’t my old faithful “pulse” setting is waiting to make sure I go to bed happy.

I lean against the shower, shuddering as the hot jets of water stroke my clit. My thighs tensing and then quivering as I cum hard against the pulsing water. It’s some relief after my wild day at the beach.

By the time I dry off and put on my pajama bottoms, Timothy is sound asleep. I climb under the covers beside him, give him a kiss on the cheek, and lay my head down on the pillows.

A Bad Dream of the Distant Past >


Encourage Timothy to Go Down on Me

I’m a greedy girl. I enjoyed Timothy’s massage, but I want something more. I look up at my husband with lust heavy in my eyes as he massages my aching cunt through my panties. My hands on my own oiled tits, fingers slowly pinching and tugging at my plump nipples.

“You know what I need, honey,” I say, my voice husky with desire. Our eyes lock as I slowly part my powerful thighs even wider. “I want you to taste me.”

“My pleasure,” chuckles Timothy, sliding down onto the bed and lowering his head and shoulders between my legs. His hands guide my knees over his shoulders and then he draws my panties aside and kisses the quivering folds of my cunt.

“Ohhhhh, Timothy,” I sigh, curling a hand around the back of his head. “That’s a good boy.”

I luxuriate on the bed as my husband begins to lick me. His tongue is insistent, teasing, lashing at my clit and tasting my parted folds without thrusting wantonly into me. His fingers continue their massage on my bare flesh. Stroking my cuntlips. Parting them. Diddling the bud of my clit as he probes my clutching depths with his tongue.

“Mmmmmmm.” His lusty moan vibrates against my sensitive flesh. I suck in a breath and arch against his face.

I remember when Timothy went down on me on our third date, how amazing it felt to be worshipped by a boyfriend after years with a husband who just wanted to pound me with his big cock. Timothy was in love with me and in love with pleasuring me and that loving need to please me has seemingly only intensified over our years of marriage. I can feel my ecstasy building as I wrap my legs around his head and squeeze him between my thighs.

“Oooooh, yessss, you’re so good at that,” I moan, my fingers tightening in his hair. “Suck it. Ohhhh, baby, suck that clit. Make me cum.”

“Mmmmmhmmm,” he moans, sucking hard on my clit.

“Stroke yourself,” I gasp, bucking against his face. “Stroke… stroke that cock while you make me cum. I want you… want you to cum with me.”

“Mmmm!” he moans, fumbling with his shorts and filling his hand with his cock. I can see him desperately pumping at his cock with one hand as he strokes my pussy with the other. His lips locked to my clit. Sucking hard and flicking me with his tongue as he looks up at me.

I feel like hard candy melting into his mouth. The wetness and the warmth and the pleasure peaking within a throbbing core of molten ecstasy. My thrusting hips shake the bed. I toss my hair across my face as I twist and buck against him.

“So close,” I cry, on the agonizing brink. My clit buzzing and core thrumming with the need to let out my pent pleasure. “Timothy… ohhh… I’m going to… AHHHHH!”

I throw back my head and release all the need that has been building within me since I was battling for my life on the beach. My orgasm bursts in waves that ripple through me. My nectar trickling down my ass and drenching my husband’s face as he sucks urgently on my clit. He’s sawing two fingers into my squeezing cunt as he pumps his other hand on his dick.

My thighs tense and I fight back the tremors of pleasure that might crush Timothy’s head with my super strength. Again and again, until the last of my ecstasy fades as minor tremors in my core. I sink back onto the bed, gasping, tits quivering with my shuddering aftershocks. My legs fall from Timothy’s shoulders, and he rises between my legs, his hand still pumping away at his cock.

“That’s it,” I gasp, lifting my head to watch. “Cum… cum all over my pussy.”

Timothy fucks his hand, slick with his precum, and stifles a groan of pleasure. I stroke my clit, watching his fingers pumping on his stiff, red cock. It throbs in his grasp and cum spurts from the swollen tip. I gasp as the first hot pump splashes across my mound and smears my stroking fingers. He pumps again and again, drenching my pussy in his hot load. Emptying his lust onto me in a slippery, silky, filthy glaze.

“Ohhhh, that’s it, Timothy,” I laugh, massaging his cum into my soft folds and trimmed, dark hair. “Oh, yes, shoot it all over my pussy.”

“Fuck,” he laughs, tugging out the last of his load. “You’re so fucking hot, Diana.”

“Mmmm, I know,” I giggle, licking a salty smudge from my fingertip. “You’re pretty cute yourself.”

“Drained,” he laughs, falling beside me on the bed. He tucks his cock back into his shorts.

“Ew,” I say, looking over at him. “You might be able to sleep with that in your shorts, but I have to get up early. I’m going to grab a quick shower.”

“Mmmhmmm,” he says, nuzzling into his pillow and smiling with satisfaction.

He’s snoring by the time I get out of the shower. I pull on some pajamas and climb into the bed beside Timothy. He smells like cum, but I still put my arm around him and spoon him tightly. It feels good to be back in his arms.

A Bad Dream of the Distant Past >


Make Timothy Eat My Ass

Sometimes I have to take charge with Timothy. And sometimes, taking charge is what I enjoy the most.

“Timothy, hon,” I say, my sweet, blushing smile growing a little harder. “You know what I like. That thing you do sometimes. Remember our anniversary?”

His fingers stop stroking my pussy through my panties and his brow furrows a bit.

“When we went to Pretzel Kitchen?” he asks.

“No, silly, the thing before that,” I say, turning slowly over onto my stomach. I raise my hips, lifting my plush bottom towards him as I ease my panties down from my hips. My breasts hanging against the bed. My head low but looking back at him over my shoulder. “I want you to eat my ass, Timothy.”

“Oh, fuck,” he murmurs, staring at my juicy peach as I draw my panties down to my knees. “Yessss.”

He claps both hands on my firm cheeks and presses kisses to the inner curve of my crack. His warm breath strokes against my asshole. His lips moving closer. His tongue no doubt tasting the hint of sweat and massage oil that has crept between my cheeks. But his teasing tongue isn’t good enough. I reach back with one hand and grab the back of Timothy’s head.

“Eat it,” I moan. “Lick my naughty asshole.”

“Ohhh, yes, Diana,” he moans and begins obediently tonguing my sensitive clench. I gasp as I feel that warm, wet massage against my backdoor. Timothy buries his face against my cheeks and I push back to add to that smothering pressure. One hand remaining on his head as I hold him against my cheeks and work my hips back against him.

Fuck it feels good to have him tongue-punching my knot. I feel that warm tongue slip inside me and it’s almost enough to make me cum. With my face buried in the pillows and my weight on my shoulders, I reach a hand between my legs, furiously stroking my clit as Timothy obediently rims and tongue fucks my asshole.

“Mmmhmmm,” I moan into the pillows and Timothy replies with a similar moan that vibrates into the crack of my ass.

I moan for him to jerk his cock, but I’m not sure he can hear me with my face in the pillows and his face in my big, mommy ass. It doesn’t matter. I can handle him once my pleasure is taken care of and that pleasure is fast approaching. I can feel the ecstasy pulsing from my finger-fiddled clit to my tongue twirled asshole. I clench around that thrusting tongue. I buck back against his face.

“Yesss! Make my ass cummmm!” I cry, although it’s my clit and deeper inside my core where the real orgasm is stirring. The pleasure of his tongue sliding in and out of my tightening asshole is the fuel for my fire. I arch my back and push back hard against his face. My climax hits and my asshole twitches and squeezes around his tongue with the rhythm of my orgasm.

My orgasm leaves me gasping for breath. My hands finally slipping down into the pillows and grabbing at the sheets. Timothy gives my crack a last few long, adoring licks before lifting his flushed face from my ass. His hand is pumping on his cock and when I look back I can see it is positively dripping with his precum.

“Yeah, are you going to cum?” I ask.

“Yessss,” he moans, lost to his own pleasure.

“Do it,” I command him. “Shoot it all over my ass. Come on, glaze my buns, baby.”

I shake my hips and make my big ass wobble and clap for him. He groans, pumping hard on his cock. Milking himself until he unloads hot, slimy streams of spunk all over my jiggling cheeks. I feel his warm spunk flood my crack and drip down the backs of my thighs. A satisfying, thorough coating of his cream to finish the night.

“Ohhhh, fuck, that was so hot,” he groans, falling into the bed beside me.

“Mmmm, yeah, it was,” I murmur, reaching back to smack my cum-drenched ass. I run my fingers down my crack and massage some of his load into my tight clench, savoring the raunchy sensation. “You’re a good boy, Timothy. You take orders well.”

“Ha,” he laughs, tucking his cock back into his shorts. “You’re the boss, Diana.”

“Yes, I am,” I say, looking over at him. “And you might be able to sleep with that in your shorts, but I have to get up early. Boss lady needs a shower.”

“Mmmhmmm,” he says, nuzzling into his pillow and smiling with satisfaction.

He’s snoring by the time I get out of the shower. I pull on some pajamas and climb into the bed beside Timothy. He smells like cum, but I still put my arm around him and spoon him tightly. It feels good to have him back in my arms.

A Bad Dream of the Distant Past >


My Ex and the Hazard Chamber

I’m up and out of bed before anyone else. I don’t even need an alarm to get me up. I have always been that way. The only times I have slept past sunrise in my life is when I have been very sick or very pregnant. Not even partying late into the night back in my wild days with Aleksander could keep me from getting up early.

Funny that I am thinking about him first thing in the morning. My divorce from Aleksander was brutal and a lot of nasty things were said, so I try to give my ex-husband as little time as possible in my thoughts. But I am still thinking about him as I slip out of my pajamas and change into my sleek, high visibility green workout leggings and top. I look at my controlled curves in the bathroom mirror as I use both hands to pull my dark hair back into a long, bouncy ponytail.

And I’m still thinking about my damned ex.

I remember Aleksander as big, strong, handsome, and sexually aggressive. Back then at least he had a violent temper and even when he was smiling it was like a ray of light through a storm cloud. I never knew when the thunder would start again.

He never beat me, not that I was worried about that given my powers, but he certainly liked to make me feel small. To break things and shout. By the end of our relationship, I felt something like hatred for him and those feelings were poisoning every moment of my life. But he loved our son, Nikolas, so I knew I could never be completely rid of him.

I glance over at Timothy sleeping soundly in our bed. I lean over him and press a kiss to his forehead.

“Mmmm? Going somewhere?” He murmurs sleepily.

“Workout and then work,” I say. “I’ll see you this afternoon, hon.”

“Mmmmhm,” he says, smiling and pulling the blankets tighter around his shoulders as he turns back towards his pillow.

I’m out the door and running before anyone else in the house so much as yawns. Even with all the compression gear, I know I’m bouncing around like crazy, which makes it nice that almost nobody is up at this hour. I still get a lewd honk from a passing delivery van and a fellow runner stares a little too long at my jiggling curves. 

The first blue is creeping into the sky when I make it to the pickup point. My carpool is late, as usual when it’s not my turn to drive. My phone vibrates on mute, and I answer it assuming it’s Alby calling to explain why he hasn’t showed up yet.

“Where are you?” I demand.

“Good morning to you too, Diana,” comes the deep, rumbling voice of Aleksander Szabric.

It stirs something in my core. It’s that almost growling voice I heard in my ear countless times during my marriage. The voice that called me a slut while Aleksander was fucking me.

“Why are you calling me?” I ask, trying not to let on that I’m unsettled to be hearing from him at all.

“We need to talk about Nikolas,” says Aleksander. “And I do not mean these back-and-forth voicemails. He is a grown man now, Diana, and he needs to make plans beyond going to a college and living with his mother.”

“That’s exactly what he is going to be doing until he graduates,” I reply. “There is nothing more to discuss about this.”

“He is an adult and free to make his own choices,” replies my ex-husband. “I will provide him with an apartment and a weekly stipend—”

“We already discussed this,” I snap. “The finances were settled in arbitration. You are helping with college. That’s it. He is not growing up with a silver spoon in his mouth.”

“Once he is out of college the arbitration clauses expire. He will work for me, he will make millions, and there is not a thing you can do about it.” His voice lowers and I can hear the anger of countless arguments boiling beneath his words. “He is my only son, Diana, and he will be the son I want him to be.”

“He will be the son he chooses to be,” I correct him.

“He is going with me to the island next weekend,” says Aleksander, raising another point of contention. My ex-husband owns an entire island in the Caribbean. He has some sort of research facility there and has only let me visit once.

“Absolutely not,” I say. “You took Nikolas there when he turned sixteen and the stories he came back with were horrifying. Scantily clad women everywhere, men with guns. Jesus Christ, Aleksander, he told me he shot a rocket launcher.”

“Just some toys,” chuckles my ex-husband. “You used to know how to have fun, Diana. But just because you have taken off the crown and put on the suburban housewife’s apron does not mean my boy must be condemned to a dull, uninteresting life of little consequence.”

My jaw tightens. I know he’s talking about Timothy and how he thinks my loving husband has “domesticated” me. Before I can make a nasty reply, I see headlights coming around the curve in the road next to me. They forestall my lecture to my ex about instilling proper values in Nikolas instead of this tech cartel kingpin game Aleksander likes to play on his island.

“We’ll talk about this tonight,” I say to Aleksander. “I have to go now. But this isn’t settled.”

“Which part?” chuckles Aleksander, clearly amused that he has gotten under my skin as usual.

“Goodbye,” I say and hang up.

The sedan pulls up at the curb and the window rolls down. Alby, or one of his cutouts, is sitting in the driver’s seat. He looks me up and down and grins.

“Nice outfit,” he chuckles. “Going to a rave?”

“Last time I wore gray and almost got hit by a garbage truck,” I say, sliding into the passenger seat. Alby is still ogling my curves. “Eyes on the road, short stuff.”

“Oooh, making fun of my height?” He throws the car into drive and pulls away from the curb. “That’s punching down, Angel.”

We arrive at the Constantine Academy just after sunrise and make our way to the locker rooms. Thankfully, still gender-segregated, so I don’t have to get seriously ogled by Alby the whole time I am shucking off my workout clothes. Only to cram my curves into more form-fitting workout clothes.

My Hazard Chamber workout suit is white and emblazoned with the lion crest of the Constantine Academy in gold thread. The suit is layered with neuro circuits invented by Professor Constantine himself. These will allow me to interact with the holographic objects and opponents in the Hazard Chamber with full sensation. Once the simulation is activated, even the suit itself will disappear from my senses, creating the illusion that I am wearing my usual Guardian Angel uniform complete with cape. I’m not sure how these circuits work with Alby’s Cutout powers, but he seems to interact just fine when he duplicates himself in simulations.

Alby is waiting at the exit from the locker rooms and I see he has already split himself into twins. They’re both looking at my ass in the workout suit.

“I’m going to make sure the professor turns off the friendly fire safeguards this time,” I say, pushing past the lecherous duo.

“Oh, yes,” moans one Alby. The other finishes, “Step on us, mommy.”

I roll my eyes and head into the Hazard Chamber. The huge hemispherical room echoes with our footsteps. The walls and domed ceiling are covered in hexagonal panels that pulse with green outlines. Professor Constantine floats down from on high with his chair secured atop a hovering observation platform.

“Good morning,” he says. “After yesterday’s incident on the beach, I wanted to devote your session today to self-control and teamwork.”

“I always work as a team,” says one Alby as he nudges the other.

“The Hazard Level will be set to three and safety protocols are active. However, this will be a challenging encounter.”

“What’s the location?” I ask.

“The Simulated Mall,” says Professor Constantine. “And I want no civilian casualties.”

I grimace and both Alby cutouts groan with dismay. The Simulated Mall makes everything more difficult because there will be huge numbers of civilians that we will be forced to protect. It is distracting and very easy to lose even when you are winning a fight. One stupid simulated kid runs in front of a plasma blast and it is game over.

But I don’t complain.

“We’ll do our best,” I say.

Professor Constantine nods and floats on his platform back up to an observation alcove nestled among the hexagonal panels.

“Good luck,” he shouts, his voice echoing in the hollow of the chamber.

The glowing green panels flicker to red in a sequential wave that sweeps across the chamber. The red light intensifies, brighter and brighter, until I am forced to shield my face with my arms. With a final flash, the Hazard Chamber resolves around us as a modern American shopping mall complete with name brand stores and crowds of shoppers. I look and feel like I am wearing my white and blue Guardian Angel costume complete with the golden wings of the angel on my chest and the red cape hanging over my shoulders. Alby and his twin are wearing their similar blue Cutout costumes with white stripes up the side and a comical paper doll logo on the bicep of each.

The mallgoers swivel their heads and look at us as they walk past. They will react if we interact with them, but until then they are running on a very basic level of artificial intelligence. Acting like schooling fish in a stream.

“Want to get a smoothie?” asks one of the Albies, nodding in the direction of a Jambooey Juicer stand. The other one is distracted momentarily by a young, attractive mallgoer.

“No fooling around,” I say, rising above the crowd and hovering above the mall’s food court.

“Hey, relax,” says the Alby staring at the virtual girl’s departing rear end. “It might be twenty minutes before the bad guys show up and I could use a—”

A shadow sweeps across the food court. I look up just as three hulking humanoid objects crash through the skylights. The crowd switches to panic mode, screaming and running, with some people cringing under tables while most of them stampede in terror. I launch myself towards a toddler directly in the path of one of the descending objects, scoop him up, and deposit him at the Jambooey Juicer.

I turn back just as one of the three giant humanoid mechs opens fire with a beam weapon. It strikes me in the chest, torching my costume and sending a shock of heat through my breasts. The pain is minor. I soak up the destructive ray to shield the crowd as I fly directly towards its source. The three mechs are about twenty feet tall. Each carries an armored shield and a different type of weapon. I grab the energy weapon by its barrel and wrench it from the mech’s hand. The mech swings its shield at me and knocks me to the floor, cracking tiles with the force of the impact.

Alby is all over the other two mechs, using his micro bombs and super strength to distract and dent the armored mechs. The mech standing over me raises the shield to try to finish me off by slamming down the edge.

“Oh no you don’t!” I shout.

I catch the shield’s edge as it descends, flip it out of the mech’s mechanical hands, and launch myself at the robotic head. I grab the censor pod at its root and tear it from the mech’s shoulders. Sparks, flames, and smoke shoot out of the stump. It fumbles blindly for me with its hands. I flip from its shoulders and fire a low yield plasma blast from my hands at what looks like the mech’s power pack. Using my power, even at a low level, sends a thrill of aimless desire through my body. But the plasma works: the power pack ruptures, spewing out acrid green smoke and burning with hissing flames. The mech powers down and crashes to the floor.

“Angel!” shouts Alby and I see that one of the mechs he was fighting has knocked one of the Albies aside and is spinning up some sort of gatling gun to fire at me. “If it shoots that thing it’s going to kill half the bots!”

I glance back and see dozens of people cowering in a cone of certain death behind me. I have no choice but to engage with a powerful plasma blast. The moment it takes for the gatling gun to spin up to speed is all the time I have.

My red plasma fires from both hands, the beam at full power slicing through the gun barrels and carving into the chest of the mech. It’s overkill. The whole mech explodes in a shower of fragments and flames. Luckily it is far enough away from the onlookers that nobody is hurt.

But I pay the price for such unrestrained use of my power. I feel the desire coursing through my body. A sizzling heat in my core that can only be quenched by a hot fuck.

“Mmmmmm,” I moan, dropping to my knees and warring with my urges.

I would be at the mercy of the last remaining mech, but thankfully Alby finally seems to have things under control. He has doubled in numbers again and the four Albies are taking the last remaining mech apart with grenades, oversized hammers, and I am pretty sure I see one of the Albies biting the mech’s leg.

I fight through my urges and float over to observe the last throes of the mech.

“We did it,” says one of the Albies.

“He’s slag!” laughs another, kicking one of the lenses dangling from the mech’s crushed sensor pod.

“They weren’t so tough,” says another Alby, just before he folds himself into his identical twin and reduces the number of Cutouts to three.

That’s when I notice the storm clouds gathering above us. I can hear the wind and a chill air picking up as something drifts down from above.

“I don’t think we’re done here,” I warn.

A busty, muscular woman wearing armor and a cape floats down through the shattered skylights of the mall. Blonde hair swirls out from under her helmet in the growing storm winds.

“I am the Thunder Maiden,” her voice booms as she brandishes a crackling energy hammer. “I have heard of you Guardian Angel. You will kneel before me… or you will die.”

“She’s not gonna kneel before you, lady,” shouts one of the Albies.

“Yeah, she’ll whip your very nice butt and—”

A bolt of lightning shoots from the hammer and hurls the Alby mid-sentence across the food court. He crashes through the counter of a Burger Hut. Debris rains down on the fallen Alby and I can see from the flashing red light that he has been immobilized by his suit. In other words, he’s “dead” in the simulation.

“Hey, that wasn’t nice!” shout the other two Albies, running for cover.

“You!” roars Thunder Maiden, pointing the head of her enormous hammer at me. “Kneel before me now or prepare to face my wroth!”

“Your wroth?” red energy begins to crackle between my fingers as I charge my plasma blast. “Who even says it like that!?”

My words anger the Thunder Maiden, and she thrusts her hammer at me and unleashes a bolt of electricity. My plasma blast answers and meets her crackling lightning in midair. For a moment, it seems we are evenly matched, our beams sputtering and thrashing at one another. But I pour my force into the beam of superheated plasma and cut through her crackling bolt. The plasma explodes against the Thunder Maiden’s armored chest and sends her flying into a kiosk selling cheap drones.

I fly after her, colliding with her as she rises from the smoking ruins of the kiosk. It is as we grapple that I realize my mistake. The Thunder Maiden smiles wickedly, her arm muscles bulging as I feel an overwhelming wave of lust inundate my senses and drown my rational mind.

“What’s wrong? Can’t think straight?” The Thunder Maiden laughs as she overpowers me and straddles my waist. I grab her wrists to keep her from getting her hands around my neck. I realize my plasma blast has incinerated most of her armored breastplate and her big, soft tits are dangling against me. My own uniform is shredded and our bare flesh collides.

“Oooohhhhh,” I moan, pleasure arcing through me like a bolt of the Thunder Maiden’s lightning.

“Yes, I think I found your weak spot,” she laughs, rubbing her stiff nipples and the weight of her breasts against my own sensitive buds and soft mounds. Her helmet is askew, and I can see her glowing blue eyes and her wicked smile. She leans lower, a lock of her blonde hair tickling against my face. “Surrender to me, Guardian Angel, and I’ll spare your friend.”

I can hear Alby shouting and more of the mechs dropping through the skylight.

“Never,” I gasp, bucking and trying to dislodge her. But it’s no use, my super strength is being sapped by my pleasure. Each time Thunder Maiden’s nipples drag against my own, a bolt of pleasure shoots through my core and throbs in my clit. My bucking attempts to dislodge the super villainess become more like grinding attempts to press my mound against her groin.

Thunder Maiden’s smile descends on my lips, and she presses a kiss to me, her tongue invading my mouth and sliding against my own. I moan, surrendering to my desire, unable to control myself any longer. I let go of Thunder Maiden’s wrists and my hands find the firm roundness of her ass.

Suddenly, she stops moving atop me and everything goes quiet.

“I am afraid my simulation has not been programmed for more than that,” booms the deep voice of Professor Constantine.

The simulation fades out of existence, returning me to the stark, green-lit Hazard Chamber. I am lying on my back in an undamaged body suit. The Albies, no longer “dead” or incapacitated by the mechs, stand up all around me. But everything isn’t back to normal. My breasts are heaving with the panting breaths and my pussy is aching for attention.

“Your heart rate is greatly elevated, Diana,” says the professor, his voice echoing in the empty dome as he floats down from his observation alcove. “You had better have a cold shower and get cleaned up. I will be waiting for you in the briefing room.”

I almost cry out with desperate need, but I manage to fight back the urge to plead for Professor Constantine to fuck me right there in the Hazard Chamber. He floats away and out of the chamber. Alby, folding into himself until there is only one of him left, walks over and offers me a hand up.

I accept it, still out of breath with lust as I rise to my feet.

“That really got to you, didn’t it?” he chuckles, and I can tell he is looking at my nipples, jutting as stiff as bullets beneath my bodysuit.

“He programmed it,” I gasp, “to push my buttons.”

“If you need any buttons pushed, I’m happy to help,” says Alby, walking with me towards the double doors to the locker rooms. “I’ve got all sorts of techniques to help you focus. You know. Meditation and exercises and stuff.”

I stop at the door and glance in Alby’s direction. He’s looking at my ass in the tightfitting workout suit and not even looking up at my face.

“I’ll get your mind straight,” he says, rubbing his chin and seeming to imagine what it would be like if I sat on his face.

This lust is dangerous. I might do anything – or anyone – to get some relief.


What should I do?

Relieve the pressure in the shower

Take Alby up on his offer

Go tell Professor Constantine about my troubles


Relieve the Pressure in the Shower

Alby is still admiring my aroused body in my tight workout uniform. He knows better than just about anyone how bad I can get when things heat up on the battlefield. But I can’t succumb to my lustful feelings and cause strain on my partnership with Alby. Not to mention cheating on my husband with what amounts to my coworker. Coworkers plural? Would fucking Alby count as cheating more than once?

“I’ll handle this myself, Alby,” I say to him softly, starting past him towards the women’s locker room.

“Can I watch?” he asks.

The temerity of the little lech!

“If you want me to burn out your eyes with my plasma, sure,” I say, sauntering past him and even teasing him with a little swing of my hips before stepping into the low lights of the locker room.

“It’s almost worth it,” shouts Alby, but I know he is smart enough to leave me alone.

My body is on fire, sweat cool against my burning skin as I begin to undress. I let out a gasp as the compression eases and I free my big, soft tits to the cool air conditioning. Nipples stiff. Breasts heaving. My thighs quivering as I peel out of my workout pants. My cunt slick with desire.

I hurry into the shower, leaving my sweaty uniform hanging over the bench. The jets of warm water can clean off the sweat but do little to the residue of desire clinging to my body. I moan, my hands spreading lather over my tits. Brushing across my nipples. My forehead leaned against the dark tiles as one hand slips between my legs.

I close my eyes and move my finger against my clit as I return to a fantasy version of the Hazard Room. Thunder Maiden has beaten me. The mechs have tied up Alby. The arrogant blonde with the big tits straddles my face and grabs a handful of my hair.

“Oh, how the mighty have fallen,” she laughs. “Do you yield to me?”

“Never,” I moan, rubbing faster on my clit back in the real world.

“Then I will make you yield!” She tears open the hidden clasps of her codpiece and leggings and exposes the golden-thatched mound of her cunt.

She doesn’t even have to smother me with it. I lean up and bury my face in that hot cunt, tonguing eagerly at her slit and tasting the sweet nectar of her lust. In the real world, I’ve switched hands massaging my pussy, while I lick my own juices from my other fingers and picture the Thunder Maiden. I’ve had super villainesses dominate me once or twice, usually just to gloat before I beat them, but I’ve never had a super villainess sitting her hot cunt on my face.

“Mmmmmmmm!” I moan, tonguing my fingers and picturing my hands grabbing Thunder Maiden’s ass. Her powerful thighs squeezing my head as I lick and suck her delicious pussy. Her clit rubbing against my tongue. Thick and bold like a tiny cock. I moan as I pleasure her and she laughs triumphantly.

“The world will bow before me! You are but the first! Now… make your queen cummmm!”

Her thunderous cry of ecstasy is my own, ringing out against the shower tiles as I cum on my thrusting fingers. Hips bucking and plasma crackling from my fingers and sizzling on the tiles as I discharge my pent-up lust.

But I am not done yet. I fall back onto the floor, under the blasting nozzles of the smart shower. Water spraying my pussy as I continue to finger fuck myself and picture Thunder Maiden commanding her mechs to assault me with all sorts of robotic dildos. Plunging pink pussy-wreckers, ribbed tentacles that invade my ass, even a goo-spewing multi-cock that drenches my face and tits in hot, oily robo jizz.

In the real world, I cum on my fingers again and again, picturing the robots pounding my pucker, gaping my cunt, and bathing me in their blasting spunk. I never escape Thunder Maiden either, licking her, sucking her tits, eating her round ass with her weight pressing down on my face. The filthier the fantasy, the more of my excess lust I manage to alleviate.

Finally, gasping, trembling with aftershocks of my fifth or sixth orgasm, I manage to recover from the madness that has gripped me. I shower off the last of my mess and stagger back into the locker room.

I’m not too happy about how dirty that got. A quick check of the clock tells me I spent almost twenty minutes in the shower. After the way the simulation was ended, I have no doubt Professor Constantine is going to know why I was in here so long.

But at least I didn’t do something stupid with Alby. Or even the professor.

I sigh, toweling off and dressing in some very suburban mom street clothes including my glasses, mom jeans, and an unflattering blouse.

Now comes the lecture from the professor about self-control even though he set up Thunder Maiden’s behavior to make me lose that control. Even without his psychic powers, he knows I was in here masturbating like crazy.

So this is gonna be awkward. 

CONTINUE >


Take Alby Up on His Offer

I know this is a bad idea. I know I can trust Alby with my life, but not with sex. He is constantly lusting after me and just about any other woman he comes across.

I bite my lower lip, feeling his eyes devouring my curvy body in the tight Hazard Room workout suit.

It seems ridiculous, but Alby is a sex expert. Maybe he does know some secret way to control my urges.

“You can show me a way to get this under control?” I ask, gesturing to my excited body.

“Oh, yeah, Angel,” he says, his grin spreading. “I can help you transcend desire. Come with me.”

He holds out his tiny hand. With a disbelieving shake of my head, already chastising myself for being so gullible, I reach out and grasp Alby’s fingers. He pulls me with him into the men’s locker room.

“In here?” I object, even as I allow him to lead me deeper.

“In the sauna,” he says, walking me through the thankfully empty locker room and over to the sauna. “Better get naked first.”

He tosses me a towel and watches me as I undress from my workout suit. I do my best to get the towel around my curvy body without him seeing much, but I know he’s looking. The towel barely wraps around my huge tits and my wide hips. The bottom stops barely three inches below my waist. If I bend forward at all the towel rides up my back and exposes my whole ass.

Fuck me, I am so horny I practically want to let it all out. If Alby had his cock out, I’d probably be begging for it. But I haven’t seen it yet.

In fact, he undresses so quickly, and the towel is so big for him, that Alby looks like he is wearing a terrycloth robe.

“Ready?” he asks, watching as I adjust the tight wrap of the towel around my bust.

“Yeah, I guess,” I sigh, feeling sure that I am making a mistake. “After you.”

We step into the humid atmosphere of the wood-paneled sauna. Steam drifts around us. The recessed lighting and wood paneling lends the room a warm, golden tone. Alby hops onto the bench and pats the seat next to him. I sit down, feeling my pussy throb against the soft pressure of the towel I am sitting on.

“So, um, what’s this technique?” I ask.

“The only way to get your mind off sex,” says Alby, “is to do something sexual. For a guy, it’s jackin’ off. For a girl, well, you know what you ladies do. But the quickest way would be for me to help you.”

“I knew it,” I say, standing up from the bench. “I knew you were just asking me in here to try to fuck me.”

“No, no, no,” says Alby, waving his hands for me to calm down. “Sex would be a total last resort scenario. No. I mean I could use my powers and give you the best time of your life…”

His words trail off as I glower down at him, folding my arms across my chest even though it makes the towel ride dangerously up my thighs.

“Okay, okay,” says Alby. “So not a gangbang with me and my boys. But you can trust me, Angel, I’m your sidekick. So let’s do a focus exercise. You know, focus your attention away from your lust and direct it towards something constructive. I learned this from my Yoga instructor.”

“What do I focus on?” I ask.

“How about this?” Alby reaches down and unties his towel from his lap. Before I can object, he flops the towel open and reveals his hard cock jutting up. It’s not big compared to my ex’s huge hammer, not even big next to Timothy’s wonderful cock, but it looks big in comparison to Alby’s small stature. A rude, red pillar of throbbing cock, big balls dangling beneath it, and a wisp of red hair around the root. The fat mushroom cap already glistening with a little bit of Alby’s precum.

My mouth works open and closed at the audacity of Alby. I can’t think of what to say to him, but just as I expected, I feel an intense stirring in my core. A need to touch the randy runt’s fat cock.

“What… what are you proposing?” I finally manage, my voice low and husky.

“Oh, nothing crazy,” says Alby, leaning his hands back on the bench and shamelessly flaunting his hard cock. “How about you focus your mind on releasing your lust while you focus your mouth on releasing a big load from my cock?”

“You want me to… to suck your dick?” I frown at the thought, but I can’t look away from Alby’s raging red hardon.

“Yeah, you know, really focus on the act,” he chuckles and his cock flexes up and down once.

I’m furious and flummoxed. Enraged by his proposal, by his boldness, but also… fuck… I do sort of want that thing in my mouth. Maybe… maybe if I just jerk him off or something? No, no this is crazy! Alby is fucking with me!

I bite my lower lip so hard it hurts. Alby is watching me squirm.


What do I do?

Call out Alby’s bullshit!

I will use my hand on Alby

I will try Alby’s method this one time


Go Tell Professor Constantine About My Troubles

“I’m not taking the bait, Alby,” I say to him.

“Can’t blame me for trying,” chuckled Alby. “You look adorable when you get all worked up. I just want to… ah… I see from that look in your eyes that if I speak my truth then I’m going to be eating a plasma blast for lunch.”

“Just do like me and take a nice cold shower, Alby.” I brush past him and into the women’s locker room. I try to look confident when I do it, but the truth is I’m panting with need. My whole body desperately needs some sort of release. This can’t go on. I can’t keep doing this to myself. I need to talk to the professor about it.

I shower off quickly and dry myself. I am about to change into my street clothes, but I hesitate. I’m not sure why, but I decide to don my full Constantine Academy uniform of white slacks, white blazer, and paisley blue button-down shirt. It fits my curves like a glove. Sexy, but not too sexy.

I’m still trembling with need as I walk from the locker room to Professor Constantine’s private laboratory. The door hisses open as I approach. Inside, I find the professor sitting in front of a bank of holographic computer displays. The glow of the digital imagery lights the otherwise dark room.

“Hello, Diana,” says the professor, his chair whirring as he turns to face me. “After your performance in the Hazard Chamber, I thought I might get a visit from you before our briefing. What can I do for you?”

“I’m trying to focus, like you told me,” I begin, walking into the glow of the holographic imagery. “I try to center myself and be aware of the energy in my body. I use meditation techniques to try to distance my mind from my body and to help me understand my intrusive urges. But the truth is, professor, I can only hold it back so long. I feel the energy burning inside me, making me crave release, and I have to do something.”

“Like go home and have sex with your husband,” says the professor.

“Yes,” I admit. “I’ve done that many. Or, you know, um, satisfied myself.”

“Masturbation,” says the professor, his deep voice betraying no amusement. “But that isn’t always possible, is it? Sometimes you have faced more immediate issues. Embarrassing ones.”

“Yes, you know that’s the case,” I say. “What can I do? There has to be something!”

“There is,” says the professor. “Follow me.”

Now I’m intrigued. His chair whirrs again as he turns away from me and drives past me to the holographic displays and towards the large magnetic hatch that separates his laboratory from Sentinel Control. That’s the name of the psychic projection device invented by Professor Constantine to help him locate and contact other superhumans around the world. He was going to call it something else, but apparently there was a trademark on that term, so he just went with Sentinel and the room is called Sentinel Control.

“You’re going to use Sentinel on me?” I ask.

“In a manner,” says the professor, wheeling his chair beneath the Sentinel helmet. The large helmet, connected by power cables to the central computer, descends onto his head with a click. “Now then, have a seat in the chair in front of me. You will find a helmet located next to it on that table.”

I look over and find a small silvery helmet on the table next to the chair. I pick it up and can feel a faint hum of active electronics beneath my fingers.

“What do I do?” I ask.

“Get comfortable in the chair, put that on your head, and close your eyes,” says the professor. “It is called the Reverie. The electromagnetic field within the helmet will place you in a trancelike state. I will then use my powers to enhance your cognitive abilities, allowing you to create a fantasy world for you to safely and privately achieve relief from your power’s side effects.”

“You mean, have a sexy fantasy?” I ask, sliding the helmet down onto my head. “And that will cure me?”

“It will be more than a fantasy,” says the professor. “Once I apply my powers, it will seem as real as this, but you will be in full control. My mind is only there to make the device work.”

“Alright,” I say, dubiously. “What do I do now?”

“Close your eyes,” says the professor. “Take a deep breath and…”

I’m not sure he says anything after that. I hear a muffled sound but then I am in a gauzy dreamland. Everything has that blurry, smeared lens look I get when my glasses are dirty. I’m out in the sun. On the beach. The boardwalk is nearby. Torvald? No, I don’t want to see him.

The blur fades. I see a golden sunset beach with perfect clarity. A figure is riding a wave in, effortlessly turning his surfboard towards shore and coasting in on a wave of foam. He steps off, rugged, handsome, fit, and completely bald.

“Professor?” I ask as he steps off the surfboard.

“Have you been waiting for me on the beach all this time?” he asks, his voice as thrillingly deep as always, but with a youthful lilt. Sure enough, he looks at least ten years younger. And of course, he’s walking. Wearing nothing but board shorts and showing off a toned, tanned physique.

He walks over to me as I am admiring him, taking me in his strong arms, and plants a kiss on my lips without hesitation. I can’t resist his thrusting tongue. My lips part and my tongue melts against his. My soft curves pressing against the wet, sun-warmed gold of his body.

“Professor,” I gasp against his lips.

“We’ve been married for years, Diana,” he chuckles. “I think it’s alright to call me by my first name.”

“Bernard,” I say.

He laughs and draws me tighter. I realize I’m wearing a tiny blue string bikini, my tits nearly squeezing out as he holds me against his muscular body.

“I love the way it sounds on your lips,” he chuckles and leans down for another kiss.

I try to remind myself that this isn’t real, that it’s just some fantasy that the professor is sharing with me. Or did I dream it up? Is this what I really want? I moan as my lips yield to him again. Our tongue-tangled kiss grows hotter by the moment and his strong arms bear me down to the sandy beach. His muscular thigh presses between my legs and against the hot mound of my cunt.

“Ohhhhh, Bernard,” I moan, arching against him. His kiss leaves my lips.

“Diana,” he murmurs, hands on my breasts, peeling down my bikini top and exposing my breasts to the sunset. I have bikini lines as though I have been tanning on the beach for weeks. His fingers brush across my nipples. His hands gather my breasts and he kisses them. Sucks them.

“Ohhhhh, god, yesss,” I cry, the pleasure of having my tits sucked so intense that I feel like I might cum. I buck and ride against the weight of his leg against my bikini-covered mound. But I want more. So much more.

I reach for his board shorts, my hands sliding under the wet fabric and grabbing his muscular ass. One hand slipping around his hip to feel the stiffness of his cock pressed upright between us. I tease my fingers up his shaft. Up to the underside.

“Mmmmmm,” he moans, pleasure vibrating against my nipple as he sucks.

“I need it, Bernard,” I moan. “I need… need you. To fuck me.”

“I know, my love,” growls Bernard, his kiss leaving my breasts and returning to my neck. His lips find mine again and I feel his powerful hands following my sides down to the strings of my bikini bottoms. I gasp as he unties them and shifts them aside. My hand on his throbbing length of cock guides it to the slick petals of my cunt.

He stops me for a moment, his cock brushing at my entrance, lifting his lips from mine to gaze down into my eyes. Then he thrusts through my fingers and into the hot, needful cove of my cunt. A confident stroke that buries his full length inside me and presses deep. His balls a weight against my ass, squeezing as he drives even deeper.

“Ohhhhhh, yessss,” I cry, wrapping my legs around him and crossing my ankles. I never want that magnificent cock to leave me. I’d always harbored a fantasy of getting fucked by Professor Constantine, but never in my wildest dreams had I imagined it would be like this.

His strokes drive me over the edge with forceful skill. His magnificent cock finding places inside me yearning to be touched that no man has ever found before. I cry out and he stifles my cry with another kiss. His tongue sweet and urgent. His strokes intensify as I am overwhelmed by one of the most powerful orgasms of my life. Waves of gripping pleasure pulsing from my clit to the spasming depths of my cunt.

The surf crashes around us. Frothy edges of waves lapping at our bodies as Bernard cries out and cums in throbbing gushes deep inside me. His pleasure intensifying my own until I am cumming again with him. A second climax right after the first. My clutching cunt draining his balls until he lies atop me, spent and chuckling, our lips uniting again for one last kiss.

“Oh, Bernard,” I moan, hot against his kiss, “I always knew you would be amazing.”

“Thanks,” he chuckles and plants another kiss on my lips. Our tongues are still intertwined as the world fades into the gauzy mists.

I wake slowly from the Reverie and open my eyes to see that I am sitting across from Professor Constantine in a chair in the Sentinel. I lift the helmet from my head and return it to the table with a shuddering sigh. Professor Constantine smiles at me and the Sentinel helmet disengages from his bald head.

“That was incredible,” I say, feeling my cheeks color as he looks at me. “I wasn’t meaning you to be there… it just sort of happened.”

“I was there?” Professor Constane arches an eyebrow.

“You mean, you don’t know?”

“I designed this process so that the Reverie would be a private thing. I could feel your emotions and sense your pleasure, but I was not there with you nor guiding your experience.” He whirrs a little closer in his chair. “You were completely in control.”

“Oh, so that was all… I thought you put yourself in there.” I giggle a little more girlishly than I mean to, and my blush deepens. “Sorry, ah, it worked. I feel all better now.”

“I know that much,” he says. “I could sense your release through the interface.”

I can’t quite meet his eyes. In the process of avoiding his gaze I happen to look down at the professor’s lap. Whatever he was experiencing through that psychic machine of his, it was enough to get him excited, because he has a huge erection tenting his trousers. He clearly didn’t get any release from his end of the interface. He’s so hard I can see the outline of his cockhead against his stretched pants.

“We should get to the briefing room,” says the professor. “I have something very important to discuss with you and Albert.”

“R-right,” I say, but I don’t immediately start for the door.


What should I do?

Mention the professor’s erection

Say nothing about his arousal and head to the Briefing Room


Call Out Alby’s Bullshit!

I stare at Alby’s blunt-headed red cock sticking up from his lap for one second. Two. It flexes again like a cobra waiting to strike at its foe. I meet the grinning midget’s gaze and he wiggles his eyebrows and blows me a kiss.

Oh, no, this is not going to happen. He knows me well enough to see the fury starting to contort my expression and he yelps and rolls backwards off the bench. My punch collides with the row of sauna benches behind Alby and smashes the wood into splinters.

“You little creep!” I shout at him. “I trusted you to help me and you use my moment of weakness to try to get a blowjob?”

I leap over the bench as he scurries under it. My towel flies off my body, leaving me stark naked and bouncing everywhere as I jump, crouch, and reach under the bench. I catch Alby by his ankle and drag him back out.

“N-no! It wasn’t about me! I was trying to help!”

I lift him up by one leg and fling him across the hot rocks and into the benches on the other side. He starts to get up, rubbing his head, and I leap atop him. I don’t care that he’s naked. I grapple with the little pervert, smacking his face with my open hand like he owes me money.

My leg is pressing against his erection as I bend him back onto the sauna bench and throttle him with both hands. His face goes red as he tries to choke out apologies. I feel something slimy on my leg and realize it’s precum smearing my thigh.

“You’re so disgusting!” I shout, flipping him over the bench and spanking his ass hard enough to leave red handprints. I grab hold of his obscenely stiff cock. “I should rip this thing off at the root!”

“Ahhhhh! No!” Alby looks back at me over his shoulder. “Please! It was a mean trick, I admit it! I’m a horrible son of a bitch! You’re just so hoooooAAAHHHH!”

He cries out as I squeeze on his cock, giving him a taste of what it might feel like if I just decided to turn it into pulp.

“Please, I swear, I won’t ever do it again,” he cries. “Don’t make me a eunuch.”

“Admit it!” I demand, stroking his cock down between his legs. “Admit that you’re an evil little pervert and you tried to trick me.”

“I admit it! I should be a villain! AHhhhh! Angel!” He whimpers. “Not so rough.”

I look down at his red cock in my hand, stroking it roughly with only sweat and precum as lubricant.

“Isn’t this what you wanted?” I laugh. “To make me get you off?”

“I’m not getting off,” cries my sidekick. “You’re going to pull it off!”

I loosen my grip just a little, but I stroke Alby’s cock even faster. My hand is a superhuman blur. My tits are jiggling wildly as I work his dick with my hand. Pumping him as he whimpers and whines in the compromising position bent over the bench on his stomach.

“Aaaooooohhhh!” he wails. “It hurts… hurts… ahhhhh… but…”

“Butt?” I smack his ass with my other hand. “But you’re going to shoot your horrible cum all over?”

“YESSS!” wails Alby.

I feel his cock begin to throb beneath my sliding fingers and I suddenly let go and step back. Alby’s cock twitches and spurts onto the floor of the sauna. I watch his tight balls twitch and the vein beneath this raw cock throbbing as he pumps out his jizz. His cock untouched through his whimpering release. His orgasm ruined.

“I feel much better,” I chuckle and saunter slowly towards the sauna door. “Thanks for helping me out.”

“Where… where are you going?” he whimpers, slowly standing up and covering his cock with his hands.

“I need to get dressed and meet the professor in the briefing room.” I glance down at the puddle of cum between Alby’s feet. “You’d better get a mop and clean up your mess.”

CONTINUE >


I Will Use My Hand on Alby

“No, absolutely not,” I say, wincing at the sight of Alby’s swollen cock. No way am I getting down on my knees in the sauna and blowing this lecherous lilliputian.

“Awwww, you know you wanna, Angel,” laughs Alby, grabbing his root and wagging his dick up and down. The sight of his cock and dangling balls is making my pussy pulse with need. If I keep staring at it, I’m going to be gurgling the devious dwarf’s dick before I know it.

“Stop that!” I say, bringing up a hand to shield myself from the sight. He laughs and I can hear his meat slapping up and down. But using my hand to block the sight gives me an idea. “Okay, okay, enough.”

“You’re gonna do it?” asks Alby, a mischievous lilt to his voice.

“No, I am not sucking your dick,” I say with a sigh. I look away from it as I tuck my towel and sit next to him on the bench. “I’ll try your whole focus thing, but only with my hand.”

“You’re actually going to give me a handy?” Alby laughs and claps his hands together. “Alright! Yeah! Yes! That is perfect! Now, reach over here and take hold of my staff. Don’t be shy, Angel, it’s not like you’ve never touched one before.”

“Ew, alright, but do you have to be so nasty talking about it?” I reach over into his lap and reluctantly wrap my hand around the warm, pulsing length of Alby’s hard cock. Touching him like this, feeling him twitching beneath my fingers, makes me breathe a little heavier.

“Look at it, Angel,” he says. “You have to look at it to focus on it.”

“Fine, but will you shut up?” I ask, forcing myself to look down at the pulsating, glistening length of Alby’s cock in my hand.

“Uh, no, I don’t think I can,” replies Alby. “But you just focus on that dick. That’s right. Ohhhhhh… nice and slow… feel it twitching?”

“Yes, I guess,” I say, my nose wrinkling with disgust even though I’m fascinated by the sensation of his cock bucking in my grasp. “But I don’t… don’t think this is helping me at all.”

That’s an understatement. The more I pump Alby’s red prick, the more the heat is building inside me. I feel like I have a fireplace in my tummy and each time I work my hand up and down Alby’s cock it’s like I’m blowing a bellows into that fireplace.

“You’re getting more aroused,” groans Alby. “I see, this is very serious.”

“I’m not sucking it,” I pant, working my hand faster and smearing his precum down his shaft.

“No, no, of course not,” he says, thrusting against my stroking hand. “But maybe… maybe it would work better… if we were both enjoying this.”

“What are you proposing?” I growl, still stroking his cock, but making my voice low and dangerous.

“I have… have some rubbers,” he says and quickly adds, “It won’t mean anything. This isn’t for pleasure. Not really. I mean it is… ohhhh… it does feel good, but it’s about releasing that need without causing a catastrophe. You don’t want to incinerate the professor’s sauna, do you?”

“Of course not,” I hiss, “but sex is going too far.”

Alby’s gaze is focused intently on my tits bouncing against my towel with the motion of my pumping hand. My breasts are so close to popping out that I’m sure he can see my areolas peeking over the white terrycloth.

“These aren’t normal circumstances, Angel,” he says, his voice getting low and raspy. “This is an emergency. You’ve said before that what happens on a mission is walled off from your life. This is part of the mission. Right? You can’t go home like this.”

“Ohhhh, fuck,” I moan, fighting the urge to climb on top of Alby’s twitching cock. “But I can’t… my husband…”

“He doesn’t need to know anything,” says Alby. “C’mon, Angel. You know you want to ride it.”

He’s right. I do. More than anything in the world, at this moment, I want Alby’s hard cock pounding into my pussy. I know it’s stupid, but I don’t want to fight the urge!


What should I do?

Refuse and finish Alby off with my hand

Just this once I will try fucking Alby


I Will Try Alby’s Method This One Time

A part of me knows this is all just a scheme by Alby to get me to suck his dick. But his idea doesn’t seem so crazy as I stare down at that throbbing red cock sticking up obscenely from Alby’s lap. I like to give head well enough and maybe a broken cock can be right twice a day.

“Alright,” I say, pulling my damp hair back into a ponytail and tying it with a band. “I’ll try it this one time, Alby. But do not breathe a word of this to the professor. And if it doesn’t work—”

“Never again,” he says, smiling a huge, shit-eating grin. “You have my word.”

“Right,” I sigh. “And you’d never lie to me or try to trick me into giving you head or anything.”

I don’t wait for Alby’s response. I yank Alby’s towel out of his grasp and drop it onto the floor in front of the sauna bench. I sink down to my knees on the piled towel and take a deep breath as I come face-to-face with Alby’s twitching red cock. Why is the head so big? And how is it already starting to drip with precum?

I make a disgusted face at it. I can smell the sweaty funk of his workout in the Hazard Chamber. And his balls are huge and covered in wispy red hairs. Why am I doing this?

But my body answers the question for me. I need to do this, or at least try it, to see if it can cure me of the urges I get after using my powers. If sucking off my sidekick is all it takes to prevent something much worse, well, isn’t that worth knowing?

“Alright,” I say, looking up at Alby sternly. “Where should I start?”

“Don’t pretend like you haven’t sucked cock before,” scoffs Alby.

“No, you little creep,” I say, batting his cock with my fingers and making it swing back and his hit abdomen before nearly smacking my face. “I mean the focus part. This isn’t for fun, Alby. This is to cure me of my… you know… urges.”

“I know those urges,” he says, nodding seriously. “Alright. Well, I suggest you take hold of my cock with one hand. Good. Yes. Not too tight. Just like that. Now lean down… ooohhh… yes, and give it a kiss.”

“A kiss?” I hesitate, my lips almost close enough to touch his throbbing tip.

“For starters,” he says. “Take a deep breath and plant a kiss right there, where it’s a little wet.”

I take a deep, slightly shaky breath and then pout my lips and press them to the head of Alby’s cock. He groans and I let the kiss linger. My tongue tastes the salty hint of his precum on my lips. That sends another ripple of need through my body. Without thinking, I part my lips and let my tongue glide all over his cockhead. Alby sucks in a deep breath as I begin giving his twitching tip a tongue bath.

It comes so naturally after that. My lips descend and I engulf his hard cock in my mouth. I moan around him, lips tightening, sliding lower, back up again, and down once more. My moans vibrating against his cock as I begin to bob my head in Alby’s lap. Just like that, I’m blowing my trusty sidekick. Slurping and moaning softly on him as my head rises and falls and his throbbing cock slides through my lips.

But this is not helping to clear my mind or dissipate the heat inside my body. The more I suck Alby’s cock, the more a fever of lust seems to grip me. I can feel the towel slipping from my chest, my tits hanging somewhat exposed with my stiff nipples visible to Alby. I moan and massage his heavy balls as I suck and drool all over his cock.

I’m enjoying myself. Fighting the urge to finger my pussy as I suck his dick.

“Oh, god, you’re amazing at that,” moans Alby, stroking my head. I look up at him, trying to warn him to be good with a blue-eyed glare, but not sure what good means in the moment. I can feel drool dripping from my chin. My tongue strokes his sweaty balls as his cock prods my throat.

I pop my lips free and warn him, “You’d better not cum in my mouth, Alby. I hate it when guys do that.”

Which isn’t true, I often love it, but I don’t want Alby doing it.

“A lot of guys blowing loads in your mouth, Angel?” he chuckles, but then winces as I tighten my grip on the base of his cock.

“Just warn me,” I growl and return to sucking on his twitching cock.

“Yeah… ohhh… you got it, babe,” says Alby, stroking my ponytail.

I soon lose myself in the act of blowing him. The rhythmic rise and fall of my head and the steady, slippery slide of his cock in and out of my mouth is almost Zenlike. Maybe this is working. Alby is certainly making a lot of noise.

But can I trust him to warn me before he cums? Or is my selfish sidekick going to let his swimmers loose in my mouth?


Can I trust Alby to warn me?

He's my sidekick, of course he'll warn me!

Let Alby cum all over my tits instead


He’s My Sidekick, Of Course He’ll Warn Me!

Alby’s my sidekick and if I can’t trust my sidekick, who can I trust? I moan softly as I resume giving him a scorching hot blowjob. All my focus is on his pleasure. On the way his swollen cock twitches and strains in my mouth. On the way his spit-soaked balls tighten beneath my stroking fingers. On his heavy breathing and fingers tightening my hair.

My towel has completely fallen open, and my soft tits are jiggling as I bob vigorously on Alby’s stiff, wet cock. It’s so warm in my mouth. There’s salty pre tickling at the back of my throat every time I swallow against his cockhead. He must be getting close, but he hasn’t said anything yet.

I close my eyes, breathing deeply through my nose. Focusing on Alby’s pleasure and nothing else. The warm length of his cock gliding between my lips. Bumping the back of my throat. Twitching against my tongue.

It’s working. Against all my expectations I feel my overcharged body beginning to equalize. I suck harder, moaning with relief as I hollow my cheeks around Alby’s cock. I still have a lot of energy to dissipate, but this is a good—

“AHHHHHHH!” Alby lets out a loud groan of pleasure and that very instant hot cum gushes against the back of my throat. I swallow without thinking, tasting his raunchy load as it glides down my throat like a gulped oyster. But he’s just starting.

I’m furious, my focus interrupted, but I finish the job. Moaning angrily and looking up at Alby’s face contorted in ecstasy as he pumps my mouth full of his hot, salty spunk. His balls throb under my fingers and I suck hard until he has emptied his load.

“Ohhhh, Angel, you are the best,” he groans, his eyes slowly opening as I suck out the last drops of his jizz. He sees the anger blazing in my eyes and he winces. “S-sorry, Angel! It was just so good, I couldn’t stop you! Oh, I’m so sorry! Did you… did you swallow it though?”

“Mmmmmmhmmm,” I reply, giving his cock one last bob before pulling my lips free. “Yes, I did, because I would have drowned if I didn’t. You didn’t warn me at all, Alby.”

“I thought… I mean… well, did it at least work?” He looks at me hopefully.

I rock back on my knees, my ass against my heels, and I consider as I swallow several times to clear my mouth of Alby’s strong taste. The intense need is still throbbing in my abdomen. I can feel it buzzing in my limbs. I don’t know if Alby’s technique was actually working or I was just deluding myself because I was enjoying sucking his cock. Either way, the result is that it did not completely work.

“There might have been something,” I admit. “It might’ve started to work. But it didn’t work. Not even close.”

I hold up my fingers and show off the excess plasma crackling between my digits. Alby winces, grabbing for a fresh towel and scrambling away like I’m about to incinerate his softening cock.

“That’s right,” I say to him, rising to my feet as my towel drops away completely. “You’d better run, Alby, because I might just fry you with all this plasma! Go! Get out of here!”

“See you in the briefing room!” cries Alby, scrambling over the benches, toppling, rolling, and running bare-assed out of the sauna.

I sigh and sit heavily back on the benches. Steam gusts around me as I part my thighs and run my fingers down to my sopping slit. My clit seems to jump against my fingertips as I begin to massage it. God help me, I actually focus on that blowjob. It’s so fresh in my mind that I fantasize about touching myself while I’m sucking Alby’s cock. The lingering strong taste of his cum helps a little with the fantasy.

“Mmmmmm!” I moan, pursing my lips tightly and bucking against my fingers. Imagining Alby’s cock twitching between my lips. Spurting out another load of his strong jizz. Cumming with him in a crackling, sparking, but ultimately minor blast of plasma as I frig myself to a climax.

I lie back, panting, tits heaving, thighs trembling in the aftermath as I sprawl on the benches. I slowly rise to my feet from the awkward pose and stagger back to the shower. A quick blast of cold water clears my head. I don my street clothes stashed in my locker. Mom jeans and a blouse. Nothing fancy.

I’m ready to go home, but I have a feeling Professor Constantine is going to give me some bad news. That’s not just the lingering stink of Alby’s balls. I can smell a mission in the air. 

CONTINUE >


Let Alby Cum All Over My Tits Instead

Alby has issues with self-control under the best of circumstances. I’m not trusting him to think clearly with my lips wrapped around his cock. I give his straining red cock one more good bob and then pop my lips free with a wet smack.

“Ah, why are you stopping?” he groans, trying to pull my head back down onto his cock.

I easily shrug off his hand and give him a saucy smile. “Oh, no, you’re close to unloading in my mouth. You can’t be trusted.”

“Me?” He holds a hand to his chest as if wounded. “You’ll trust me with your life in battle, but you won’t trust me to warn you when I’m about to cum?”

“Well, mmm,” I give him one more quick bob on his tip and a swirl of my tongue, then I let my hand take over on his pulsating red shaft. “I don’t actually trust you with my life, Cutout, because I’m always looking out for the both of us. But… mmmmmm… I just don’t want to gargle your goo. That doesn’t mean I’m not going to keep going with your exercise.”

“Right, well, um, instead of your hand,” says Alby, “how about those amazing tits? Wrap those around my cock, Angel, and focus on stroking me with those luscious fun bags.”

“You want me to squeeze out your cum with these?” I heft the weight of my breasts in both hands.

“Oh my god, yes,” groans Alby. “You have no idea how many times I’ve thought about… well… something like that.”

“Alright,” I say, leaning my tits closer. “I’ll just have to focus on stroking you with my breasts instead of sucking on that big cock of yours.”

“Fuuuuck,” moans Alby.

My breasts are damp and flushed from the humid sauna air. I cradle them in my hands as I lean them against the underside of Alby’s twitching cock. I press against him until his stiff prick is stuffed into my cleavage. I squeeze my tits against his lap and begin to ride my upper body up and down his shaft by rocking my hips and bouncing my ass against my heels.

Alby groans and reaches down to play with my tits. I let him take over, squeezing my breasts around his cock as I brace my hands on either side of him on the bench. I rock faster and faster, precum smearing into my cleavage and slicking his cock.

“I think it’s working,” I pant, my mind starting to clear from my fog of lust as I grind my tits against his cock.

“Fuck yes it’s working,” groans Alby, thrusting his hips and fucking my tits. He’s squeezing them so tightly that it hurts a little bit and really humping away at my cleavage. His face is screwed up all funny and I can tell he’s really enjoying himself. But more importantly, I can feel some of that excess plasma charge dissipating from my body. Sparking out of my fingers and buzzing harmlessly into the wooden bench.

Alfie is breathing heavily and watching the red crabapple of his cockhead poke up through my deep cleavage with each thrust. I can feel his precum really slicking down his shaft, making my squeezing tits glide easily up and down even though he is pressing my tits tightly around his cock.

“That’s it,” I gasp, enjoying the sensation despite myself. “You want to cum?”

“Fuck, yes, I’m so close,” he groans. “I’ve wanted to cum all over those big fat titties for years. Oh, Angel, I’m going to… going to… fucking hose them down! AHHHHH!”

I’m not surprised to hear it, but I feel a cold shock at the reminder that by doing all this I am giving in to my sidekick’s lecherous fantasies. I suppose it can’t be helped.

He stands up suddenly, grabbing his cock in one hand and my shoulder with the other. Because of his diminutive size, his cock is almost even with my face. Thankfully, he aims it downward at my flushed tits.

“OHHHH! Here it comessss!”

“Yes!” I gasp, cupping my breasts in both hands. “Oh, yes, Alby! Shoot your load all over my tits!”

Alby thrust his glistening, crimson cock through his fingers and lets loose with a spray of cum that splatters my cradled breasts. A moment later, his eruption really begins with a huge glob of cum that splashes into my cleavage and slides down my abdomen in a warm trickle. Pump after pump of Alby’s warm goo paints the tops of my tits and gathers in the flushed valley between them.

“Oooohhhh, that’s a good boy,” I moan, “let it all out.”

“Yes, oh, yes, Angel,” he gasps, stroking his cock and slapping the hardness of it against my cum-glazed tits. Then he does something he wasn’t supposed to do. He leans down and plants a kiss on my lips.

“Mmmm!” My eyes widen with surprise as Alby thrusts his tongue into my mouth.

I shove him away immediately, knocking him backwards over the sauna benches and sending him sprawling. I wipe my face on the back of my arm.

“That was uncalled for,” I gasp, standing up and looking absolutely a mess with Alby’s cum dripping down my body.

He lifts his head and smiles at me sheepishly.

“Sorry, Angel,” he says. “I figured it was my chance to really go for it.”

“Well, you figured wrong! I’m going back to the showers to clean this off. I’ll see you in the briefing room.”

I storm off to the showers and try to erase my shame as the hot jets of water spray away the cum drenching my tits. The truth is that Alby’s plan worked. Getting tit fucked by the pipsqueak didn’t clear me of all my backed-up plasma, but it took the edge off. Maybe getting someone else off can be enough if I focus properly.

I sigh, shut off the shower, and head back to the locker area to towel off. Once I’m dry, I pull on my mom jeans and a plain blouse and head off to the briefing room to meet with Professor Constantine. I just wish I didn’t have to face Alby again after what happened in the sauna.

CONTINUE >


Refuse and Finish Alby Off with My Hand

Knowing that I want to get pounded by my pint-sized sidekick only confirms how irrational my thoughts are when I am under the influence of my super powered overload. Alby mentioning sex and keeping it a secret from my husband is just the jolt I need to keep me from veering in the wrong direction.

“Fucking you would be cheating,” I say, stopping the steady pumping of my hand on Alby’s crimson cock. “And I am not cheating on my husband. Do you understand?”

“Yes!” cries Alby, trying to thrust through my fingers, but finding my grip too tight on his root to allow his cock any movement. “But the focus on dissipating your plasma would be much easier if we just—”

“Say it,” I growl, leaning closer to him. I don’t even care that my towel is falling open, and my annoyingly big tits are hanging out in full view. My blue eyes blaze with fury. “Say ‘A handjob will be enough, thank you, Angel’ and we can finish what we started.”

Alby looks from my angry expression down to my heavy hanging hooters and licks his lips. His gaze returns to my hand wrapped tightly around the base of his cock.

“Y-yeah, sorry,” he says, nodding and forcing a smile. “A handjob will be enough. Thank you, Angel.”

“Good boy,” I say and let go of his cock to spit into my hand. Then I reach over, grab hold of his stick, and shift him into high gear. He lets out a surprised groan as my hand begins pumping urgently on his crimson cock. I work my thumb up and down, just under his cockhead, as my fingers stroke his throbbing length.

“Can… can I touch your tits?” he asks, his eyes locked on my jiggling mounds.

“Hands only,” I say, giving my towel a tug to free my breasts completely. “And be gentle. No grab—AH!”

Of course, Alby being Alby, he reaches down, and death grips my dangling breasts with both hands. I can tell he wants to suck on them, but he keeps his tongue to himself and just squeezes, kneads, and pinches my jiggling tits. He pays special attention to my stiff nipples as I give him a full pneumatic pump job with my hand. Spit and precum slicks my fingers and his straining cock is hot in my grasp.

“Ohhhhh, fuck, they’re so big,” he moans, savoring the weight of my tits in his hands.

“Yeah, believe me, I know,” I say, smirking down at him as he fondles my mounds. “Weren’t you supposed to be helping me focus? Pinching my nipples like that is not going to help.”

“Oh, right, ahhh… your mind… focus… fuck. That feels so good, Angel.”

I roll my eyes. I should have known the closer he gets to cumming, the less help he is going to be. But when I close my eyes and focus on the sensation of his cock like twitching iron in my hand or even his fingers kneading the softness of my tits, I can feel some of the plasma buzzing from my body. It’s a minor discharge, a static shock when I have a thunderstorm raging inside me, but something is working. Maybe if I keep it going long enough I can—

“Ohhhhh, fuck, I’m going to cum,” groans Alby. “You’re going to make me cum. You’re going to MMMMM!”

He suddenly latches his mouth to my right breast and begins desperately sucking at my nipple. The sharp pressure of his sucking mouth sends a peal of pleasure ringing through my body. An instant later, I feel his cock twitching in my grasp. Hot cum jets from his throbbing red prick. Spurt after spurt splashes my abdomen and drenches my thighs.

I work my hand on his cock, carefully tugging out every drop until Alby pops his lips free of my nipple and whines, “Okay, okay! It’s getting sensitive!”

I torture his sensitive cock a little longer, nowhere near my own release of either pleasure or plasma. Are the two inextricably linked? Do I have to cum to relieve the pressure? I guess I’ll never know with Alby as my “focus” guide. Finally, I release my hold and lift my dripping, cum-slathered fingers from his cock.

“Oh, fuck, that was amazing,” sighs Alby, leaning back on the sauna bench. “Give me a minute or two and then we can go again.”

“Go where again?” I say, standing from the bench. “To the briefing with Professor Constantine? I’m going to clean off in the shower and get dressed.”

“No cuddling?” Alby holds out his arms to me and I push him on his forehead and knock him over backwards. I am treated to a view I never wanted of his hairy ass in the air as he falls back into the space between benches.

In the privacy of the shower, I close my eyes and lean my head against the tiled wall. I’m basically back where I started, my body still burning up with desire and my mind still reeling with urges to do things I should not want to do. I let my hand press between my thighs and permit myself a fantasy.

Of all things, I settle on Dracula. Not some cute teen Dracula, the old Bela Lugosi black and white Dracula. Sucking on my tits like Alby. Grabbing my ass and pulling me onto his cock. I stuff three fingers into my aching cunt and fuck myself as I picture a vampire making me ride his dick. I can’t look away from those hypnotic eyes. My powers are useless against him. Before I know it, I’m cumming in hot pulses and plasma is sparking and zapping into the walls of the shower.

I finally collapse heavily against the wall, gasping and recovering from the discharge as I ease my fingers out of my pussy. The damage isn’t too bad. Just a few cracked tiles and a burn mark on the floor. It wouldn’t be the first time someone’s superpowers caused damage in the showers at the Constanine Academy.

I turn off the shower, towel off my glistening body, and dress in my street clothes. Mom jeans and a button-down blouse. I’m ready to go home and have some hot tea or a cupcake, but I have a feeling Professor Constantine is going to ruin the rest of my day in the briefing room.

CONTINUE >


Just This Once I Will Try Fucking Alby

I didn’t come to the Constantine Academy today with a desire or even a thought of having sex with my sidekick. In fact, the idea of getting fucked by Alby might have made me laugh. But right now? It all makes sense.

I have a biological need to cum and the quickest way to do that might just be to get fucked by Alby. It’s not like I would be taking advantage of him either. He is practically begging for it.

“Alright,” I gasp, releasing my grip on his swollen, red cock. “Just this once, I’ll try it.”

“It?” His eyes widen. “You mean… sex?”

“Let’s… let’s do this before I change my mind. Do you have a condom?”

“Condom?” He seems so surprised by me agreeing to have sex with him that it takes him a second to realize what I am talking about. “Yeah, uh, yeah. In my locker.”

He hops to his feet, his little ass slightly hairy as he scurries past me like a redheaded goblin and runs for the men’s locker room. I follow a couple steps behind him, letting my towel slip completely off my body and drop into my hand. He glances over his shoulder at me sauntering behind him and walks straight into one of the benches bolted to the floor.

“Oof!” he cries, tumbling over the bench and banging his head on the lockers. I giggle at the sight of him with his ass in the air and his legs kicking for a moment before he recovers. He bounces back to his feet, rubbing his head and going for his locker. He rummages inside, glancing over his shoulder repeatedly as if making sure I am still there. I stand with my hips cocked to one side, my arms folded across my breasts, and my pussy bare.

“Am I distracting you?” I ask.

“N-no, it’s not like I haven’t seen you naked before, Angel, it’s just… ahh…” He goes back to rummaging in his locker.

“Well, we’re supposed to be heading to the briefing room, so you’d better hurry up and find what you’re looking for or Professor Constantine is going to come looking for us.” I step closer and peer into the packrat stash of Alby’s locker. He shifts aside some batteries and reaches under a sheathed knife and a package of gum and finally retrieves the square plastic package of a condom.

“Give it to me,” I say, snapping my fingers.

He turns to me as I swipe the wrapper from his hand. I tear it open and the slippery ring of the condom drops into my fingers. I pinch the rim and push my other hand to Alby’s chest, pushing him back against the wall of lockers. His cock is still swollen, red, and bouncing slightly to the rhythm of his pulsating lust.

“Here we go,” I say, pressing the condom to his glistening tip. He lets out a groan as I unroll the blue translucent sheath over his straining cock. All the way down to the root, with a little tip sticking up from his cockhead. “Now, how do you want me?”

He blinks as I release my hold on his cock and step back. His gaze flicks to all my assets and then he seems to recover a bit of his usual lecherous charm.

“Well, I’ll take you any way I can get you, gorgeous,” he turns his head to the side, admiring my hip, “but how about you bend over the bench and show me that beautiful ass of yours.”

“Alright,” I say, turning slowly and striking my best stripper pose as I spread my feet, straddling the bench wide and leaning over its length. My tits collide with the cool plastic-coated wood, settling and squishing beneath me as I raise my hips a little higher. I am letting Alby see everything. When I look back at him over my shoulder, he looks like he’s about to start drooling. I reach back, one hand on my ass, spreading my cheeks a little more and showing off my pussy as I ask, “How’s this?”

“Heavenly,” he says, sounding almost reverent. “Oh! One sec!”

He uses his power to split off a cutout and his copy (wearing the blue condom on his cock also) scampers around the bank of lockers and returns dragging a footstool.

“Want us both?” asks the copy, pushing the footstool behind me.

“This is a one-on-one kinda thing,” I say, aware of the way the original Alby is just staring at my pussy and asshole.  

“You got it, beautiful,” says the copy and he folds himself back into Alby in that disturbing paper doll way.

Alby hops onto the stool without further prelude and claps both hands on my ass. He squeezes and strokes my supple flesh all the way to my hips. Then he grabs tightly and I feel the rubber-wrapped head of his cock prodding at my pussy. I reach one hand between my thighs and feel Alby’s cock with my fingers. I guide him to my slick folds and then lock eyes with him over my shoulder.

“Are you gonna be a good boy?” I ask.

His grin tells me everything I need to know. Then he answers me more directly with a powerful thrust of his hips, driving his condom-covered cock through my fingers and plunging it into the hot depths of my cunt.

“Ohhhhhh, fuck,” I moan, my head lifting with surprise as he fills me much better than I expected. “Oh, wow, Alby. You’re… you’re bigger than you seemed.”

“I hear that from all the ladies,” he laughs, tightening his grip on my hips and beginning to fuck me with the rampant thrusts of a madman. He plows his cock in and out of my clutching cove, his hips spanking my ass and his thrusts making my tits slide on the bench. One of my breasts slides off the side of the bench and I’m left with one breast dangling and swinging as Alby furiously fucks me.

“Oh my god,” I groan, my pleasure building. “I think… think you’re actually going to make me cum.”

“Not yet, babe,” he says, humping away at me as his hairy balls smack vigorously against my clit. “That’s it. Fuck. Your pussy is burning up. Feels like… you’re trying to melt the condom. Ohhhh… fuck… hold on, Angel. I know you want… want to cum with me.”

“Are you close?” I ask, looking back at him again. His face is bright red and he looks like he’s practically trying to climb over my ass the way he keep slamming into me with every bit of strength in his body.

“Almost there!” he pants, sweat dripping down his face as he furiously spat-spat-spats my jiggling mommy ass with his rutting hips. All those squats can’t hide my layer of middle-aged softness. But I’m not self-conscious about my big ass at the moment. I can feel my plasma fizzing and sizzling inside me. A bomb that’s about to explode.

“Cum for me,” I gasp, knowing the fuse is lit on my detonation. “Cum! Cum, Alby! I neeeeed it!”

He lets out a howl of pleasure that echoes through the empty locker room and buries the twitching length of his cock balls-deep in my pussy. I feel his pulsating sack against my clit and his shockingly big cock somehow swelling even bigger. Then I feel the rapid spasms of his release and the swelling warmth as his cum fills his condom.

“Yesssss!” roars Alby’s, grabbing my hips tightly with both hands. “Ohhhh, fuck, take it!”

“Ahhhh!” I cry, my pussy tightening around him, clamping like a vise on his throbbing length as my orgasm crashes through my body. I feel an explosion of pleasure the seems to surge from every limb and burst from my body in a shockwave.

This spasm is accompanied by a loud bang and a blinding flash with red streaks running through it. I blink away the brightness and smell a hint of ozone in the air. Alby staggers backwards off the stool, blinking and rubbing his eyes as his cock slips free of my pussy. His hair smoking slightly and the condom dangling partially off his cock with its reservoir loaded with his cum.

“Angel?” He blinks dramatically and finally manages to focus on me. “Oh my god. You did it.”

He looks around at the locker room and I see that the lockers on one side of us have been torn open and the ones right next to us have been crushed. It’s as if a giant fist pummeled them and left a huge dent spanning a dozen locker doors.

“My plasma,” I gasp, standing up slowly as my thighs continue to shake with aftershocks of my orgasm. “It was a… a catastrophic release. You’re lucky you’re still alive, Alby.”

“Yeah,” he says, grinning and looking down at the condom hanging half-off his cock. “It feels pretty good to be alive right now. You think… maybe we should try it again to see if there’s anything left—”

“Absolutely not,” I say, grabbing my towel that has been blown halfway across the locker room. I wrap it around my hips and do my best to cover my breasts with it. “I am going to get dressed and meet Professor Constantine. You can explain why there was an explosion in the men’s locker room.”

“Right,” he says, scratching his head sheepishly. “Well, at least we know my method works.”

“This is working?” I say, glancing at the damaged lockers. “I need to find a less destructive way to release the plasma.”

“Uh, yeah, we’ll just keep trying,” says Alby. “Or do it outdoors next time.”

“Next time?” I toss my hair and go stomping out of the locker room. I feel guilty about my little sidekick talking me into sex, but I must find a solution to my worsening problems of superpowered blowback before I really hurt somebody.

I sigh, toweling off a little sweat and pulling on my street clothes. Mom jeans and a button-down blouse. No time to let guilt consume me or overthink my experiment with Alby. I need to get to the briefing room. I suspect Professor Constantine is about to ruin the rest of my day.

CONTINUE >


Say Nothing About His Arousal and Head to the Briefing Room

There is no way I can just blurt out something about the professor’s hard cock tenting his trousers. If what the professor is saying is true, then that intense encounter with Professor Constantine in the Reverie was all in my head. He was just the fuel for my fantasy seemingly becoming a reality. He’s still my mentor and even though I’m in early middle age, I’m still his much younger student.

“Was there something else?” he asks, raising an eyebrow as he looks at me.

“Um, no,” I say, fighting the urge to giggle nervously. “I, uh, that was just a very intense experience. I’m going to clean up a little and then I will meet you in the briefing room.”

“Of course,” he says, smiling with something akin to relief. His chair whirs as he backs away from me. “Take as long as you need, Diana. I understand the Reverie can be overwhelming.”

“Right, thanks,” I say, watching him roll out of the Sentinel Control. I’m left alone in the strangely cavernous chamber. I sigh, regretting not saying anything to the professor about the feelings I have for him. It’s not the first time some sort of confession or flirtation with one has been on the tip of my tongue and I have chickened out.

“What are you doing to yourself, Diana?” I mutter. “You’re a married woman. Happily married. With a happy family. You can’t be fantasizing about Professor Constantine.”

That bulge in his pants did look huge. I wonder what he would have done if I had just got down on my knees, unzipped him, and started sucking on that huge cock of his?

I shake my head, putting that fantasy out of my mind as I towel off my face and straighten my hair. I take one last deep breath and head towards the briefing room. I want to go home, put on a mystery movie, and take one of those naps that goes almost to nightfall and wastes the whole day. But I have a sinking suspicion that the professor is going to ruin the rest of my day with some sort of mission.

CONTINUE >


Mention the Professor’s Erection

That thing looks huge sticking up from his lap like that. Uncomfortably big. A monster. I always fantasized that the professor was well-endowed, but the evidence that he is rolling softly and carrying a big stick is right there in front of me.

I can’t just ignore it!

“Was there something else, Angel?” asks the professor, arching an eyebrow.

“Um, professor, I think… think the Reverie had an effect on you,” I say, my already flushed face growing hotter by the moment.

“Naturally,” he says in that powerfully deep voice of his, “I invest my psyche in what your mind creates. I am linked to your peripheral mind, experiencing the atmosphere of your emotions and thoughts without reading your intent.”

“Yeaaaaah, that’s not what I mean,” I say, taking a step closer to him. I nod slightly towards the peak in his pants. “It looks like you were, um, reading a bit more than just the atmosphere.”

“Oh?” He glances downward at the prominent bulge in his lap. “Oh! Yes, well, it only makes sense that, ah, that with the blowback nature of your powers I should, um… experience… an involuntary response of…”

“Of a hard-on,” I say, taking another step closer and resting my fingers on the arm of his chair.

It’s so wrong and yet also so exciting to see the professor embarrassed. I have known the man for years and I don’t think I have seen him embarrassed more than once or twice. And never at something he was saying to me.

“I will admit, I did become aroused,” he says. “That will pass.”

He looks up at me, his bald head gleaming in the lights of the Sentinel screens. An odd expression of uncertainty on his face as his gaze travels up my shapely body to my face.

“You, ah, perspired a great deal, Diana,” he says. “Maybe you should go back to the showers and cool off a bit. Or… or have a drink. Before the briefing.”

“Oh, am I all sweaty?” I glance down at the sweat dewing the upper slopes of my breasts. “Maybe… maybe someone needs to take care of you, professor.”

He starts to speak and stops to clear his throat.

“Ah, this is not about me, Diana,” he says, but there is a note of uncertainty in his voice. “Why don’t you go on ahead and I will join you in the briefing room.”

His chair whirs backwards a pace, the arm sliding out from beneath my fingers. But I can see it in his eyes: he isn’t ready for this to be over. He is looking at me with something I have never seen before.

Professor Constantine is looking at me with lust.

What should I do?

Seduce Professor Constantine

Offer to Take Care of it for the professor

Go to the Briefing Room and Try to Act Like Nothing Happened


Seduce Professor Constantine

The Reverie worked on me. It cleared my mind and emptied my body of my superpowered urges.

Which makes the warmth gathering between my legs and reaching up into my abdomen a product of genuine desire. I want this and so does Professor Constantine.

I’m not letting him roll away from me. I take a step towards him again and slide my fingers back onto the arm of his chair. My fingertips brush against his hand and he looks up at me with an adorable uncertainty on his face.

“What are you doing, Diana?” he whispers.

I let my hand follow his arm up to his elbow, then walk my fingers down the inside of his chair and onto his leg. He sucks in a breath as my fingertips brush the bulge in his trousers. I press a little and feel an impressive amount of cock stashed beneath his zipper.

“Didn’t… didn’t the Reverie work?” he asks, taking hold of my wrist to prevent me from trying to unzip or unbutton his pants.

“It worked,” I say, biting my lower lip and leaning lower. “Maybe a little too well. You see, I saw you in my fantasy, professor, and it was real. We were together. Do you understand?”

He clears his throat. “The Reverie is still experimental. My mind might have influenced yours to—”

“Nooooo,” I say, teasing out the vowel. “No. This was a deep, real attraction, professor. I want you and I know you want me. You felt it, didn’t you?”

I use the slightest bit of my power to pull my wrist free of his grasp and I press my whole hand into his lap. Kneading his cock. Feeling his throbbing, steely length beneath my fingers. He groans in response but does not try to stop me.

“Your husband,” he says. “Think of him. And your family.”

“This isn’t about that,” I say. “This is the same thing as the Reverie. A fantasy, and I know you want it, professor.”

I climb onto his chair, the seat wide enough for me to straddle his lap as I pressy my body down against his hardness. I hang my arms against his shoulders and tease a kiss to his lips. He remains tight-lipped for a moment, but I’m persistent. I kiss him again. And again. His lips part.

“We cannot do this, Diana,” he objects even as his lips meet mine and our tongues begin to play. I suck in a breath loudly through my nose, smelling his oaky aftershave as our tongues dance and swirl in the heat of our kiss. My hips roll back and my ass and the gusset of my uniform rides against his hardness. I feel him throb against me.

“We’re doing it,” I gasp against Professor Constantine’s lips. I shrug out of my academy blazer and unbutton my blouse. My soft tits in my bra squish against his chest as I lean in for another kiss. The professor’s hands stroke my hips, then move slowly around to cradle my ass. I ride against his bulge.

“We do seem to be doing it,” he chuckles and it’s his turn to plant a hungry kiss on my lips.

The Reverie was so realistic, that it occurs to me this might be another lifelike fantasy. I lean back and look down at the professor.

“No,” says the professor. “This is the real thing. But if it would make you feel better, we could use the Reverie.”

“No, the real thing is what I want,” I say, giving his cock another squeeze with my hand.

Then I rise from his chair and I strip for him. My shoes, my trousers, working my hips and rocking from side-to-side as I undress. Shedding my panties and my bra and returning to his lap. Cooing eagerly as his hands caress my curves. Kissing him and reaching for his belt. His buttons. His zipper.

Then his hard, warm cock is in my hand and is everything that I had been fantasizing about in that machine. Like I knew he had a magnificent cock. Such a fat crown and such a thick, veiny shaft. I’m soaking wet. I can’t wait for him.

“Are you ready?” I gasp against his lips as we kiss again.

“Yes, and I know you are as well,” he says and I feel his mind stroking me along with his hands. It’s an incredible sensation. A tickling of every erogenous zone in my body as I raise my hips and use my hand to guide his cock to the slick folds of my cunt.

I’m burning up with lust. Kissing the professor passionately and messily. His real hands and his mental hands roaming all over my body. Squeezing, plucking, and stroking. I work my hand on his cock and grind my pussy against his tip, letting him feel firsthand just how hot and wet I have become. I stop with my petals parted and his cock at my entrance.

“Tell me you want this, professor,” I moan, leaning back just enough to look him in the eyes.

“It’s madness, Diana,” he says, then grins devilishly, “and I’ve never wanted anything more.”

“Oh, yesssss, professor,” I cry, and impale my tightness upon his mighty cock. I ride him down to his heavy balls, reaching back to caress them as I begin to ride back up again. His cock feels huge inside me. Bigger than any I’ve had before. Is it all flesh or is it his mind fucking me as well?

I can’t say, but I know it’s incredible. The chair creaks beneath us as I ride Professor Constantine’s lap. Faster and faster, my tits bouncing nearly in his face. His invisible hands toying with my nipples. His real hands holding tightly to my ass. My cunt growing hotter by the moment.

“Ohhhh, fuck, that dick is so good,” I cry.

“My sweet Diana,” groans the professor, “You are so beautiful. So naughty. I cannot… cannot last long with you doing that.”

“Ohhhhhhh, no, I don’t want you to last long,” I cry, tossing my hair and grinning madly at him as I ride furiously atop his lap. My slick pussy absolutely devouring his cock.

“I mean it, Diana,” he groans, his fingers tightening on my ass. “I will cum soon and you… you’re not using… not using any protection. Perhaps… ohhhhhh… by God, Diana, you are trying to wring the cum from my bollocks!”

Am I? He’s right that it’s probably not too smart to have unprotected sex with him…


What should I do?

Tell Professor Constantine to cum inside me

Pull the professor’s cock out and stroke him onto my ass

Slide off the professor’s cock and take the his load in my mouth


Tell Professor Constantine to Cum Inside Me

Even without the frenzy that my overloaded powers sometimes cause, there is no way I have the willpower to stop riding the professor’s big, magnificent cock. In fact, I ride him harder. My tits slapping against his chest as I kiss him sloppily.

“Ohhhh, no, we’re not stopping,” I pant, bouncing my ass hard into his lap as my ride only intensifies. “I want you to cum.”

“But your husband—”

“Shhhhhh!” I hiss against his lips and kiss him wildly again. “Cum for me. Cum inside me. I need to feel it, professor. Ohhhhhh, God, you’re so close. Your cock feels so big inside me. Cummmm!”

The professor may no longer be able to walk, but in his excited state, we are suddenly flying. I can feel his pleasure lifting us both off the ground. His body quaking and thrusting despite his lack of muscle tone below the waist. His cock plunging upwards into me with such force that I have to tighten my legs against him to keep from being flung off. It’s like he is trying to thrust his whole body inside me, but only the cock will fit. His mind urging me upwards. His will flowing around me and lifting my arms and breasts like an unseen geyser of force.

“Ahhhhhhh! Diana!” He grips my ass with the strength of his hands and his mind and his cock erupts with pure pleasure. It is a roaring flume inside me and all around me. As his cum pumps into my clutching cunt, I cum with him. My plasma sizzling in the air and meeting his rushing force to create starbursts of red light around us.

“Professorrrrrr!” I wail, bucking as hard as I can against the onslaught of his mental power. Hips working. My pussy riding the spurting spear of his cock as he floods me with his cum. His strokes slow. The force of his will ebbs from around me and we settle back down onto his chair. I ride slowly up and down his cum-greased cock a few more times, my pussy clutching around him, wringing out every shuddering drop.

“Oh, sweet Diana, what have we done?” He says, brushing a lock of hair from my face. I kiss him again, but his mouth closes to me and his hand moves to my hip and gently pushes me away.

“We only did what the moment demanded,” I say, still slightly out of breath.

“We are not animals,” he replies. “We acted on our urges and this must not be. I am your mentor and you are my pupil.”

“I am a grown woman with needs—”

“Needs and a family,” he adds. “We must not allow our feelings, our desires, to compromise the team. I fear I have led you astray.”

“Don’t be so arrogant,” I say bitterly, climbing out of his lap and feeling his cum trickle out of me. I gather up my clothes. “We did this together, professor. Because we both wanted it.”

“Yes, you are right of course, but no matter what we want, it cannot happen again.”

I hear his words, but I also feel his mind upon my body. Betraying his true feelings. Admiring me from several paces away in a manner that only a man with the psychic powers of Professor Constantine could ever manage. I moan softly as I feel an invisible finger stroke my cum-filled cunt.

“We should be going to the briefing room,” he says and I feel the very tip of that psychic finger teasing inside me. Stirring the remains of our pleasure. Teasing my lust.

“Yes, I just… mmmm… just need to get dressed,” I say, holding up the uniform I shed to tease him.

He strokes me a moment longer. An invisible force that lifts and shapes my breasts, caresses my ass, and gently invades my pussy. Then his touch retreats.

“Right,” he says. “I will meet you in the briefing room. There are some very important developments we need to discuss.”

He turns and his chair whirs as he departs from Sentinel Control.

I catch my breath, clean up as best I can, and put my uniform back on.

This is going to be an awkward briefing.

CONTINUE >


Pull the Professor’s Cock Out and Stroke Him onto My Ass

“Don’t worry about cumming inside me, professor,” I cry, bucking my hips and riding even harder on his mighty pillar. I can feel the pressure of my orgasm building along with his swelling cock. His strong hands tighten their grip on my ass and I bounce atop him. My nipples drag against his jacket and shirt. My breath escaping my parted lips in gasps. “I want you to cum. Can you cum for me?”

“I’m so close now,” he cries, and the pressure of his willpower begins to ripple all around me like the jets in an invisible jacuzzi. His mental hands stroking and squeezing my tits. His real hands tightly gripping and spreading my ass. Mentals fingers stroking my asshole, tweaking and massaging my nipples, and strumming my clit.

I’ve never felt so completely immersed in the act of pleasure. Not even getting held down and pounded by my ex-husband could match the sensation of being engulfed in Professor Constantine’s psychic lust.

“Oh, fuck, oh fuck,” I cry, over and over, bouncing furiously on his cock as my pleasure thunders towards its peak. I have one hand behind me, reaching back to fondle his tightening balls. Feeling the throbbing hardness of them beneath my fingers.

“Ohhhhhh! Diana! Here it… here it comes!” His body lifts off the chair beneath me like a bucking bronco. He has no muscle tone in his paralyzed lower body, but his mind causes him to thrust into me with terrific force. I ride higher, lifting my hips with my own powers and riding off his cock.

I grab the professor’s cock and guide it to the warm valley of my ass. Not to thrust it up my ass, but to skim between my cheeks. Riding my ass back against his throbbing cock like it’s a dancer’s pole and I’m giving the dance of my life. My hand works his cock urgently and I feel him pulsate in my grip.

In that same moment, an invisible pillar of force plunges into my pussy. It sucks at my clit. It seems to invade my asshole. The professor is inside me even though his cock is out and riding between my cheeks.

“Fuuuuuuck!” I wail, my obscenity muffled an instant later as I lean down and kiss him with my ecstasy. I feel the professor’s cock pump powerfully in my grasp and a moment later there is a hot splash of cum all the way up to my shoulders. He decorates my back with the geyser of his cum. Spurt after spurt splashing down to my lower back and finally pumping into the crack of my ass.

“Oh, Diana, oh my God,” he moans, smacking my ass. Gently sinking back down into his chair as I slow the roll of my hips against his trembling shaft. I feel his mental force sliding out of my pussy and ass and releasing the sucking sensation on my nipples. I kiss him still. Breathless. Shuddering with aftershocks.

I can feel his cum slowly dripping down my back to pool against my buttocks or slide, silky and raunchy, between them.

“I’ve… never felt anything like that,” I whisper. “That was incredible.”

“Yes, it was,” he rasps. “Ahem. But it must never happen again.”

“What? Why?” I rise higher atop his lap and look down at him uncertainly.

“Your husband? The fact that I am your mentor?” He sighs heavily and sinks back into his chair. “Or the damage it could do to our team? New Metro City needs Guardian Angel and Cutout. There is no room for this.”

“But it worked,” I say, but I can already see in his silvery eyes that I have lost the argument.

“Reverie worked,” he replies. “It worked today. Only too well. Now, you had better clean yourself up, Diana, and get dressed. There is a lavatory in the next room.”

I take the hint and climb out of his lap. Professor Constantine can’t meet my gaze. He can’t even look at me as I stand there naked beside him. I feel a similar mixture of shame and guilt, but I’m also hurt by his refusal to engage with me.

“I understand,” I say bitterly.

“I hope you know that my feelings for you are deeper than you can ever imagine, Diana,” he says, his tone softening. “But we must behave as if this never occurred. It could seriously jeopardize our entire endeavor.”

“I said I understand,” I repeat, a bit harsher than I meant.

“Yes, well, come to the briefing room when you are ready.” He goes whirring out of Sentinel Control.

I feel some of the happiness leave my body with him. I know he’s right on some level, but it still hurts to live out a fantasy for a few minutes and then have it swept away like a sandcastle being flooded by a harsh wave of reality.

I do my best to clean up in Professor Constantine’s private washroom, fixing my hair and makeup as I dress in my academy uniform. It has been a long difficult morning and I have a feeling whatever Professor Constantine has to say in this important briefing is going to ruin the rest of my day.

CONTINUE >


Slide Off the Professor’s Cock and Take His Load in My Mouth

“Fuckkkk yessss,” I cry as I ride harder and harder atop Professor Constanine’s veiny fuckpole. Our pleasure is building towards a massive mutual explosion. I want to ride the professor across the finish line and feel his cock pump me full of his hot load. But I know how risky and foolish that would be. I need to pull out and I can tell by the look on his face and the way his balls are tightening up beneath my fingers that he is going to cum any second.

After the sort of orgasm the professor gave me in his Reverie machine, there is no way I am just pulling off him and stroking his cock onto my ass like a high school boyfriend on a third date. I want to show him my appreciation.

I need Professor Constanine to know just how badly I have wanted this with him.

I ride harder atop him, my tits bouncing and slapping against my ribcage and my breathing growing heavier. My soaking cunt is making lewd, wet sounds as I devour his swollen cock with each roll of my hips.

“Professor,” I pant, my hair spilling over my face and my tits rubbing against his chest. “I want… want your cum…”

“Yes? Are you certain?” He groans, his mental hands squeezing and smacking my naked flesh. “I don’t think… don’t think we should risk it.”

“No risk,” I say, grinning lustily. “No risk if you give me that cum… in my mouth.”

“Ohhhhh, Diana, you naughty girl,” he groans, his hands tightening on my ass. “Is that what you want? To take my load in that lovely mouth?”

“Oh, yes, professor,” I cry, riding wildly atop him to the cliff’s edge of plunging to my climax. “Oh, professor, I want to suck it all out. Give me all that cum!”

“It’s so close now, my gorgeous protégé! Be swift!” His real hands lift my ass, and his psychic force nearly lifts me into the air.

“Oh, fuck! Yes, professor! Cum for me!” I cry out as his cock slips from my pussy, and I slide from his chair and down his body. My tits drag over his cunt-slicked cock. His wet hardness pops free of my cleavage and nearly smacks me in my face as I reach my knees.

He lets out a wordless groan as I take hold of his swollen shaft in both hands and fill my mouth with the fat, leaking crown of his cock. The strong taste of precum and the smell of sex is almost overwhelming. I moan lustily, bobbing down until his cock slides into my throat. An almost effortless deepthroat of the old professor. One of my best, if I don’t say so myself. I look up at him. Eyes pleading, tongue curled beneath his shaft as I taste his balls.

“Dianaaaaahhhhhh!” he cries, both hands cradling my head as I feel invisible fingers probing my hot holes. The professor’s proper British fuckmeat succumbs to my suburban suckqueen slurpoff and I feel a hot, pulsating eruption straight down my throat. The strong taste of his cum fills my mouth even though most of his gushing goo is getting gulped straight down. I swallow his spurting cock and cry out around his gushing goo-spear as his mental powers plunder my vulnerable holes.

I’ve heard of being mind-fucked, but this is something else! As I’m draining the professor’s balls with my eager throat, he’s pumping his phantom limbs into my pussy and ass, sucking on my nipples, and buzzing on my clit like a ghostly vibe. The stimulation peaks with him and I gurgle happily as I cum in hot waves, my ecstasy joined with his prolonged climax. Our pleasure recedes in unison, and I finally lift my lips from the professor’s purpling pump nozzle. Saliva and spunk trails from my lips to his twitching tool and I look up at him, blinking away tears, and grin.

“How was that, professor?” I breathlessly ask, wiping my lips with my fingers.

“You’ve always been my star pupil, Diana,” he chuckles.

“Shall I go for extra credit?” I ask, licking his cock head and giving his tip a gentle slurp.

“Noooo,” he moans, but he does not stop me from giving him a few more bobs of my lips and sucking out the last drops of his cum. “This was… this was foolish of us, Diana. We must forgive ourselves, move on, and never let our desires get in the way of our duty to the city. And to the world.”

“Mmmmm,” I demur, but pop my lips free of his cock and say, “but I’ll do my best to control myself around you.”

“Yes, well, we had better make ourselves presentable and get to the briefing room.” He gently pushes me away from his lap and his cock seems to tuck itself back into his pants. He zips and buttons up with his mind. “I will be waiting for you there, Angel. I have something very important to discuss with you and Cutout.”

“Of course, Professor Constantine,” I say agreeably, even though I am still kneeling on the floor and licking the residue of the professor’s cum from my fingers. The professor looks away and whirs quickly from Sentinel Control in his powered chair.

If he thinks I’m just going to forget about some of the best sex of my life, he is out of his all-powerful mind. I rise slowly to my feet, still in the afterglow of my climax as I collect my discarded clothes and get dressed. I want to get the professor into a proper bed or, failing that, at least take a nice long bath to relive our fun together. But he’s right, duty calls, and I have a feeling duty is going to doody all over my fun for the day.

What? Is that too much of a mom joke?

CONTINUE >


Offer to Take Care of the Professor’s Condition

There’s no way I’m not following through on what I started. The professor needs some relief and what sort of superheroine would I be if I just left him twitching in his trousers? Not a very good one!

“Professor,” I purr, following his retreating chair. “There’s nothing to be ashamed of here. You said it yourself. Your body is just reacting to the feelings you received from my mind. But you satisfied my urges with the help of your Reverie machine. Let me satisfy your urges…”

I sit on the arm of his powered chair, folding my legs beneath me as I run my fingers over the bulge in his pants.

“Diana!” cries the professor. “This is highly inappropriate! You are my student!”

“I am your middle-aged housewife student,” I say, teasing my fingers around his tented tip. “A very grown woman. There’s no moral issue here. And before you mention my husband, this isn’t cheating either. I’m just rescuing you like I would any citizen in need.”

The professor swallows hard as I begin to unbutton and unzip his trousers.

“Rescuing me?” he croaks.

“From your hard-on,” I giggle as I reach into his pants and wrap my hand around the stiff length of his magnificent cock. I draw it out of his pants and let out a gasp at the sight of it. Red and fully engorged, with a fat cap and a thick, veiny shaft. It puts Timothy to shame and would even give my ex-husband Aleksander some serious competition.

“Diana, we can’t do this,” groans the professor, but I notice that he is not stopping me as I begin to slowly work my nimble fingers up and down his fat cock. I pay particular attention to the underside of that purpling helmet of his.

“I’ll do anything to save a citizen in peril,” I purr, slipping out of my blazer and unbuttoning enough of my blouse to show off the tops of my tits and my big mommy bra. I lean over the arm of his chair, pressing my cleavage into the professor’s face as I pump my hand up and down his cock. He moans some sort of objection, but then I feel his hand on my hip, holding me there as I smother him in my tits and work my hand on his cock.

“Mmmmphmmphmm,” he says, his breath hot against my tits.

“Mmmm? What was that?” I stop stroking him and lift my tits from his face. I look at him questioningly as I give the palm of my hand and my fingers a long, slow, and very wet lick. Then I return my spit-lubed hand to the professor’s fat cock.

“Ohhhhhh… I suppose… I suppose it has been a very long time since… since I’ve had some relief.” He leans his head back in the padding of the chair and watches my hand pump his magnificent cock. “Oh, Diana, but this… this is purely for… physiological relief.”

“Of course,” I say, tugging on the last buttons of my blouse. I slip it from my shoulders and then unbuckle my bra. The professor looks like his silvery-white eyes are going to bug out of his head as my big, soft tits fall free. “It’s no different than bandaging a wound or massaging a sore muscle. I mean, this is just a massage, after all. With my hand… and… with these…”

I heft my tits in one hand as I continue to work his cock with my other hand.

“Oh, Diana, that’s not necessary,” groans the professor.

“Necessary?”

I giggle at his weak resistance to my charms and slide from his chair and onto my knees. I gather the soft heaviness of my breasts in both hands and press them into his lap, squeezing his cock between the engulfing creaminess of my cleavage. I press tighter with my hands and begin to work my tits up and down his cock. Disappearing his tip into my cleavage and then popping it up again. I add a little splash of saliva from my lips and smear it evenly all over his cock with the softness of my cleavage.

“Ohhhh, that’s incredible,” he moans, watching me work my tits up and down his shaft. I look back up at him, seeing the pleasure slowly tighten on his face. This old man has watched me go from a confused teenager to a thirty-eight-year-old woman. I guess he’s sort of a father figure to me, but that only makes it hotter.

“Yeah, you like that, professor?” I moan, working my tits faster and letting my tongue dart out to taste the salty precum oozing from his purple cockhead. “I want you to cum for me. I want you to shoot your hot load all over my tits.”

“Do you… do you talk like this all the time?” groans the professor, watching with glittering eyes as my breasts engulf and devour his cock.

“Only when I’m stroking a guy’s big cock with my tits,” I giggle and plant a moaning kiss on the head of his cock. “C’mon, Professor Constantine. Give me that cum. I know you’ve been saving it for just this moment!”

“Ahhhhh, Diana,” he groans. “Angel! Ahhhhhh! We shouldn’t! I can’t! I’m going to... going to…”

“Yes! Cum for me!” I cry, bouncing my tits fast around his warm length and dripping drool all over his cock to keep him lubed. The wet slap of my tits bouncing against his lap is joined by the loud wheezing breaths the professor takes as he reaches his climax.

“Ahhhh! Here it comes!” he groans, lifting his head from the padded back of his chair to watch.

“Yessss!” I cry, tit-wanking his cock with intense, squishing strokes. His purple tip suddenly twitches and I feel his hot length pulsating against my chest. A moment later, a wild spray of spunk decorates my tits. A moment after that, a huge gush of the professor’s genius goo shoots from his cock, arcs slightly, and splatters right across my face. I taste his cum on my lips and feel it dripping from my chin. I wank him steadily as he pumps out a massive load all over my tits, my shoulders, my neck, and dripping down into my cleavage.

I squeeze him until I feel him shuddering with oversensitivity, then I ease his cock from between my tits and begin dutifully licking him clean. I look up at him as I tongue his salty wand. I can see the guilt on his face, but he’s not stopping me.

“Oh, Diana,” he moans as I lick up every drop from his cock and balls. “We must never do this again. It was very foolish. It might distract us from our duty.”

“Nnnnnnhnnnnn,” I moan in teasing agreement, tonguing my way up his cock and giving his tip a last lick. “I definitely should never wrap my big, soft tits around your fat cock and stroke you off all over my face again. Or bury your cock in my throat. Or bounce my big ass on your lap. Never, ever, ever.”

“Ohhhhh, Diana,” he moans, whirring his chair in reverse to escape my naughty tongue. “I mean it. We have some very important matters to discuss in the briefing room. You can… there is a lavatory just in the other room. You can freshen up and then join me when you are ready.”

“Right, back to business,” I say, saluting him even though I have cum still smearing my face. “I’ll see you there.”

I do my best to clean up in Professor Constantine’s private washroom, fixing my hair and makeup as I dress in my academy uniform. It has been a long and intense morning and I have a feeling whatever Professor Constantine has to say in this important briefing is going to ruin the rest of my day.

CONTINUE >


In the Briefing Room

I’m disappointed to see that Alby is already in the briefing room with the professor. Alby’s grinning presence, like some mustachioed imp perched on the edge of the map table, immediately banishes any thought of continuing my conversation with Professor Constantine. I steal a glance at the professor. He gives me a stony, serious look in reply. When my attention lingers a little too long, I hear his voice in my head.

You must put what just happened behind you, Diana, and concentrate on the matter at hand.

I can feel his desire bleeding into the space between the words he speaks into my mind. He wants me, more than ever, but now is not the time. Maybe it never will be the time again. I give him the slightest nod and he clears his throat. He looks like he is going to begin speaking, but then he stops to chastise Alby.

“Sit down properly, Cutout. This is a serious matter.”

Alby hops down off the map table and takes a seat on one of the chairs. I sit near him with a chair between us. Just so he doesn’t get any ideas.

“Ready whenever you are, boss,” says Alby, giving the professor a lazy salute. He then leans over the arm of the chair and whispers, “What’s with the looks between you and Cue Ball?”

“Shhhhh,” I hiss.

The professor presses a button on the arm of his chair and a holographic display activates over the map table. The glowing green sphere wireframe is clearly the earth slowly rotating. Tiny glowing dots like gnats represent key satellites and secret government installations in orbit. The professor zooms in on one of the orbital objects.

“At 9:09 AM, the NASA WATCHDOG-4 satellite alerted Huston to the imminent approach of a previously undetected meteor.” The professor zooms the holograph back out, shrinking the globe until the entire solar system is visible. A new object sparkles at the edge of the display. “This anomalous object is believed to be extra-solar. Meaning it came from beyond the reaches of the Oort Cloud, passing through on a trajectory with earth.”

“Is this a ship?” I ask.

“Are you talking space aliens?” asks Alby, leaning forward with concern.

“I don’t believe so,” says the professor. “The influence of gravity fluctuations on its trajectory suggests that it is unpowered. Spectral analysis indicates that it is rock. NASA thinks it’s a nomadic asteroid.

“My own belief is that its point of origin is an unusual double star system. A recent calamity, by stellar measures, destroyed an earthlike planet in that system and sent debris hurtling in every direction. After thousands of years, that debris has begun arriving in our solar system. Most fragments have been drawn into larger bodies like Jupiter and Saturn, or even the sun itself, but this one is headed straight for earth. And it is a big one. Big enough to pose a threat to people on the ground.”

“Let me guess,” says Alby. “You want us to fly the Phantom Jet out to space and fire a nuke at it.” 

“Nothing so dramatic,” says the professor. “The meteor is going to hit here.”

A trajectory tracks from the object to the globe. The holographic earth zooms in on the landing site.

“That’s New Metro City,” I say.

“After entering the atmosphere, it should be small enough that you can intercept it, Guardian Angel.” He points to a side view of the asteroid glowing with heat from reentry. “It will be traveling several thousand miles an hour. I want you to slow it down to minimize the damage and direct its descent here. To Center Park.”

I hold my hand up.

“Yes, what is it, Angel?” asks the professor.

“I’ve stopped jet planes from crashing and prevented Mechaniac from launching that missile last winter, but I’ve never tried to catch anything moving that fast.”

“It’s like catching a bullet with another bullet,” says Alby.

“I have faith in Guardian Angel,” says Professor Constantine.

He taps a button. Several holographic windows open above the table and begin to play footage of my heroic deeds. There I am flying through the air with my cape tight behind me as a canyon wall blurs past, there I am punching aside flying bio worms in the swamps of Louisiana, and there I am firing plasma to intercept streams of tracers aimed at a refugee camp in North Africa.

“She is fast enough and her perception and reflexes are good enough that I believe she can slow the decent of the asteroid.” He fixes me with a stare and I feel his reassuring presence in my mind.

“Okay, sure, Angel can do anything, but what will I be doing, professor?” asks Alby.

“Intercepting and bringing down that meteorite safely will require an enormous expenditure of Angel’s power to slow it sufficiently. She will be vulnerable afterwards. That is why I want you to circle the area in the Phantom Jet and intervene if she needs assistance.” The professor points to Center Park, his fingertip dipping into the shimmering plane of the holograph. “Once the meteorite is down, I want you to recover it in the Phantom Jet and bring it here for study.”

“Sounds easy enough,” says Alby.

I don’t really agree, but I keep that to myself.

“We can get it done,” I say.

“One last warning,” says the professor. “I have no specific knowledge of a threat, but we are not the only group with moles inside NASA. Others will know about this asteroid and they will track its decent.”

“So our hijacked asteroid might run into hijackers,” I say.

“Just so, Angel,” says the professor. “And I trust you to deal with them. The meteorite will begin its plunge into the atmosphere at exactly 10:16 PM. You and Alby need to be airborne over the city in time to intercept it.”

“Understood, professor.”

“Good,” he says. “Dismissed.”

Alby departs ahead of me. I linger a moment longer and wait for Alby to walk out of earshot.

“Professor,” I begin, feeling butterflies in my abdomen, “about what happened with the Reverie and then, um, after…”

I feel his gaze on me. His mind longing to touch me. But his lips tighten into a slight frown.

“If another trip with the Reverie is required after your mission, I will be sure to accommodate you.”

“Uh, thanks,” I reply, feeling my face grow hot with embarrassment. It wasn’t the answer I really wanted to hear, but I suppose there is something there.

CONTINUE >


Hurry to the Briefing Room

Alby and Professor Constantine are both waiting for me in the briefing room when I finally arrive. Alby perched on the edge of the map table playing with his power to sprout half an arm from his forearm. He folds the extra arm back into himself. The professor watches me from his powered chair at the head of the map table.

I can’t help but blush as they watch me walk in. Alby is always thinking about me in a sexual context and the professor knows I exerted myself in the Hazard Chamber. I feel his mind brush against mine and all but confess to that psychic presence what I was doing in the shower.

I feel a nonverbal brush of acknowledgement and Professor Constantine smiles sympathetically from the head of the map table. I give him the slightest nod and he clears his throat. He looks like he is going to begin the briefing, but then he stops to chastise Alby.

“Sit down properly, Cutout. This is a serious matter.”

Alby hops down off the map table and takes a seat on one of the chairs. I sit near him with a chair between us. Just so he doesn’t get any ideas.

“Ready whenever you are, boss,” says Alby, giving the professor a lazy salute. He then leans over the arm of the chair and whispers, “Hope you were able to take care of business solo, sweet cheeks.”

“Quiet you pig,” I hiss.

The professor presses a button on the arm of his chair and a holographic display activates over the map table. The glowing green sphere wireframe is clearly the earth slowly rotating. Tiny glowing dots like gnats represent key satellites and secret government installations in orbit. The professor zooms in on one of the orbital objects.

“At 9:09 AM, the NASA WATCHDOG-4 satellite alerted Huston to the imminent approach of a previously undetected meteor.” The professor zooms the holograph back out, shrinking the globe until the entire solar system is visible. A new object sparkles at the edge of the display. “This anomalous object is believed to be extra-solar. Meaning it came from beyond the reaches of the Oort Cloud, passing through on a trajectory with earth.”

“Is this a ship?” I ask.

“Are you talking space aliens?” asks Alby, leaning forward with concern.

“I don’t believe so,” says the professor. “The influence of gravity fluctuations on its trajectory suggests that it is unpowered. Spectral analysis indicates that it is rock. NASA thinks it’s a nomadic asteroid.

“My own belief is that its point of origin is an unusual double star system. A recent calamity, by stellar measures, destroyed an earthlike planet in that system and sent debris hurtling in every direction. After thousands of years, that debris has begun arriving in our solar system. Most fragments have been drawn into larger bodies like Jupiter and Saturn, or even the sun itself, but this one is headed straight for earth. And it is a big one. Big enough to pose a threat to people on the ground.”

“Let me guess,” says Alby. “You want us to fly the Phantom Jet out to space and fire a nuke at it.” 

“Nothing so dramatic,” says the professor. “The meteor is going to hit here.”

A trajectory tracks from the object and to the globe. The holographic earth zooms in on the landing site.

“That’s New Metro City,” I gasp.

“After entering the atmosphere, it should be small enough that you can intercept it, Guardian Angel.” He points to a side view of the asteroid glowing with heat from reentry. “It will be traveling several thousand miles an hour. I want you to slow it down to minimize the damage and direct its decent here. To Center Park.”

I hold my hand up.

“Yes, what is it, Angel?” asks the professor.

“I’ve stopped jet planes from crashing and prevented Mechaniac from launching that missile last winter, but I’ve never tried to catch anything moving that fast.”

“It’s like catching a bullet with another bullet,” says Alby.

“I have faith in Guardian Angel,” says Professor Constantine.

He taps a button. Several holographic windows open above the table and begin to play footage of my heroic deeds. There I am flying through the air with my cape tight behind me as a canyon wall blurs past, there I am punching aside flying bio worms in the swamps of Louisiana, and there I am blasting plasma at streams of tracers aimed at a refugee camp in North Africa.

“She is fast enough and her perception and reflexes are good enough that I believe she can slow the decent of the asteroid.” He fixes me with a stare and I feel his reassuring presence in my mind.

“Okay, sure, Angel can do anything, but what will I be doing, professor?” asks Alby.

“Intercepting and bringing down that meteorite safely will require an enormous expenditure of Angel’s power to slow it sufficiently. She will be vulnerable afterwards. That is why I want you to circle the area in the Phantom Jet and intervene if she needs assistance.” The professor points to Center Park, his fingertip dipping into the shimmering plane of the holograph. “Once the meteorite is down, I want you to recover it in the Phantom Jet and bring it here for study.”

“Sounds easy enough,” says Alby.

I don’t really agree, but I keep that to myself.

“We can get it done,” I say.

“One last warning,” says the professor. “I have no specific knowledge of a threat, but we are not the only group with moles inside NASA. Others will know about this asteroid and they will track its decent.”

“So our hijacked asteroid might run into hijackers,” I say.

“Just so, Angel,” says the professor. “And I trust you to deal with them. The meteorite will begin its plunge into the atmosphere at exactly 10:16 PM. You and Alby need to be on the Phantom Jet over the city in time to intercept it.”

“Understood, professor.”

“Good,” he says. “Dismissed.”

Alby heads out ahead of me. I linger a moment longer and wait for Alby to walk out of earshot.

“Professor,” I begin, feeling butterflies in my abdomen, “if it takes a lot of my power to stop this asteroid, um, things might get… what I mean to say…”

I feel his gaze on me. A brush of his mind against my body makes me gasp slightly.

“I assure you, Diana, that I will understand whatever you must do. There is no shame in confronting your weakness. But if at all possible, do so in privacy.”

He flicks a button on his chair and another holographic display begins playing over the map table. This one depicts me after a tangle with Dr. Squid. My costume is in tatters and I’m still drenched in the evil doctor’s tentacle slime. My bare breasts heave as I desperately finger myself on the edge of a pier. Nearby, clearly visible in the background, several old fishermen are staring in shock at what I am doing.

My face goes beet red as my face on the video playback contorts with ecstasy. Thankfully, there is no audio for the clip.

“Yeah, not one of my finer moments,” I admit.

“Fortunately, that clip did not make it onto the Internet, but it cost me dearly to prevent it.” He smiles slightly. “I understand, as I have said, but I also hope for discretion. I will never judge you, Angel. You are the savior of the city. But I will always hope for the best.”

“And I hope to deliver, professor,” I salute him and then feel stupid as on the video I am turning onto my hands and knees and stuffing the handle of a broken fishing pole into my ass. “Um, I will take care of that meteorite.”

“Godspeed,” says the professor, switching off all the video feeds.

I can’t get out of that embarrassing situation fast enough.
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Get to the Briefing Room

Of course, Alby is somehow waiting for me in the briefing room. Perched on the edge of the map table like some sort of albino goblin with a red mustache. Alby is lucky Professor Constantine is sitting at the head of the table or I would probably kick the smug smile off his face.

“Hey, Angel,” he calls, waggling his stubby fingers at me.

I ignore him, walking past Alby and plopping down in a seat several spaces away from where Alby is on the table. Alby hops down from his spot and scampers over to a chair right next to me. I continue to ignore him.

“Good, you’re here,” says the professor, and I feel a brush of the professor’s mind against me. I hope he doesn’t know what Alby pulled on me after our time in the Hazard Chamber got me so worked up. Or maybe I hope he does know.

“Ready whenever you are, boss,” says Alby, giving the professor a lazy salute. He then leans over the arm of his chair and whispers, “Think he knows about us?”

“Shhhhh,” I hiss.

The professor presses a button on the arm of his chair and a holographic display activates over the map table. The glowing green sphere wireframe is clearly the earth slowly rotating. Tiny glowing dots like gnats represent key satellites and secret government installations in orbit. The professor zooms in on one of the orbital objects.

“At 9:09 AM, the NASA WATCHDOG-4 satellite alerted Huston to the imminent approach of a previously undetected meteor.” The professor zooms the holograph back out, shrinking the globe until the entire solar system is visible. A new object sparkles at the edge of the display. “This anomalous object is believed to be extra-solar. Meaning it came from beyond the reaches of the Oort Cloud, passing through on a trajectory with earth.”

“Is this a ship?” I ask.

“Are you talking space aliens?” asks Alby, leaning forward with concern.

“I don’t believe so,” says the professor. “The influence of gravity fluctuations on its trajectory suggests that it is unpowered. Spectral analysis indicates that it is rock. NASA thinks it’s a nomadic asteroid.

“My own belief is that its point of origin is an unusual double star system. A recent calamity, by stellar measures, destroyed an earthlike planet in that system and sent debris hurtling in every direction. After thousands of years, that debris has begun arriving in our solar system. Most fragments have been drawn into larger bodies like Jupiter and Saturn, or even the sun itself, but this one is headed straight for earth. And it is a big one. Big enough to pose a threat to people on the ground.”

“Let me guess,” says Alby. “You want us to fly the Phantom Jet out to space and fire a nuke at it.” 

“Nothing so dramatic,” says the professor. “The meteor is going to hit here.”

A trajectory tracks from the object and to the globe. The holographic earth zooms in on the landing site.

“That’s New Metro City,” I gasp.

“After entering the atmosphere, it should be small enough that you can intercept it, Guardian Angel.” He points to a side view of the asteroid glowing with heat from reentry. “It will be traveling several thousand miles an hour. I want you to slow it down to minimize the damage and direct its decent here. To Center Park.”

I hold my hand up.

“Yes, what is it, Angel?” asks the professor.

“I’ve stopped jet planes from crashing and prevented Mechaniac from launching that missile last winter, but I’ve never tried to catch anything moving that fast.”

“It’s like catching a bullet with another bullet,” says Alby.

“I have faith in Guardian Angel,” says Professor Constantine.

He taps a button. Several holographic windows open above the table and begin to play footage of my heroic deeds. There I am flying through the air with my cape tight behind me as a canyon wall blurs past, there I am punching aside flying bio worms in the swamps of Louisiana, and there I am blasting plasma at streams of tracers aimed at a refugee camp in North Africa.

“She is fast enough and her perception and reflexes are good enough that I believe she can slow the decent of the asteroid.” He fixes me with a stare and I feel his reassuring presence in my mind.

“Okay, sure, Angel can do anything, but what will I be doing, professor?” asks Alby.

“Intercepting and bringing down that meteorite safely will require an enormous expenditure of Angel’s power to slow it sufficiently. She will be vulnerable afterwards. That is why I want you to circle the area in the Phantom Jet and intervene if she needs assistance.” The professor points to Center Park, his fingertip dipping into the shimmering plane of the holograph. “Once the meteorite is down, I want you to recover it in the Phantom Jet and bring it here for study.”

“Sounds easy enough,” says Alby.

I don’t really agree, but I keep that to myself.

“We can get it done,” I say.

“One last warning,” says the professor. “I have no specific knowledge of a threat, but we are not the only group with moles inside NASA. Others will know about this asteroid and they will track its decent.”

“So our hijacked asteroid might run into hijackers,” I say.

“Just so, Angel,” says the professor. “And I trust you to deal with them. The meteorite will begin its plunge into the atmosphere at exactly 10:16 PM. You and Alby need to be on the Phantom Jet over the city in time to intercept it.”

“Understood, professor.”

“Good,” he says. “Dismissed.”

I get up to leave and Alby hops down from his chair next to me.

“Hey, Angel, want to grab a hot dog?” he asks. “You could slurp it down while we discuss the mission.”

Before I can punch Alby through a wall, I feel the professor’s mind spreading out into the room. There is a stormy anger to his thoughts. I glance back over my shoulder with concern.

“Cutout,” thunders Professor Constantine. “Remain behind a moment. I would like to have a talk with you about your behavior as of late.”

“Me? Moi?” Alby looks around like he might sprout a duplicate and leave it behind to get chewed out by the professor.

“You. All of you, Mr. Jackson.” The professor’s smile returns, and he looks past Alby at me. “Go on, Angel. Try to get some rest before the mission tonight.”

I nod, slightly concerned for Alby, and head for the door. The randy runt deserves whatever the professor is about to give him. He has been unusually lecherous lately.

It couldn’t be my fault.
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Unstoppable Object, Meet Immovable Force

“You’re going to the store at 9:30? Can’t it wait until tomorrow?” Timothy stands in the doorway to the bedroom as I finish tying my sneakers and don my jacket.

“Oh, not like a full trip or anything,” I say. “I need to pick up some eggs and OJ for breakfast and a couple things for when your sister comes over this weekend.”

“Well, alright, but if you keep disappearing, I’m going to start thinking you’re cheating on me.”

There’s a joking tone to my husband’s words. I know he could never imagine a perfect housewife like me cheating on him. But there’s also a strain of annoyance in his voice. He’s hurt. Tired of me running off when he wants me around. Or maybe I’m imagining that because I feel guilty after all these problems I’ve been having with my powers.

“Look, I’ll be home before you know it and we can watch that late night show you like,” I say, throwing my arms around him and giving him a kiss on the cheek. “And I’ll pick you up some of that cake from the bakery.”

“The cherry chocolate?” He raises an eyebrow hopefully.

“The cherry chocolate,” I say, giving him a parting kiss on the lips.

I wish I could tell Timothy I was going to stop a meteorite from smashing into New Metro City. Maybe someday I will, but for Professor Constantine has persuaded me that I need this part of my life to be uncomplicated. He says having a “normal” family life is how I remain connected to “normal” humans. That the worst heroes are those who distance themselves from the people they protect. But how could I ever distance myself from my family?

I pull into the lot of the 24-Hour Grocery and slip around to the dark loading area of the building. Not exactly glamorous to be changing into my costume next to the dumpsters full of cardboard boxes, but I do what I must to maintain my secret identity. I feel myself shedding my domestic life with each piece of clothing I remove. My glasses go last, shoved into the bag with the rest of my street clothes as I quickly don my durable Guardian Angel costume.

The white and blue uniform clings tightly to my curves, padding in the right places to protect and emphasize my shapely strength, an abstract angel emblazoned on my chest in gold. Alby sometimes makes fun of me for the long, red cape that hangs down my back, but that extra material has come in handy more than once when combat with a supervillain has exposed my body. I run my fingers through my lustrous hair, plug my tiny earpiece into one ear, take a deep breath, and launch myself into the night sky.

There I am free of gravity, weightless, flying and spinning above the suburbs. The streetlights and glowing signs blurring with speed into a golden smear as I accelerate towards the skyline of New Metro City. As I approach, I hear the faint crackle of static in my ear and a distorted burst of Alby’s voice as my communicator connects with the Phantom Jet.

“…repeat, are you there, Angel?”

“Copy that, Cutout,” I reply, flying in a tight circle over the tallest towers of downtown. “I’m over the city now.”

“I see you on the radar, gorgeous,” says Alby.

My super hearing easily tracks the whine of the Phantom Jet’s engines. I circle the city in a corkscrew pattern, gaining altitude with each pass until I am alongside the sleek, black-and-gray jet.

“Eyes on the rock, Alby,” I say, pointing up.

“The professor is tracking it through the satellites,” replies Alby, looking at me through the cockpit glass but speaking to me over the radio. “It should be hitting the atmosphere any second.”

“I’m going higher. I want to start the deceleration as early as possible.” I zoom upwards, leaving the glow of the jet engines far beneath me.

Thanks to my super vision, it doesn’t take me long to spot the meteor as a distant flare in the upper atmosphere. It forms a burning streak, still so high that nobody on the ground would be able to see it without a telescope.

“Spotted it,” I say, clenching my jaw. “I’m going to intercept it.”

“The professor says don’t impact too hard. He doesn’t want you to explode it before it lands.”

“Right, slow down the giant burning rock traveling at thousands of miles an hour gently. Got it.” I feel the shudder as my body accelerates past the sound barrier. I can no longer speak or even breathe because of the forces buffeting my face. The heat intensifies and I can see a friction glow around my body. Flames licking across my impervious eyes as the 747-sized meteor grows to fill my vision in the span of seconds.

At the last moment, I veer around the meteorite, circling back and falling in alongside it. I match its descent, flying beneath it until I can get my hand on the molten shell of rock. Burning chunks slip through my fingers as I plunge my arms into the stone.

Something is wrong. My powers are not working properly. The deeper my arms go into the molten rock, the more something in that stone is hurting me. My jaw tightens as the pain intensifies. My strength is fading with each passing moment.

“Not sure… I can stop it,” I grunt into my communicator.

“You can do it,” shouts Alby. “Just a little more. You’ve cut its speed almost in half.”

As the meteorite decelerates the friction heat decreases and I can get my arms out of the solidifying molten rock. I grip the outside surface and some of my strength returns. But time is running out. I look down and I can see that I am getting perilously close to downtown New Metro City. Worse, I can feel the blowback of my powers starting. A heat pulsating in my loins. A distracting tickle from my straining clit. My body is burning up from within and without.

“Aaahhhhhh!” I cry, pushing against the weight of the rock with every bit of my strength. I alter its trajectory, but I’m still not sure it is going to be enough. The meteorite has lost a lot of its mass, burned down to the size of a bus, but it is still huge and traveling very fast. With a last push before impact, a hoarse cry of effort, the meteorite slams me through a copse of trees and into the ground. Something explodes on impact, flinging my body from the blast and sending me spinning through the air.

I think I lose consciousness for a few seconds. Or maybe a few minutes. I come to twisted up on the ground. The grass around me is smoldering. My earpiece is buzzing in my ear. My uniform is singed, my hair is smoking, and my head is spinning like I’ve just downed a pitcher of sangria.

I float upwards and out of the crater. I’m relieved to see that the damage of the meteorite’s impact seems limited to some smashed trees and a grass fire in Center Park. There is an aircraft on the ground next to the meteorite’s impact crater. Not the sleek Phantom Jet. This one is a boxy airframe with huge tilt-engines and a ramp like a cargo plane. Workers and armed men in black uniforms are swarming around the jet and climbing down into the meteorite’s crater.

“Hijackers,” I mutter, flexing my fingers.

I don’t know where the Phantom Jet and Alby are, but I can’t worry about that now. Someone is after Professor Constantine’s meteorite, and I can’t let that happen. I fly a little higher and summon plasma from my fingertips.

“Get away from that meteorite!” I shout, rising above the aircraft.

Some of the workers stop and some of the armed men aim assault rifles at me. A deep laugh booms from the aircraft and an imposing figure steps down the ramp. He is bigger than any normal man, bulky and tall beneath a green, fur-lined cloak. It flaps against his helmeted head and swirls behind him in the wash from the jet’s engines. He tilts his face towards me to reveal a sinister silver mask contorted with a cruel expression and topped with a stylized crown.

“Do not listen to this bitch,” he shouts, his voice amplified by some sort of speakers concealed in his mask. “Continue your work! I will deal with this… Guardian Angel.”

“You might want to rethink that!” I shout, plasma sparking from my fingertips.

“The Iron Prince of Ruin fears no mortal man or woman! Your victory is inconceivable!” Something about the way he says “inconceivable” sounds familiar. A Russian accent maybe? The Iron Prince spreads his huge arms wide and flexes metallic fingers. He must be wearing some sort of powered armor.

“Iron Prince, huh? That’s a new one! But I’ll take you down like I’ve taken down all the others!” I hope I sound confident, because the backlash from using my powers to stop the meteorite has me wondering how big this guy’s cock is underneath his armor. And what I must do to get to it.

With no sign of backup, it looks like it’s up to me to stop the Iron Prince and his minions.


What should I do?

Attack the Iron Prince with plasma blasts

Ignore him and recover the meteorite

Use my super strength to battle the Iron Prince

Use my super speed to slam into the Iron Prince

Use my charm to try to seduce the Iron Prince


Attack the Iron Prince with Plasma Blasts

I don’t wait to let my lustful doubts cloud my judgment. I unleash a two-handed plasma blast, firing red energy from both hands and smashing into the robed giant. The energy explodes against him and throws him backwards. Somehow, he manages to stay on his feet, driven back but not knocked over. I pay the price for the wanton use of my powers. I can feel the heat boiling inside me. My body aches to be touched as I give the armored giant every spark of my rushing plasma.

The streams cut off abruptly, my strength momentarily expended as I sink from the sky and drop to one knee. I am panting with lust, hyper aware of my stiff, sensitive nipples against the inner lining of my costume and the tight gusset of my suit against my throbbing clit.

The giant steps towards me, through the smoke of his burning cloak as he tosses it aside and reveals the scorched but otherwise polished suit of silvery-black armor.

“Impressive, Guardian Angel,” booms the voice of the armored villain.

“There’s more where that came from,” I say, trying to stand up and summon more plasma. The red energy fizzles from my fingers and a wave of weakness comes over me and I drop back to one knee.

“Ohhhh, poor Angel. Have you worn yourself out? Your efforts are futile. The heat of your plasma cannot penetrate my Iskandium armor!” Panels slide back in the bulging groin of his armor and a glistening silvery phallus thrusts out. “But my Iskandium can penetrate your super pussy!”

I try to turn and escape as he lunges forward. His metal fist closes on my cape, and he yanks me backwards off my feet. I cry out as he slams me to the ground. He turns me over with another yank and his merciless fingers tear open the back of my costume. I gasp as my bare thighs and buttocks are exposed. My slick cunt brushed by the cool night air.

“There we are!” exults the distorted voice. “The Iron Prince shall punish you now!”

He grabs my hip with one huge hand and pulls my ass back until I feel the greased head of his cock brush against my ass. He rubs the tip over my cunt, and something vibrates and hums inside the mechanical phallus. Pleasure buzzes through me and I let out an involuntary cry.

“My beautiful, brazen super whore,” rumbles the giant. “All shall be ruled and ruined by the Iron Prince!”

I feel his buzzing mechani-cock pushing at my slick folds. God help me, I want it. I want him to fuck me. I can’t stop this. I can’t fight it. Can I?


What should I do?

Surrender to desire and get fucked by the Iron Prince

Resist my urges and try to tear off the Iron Prince’s armor


Ignore Him and Recover the Meteorite

My body is aching with need for release. If I let myself get drawn into a fight with the Iron Prince I am going to lose all control. I know it.

“You want a fight?” I clench my hands into fists.

“I will twist you to my will, Guardian Angel,” roars the amplified voice of the Iron Prince. “Come and meet your master!”

“Allow me to… introduce myself!” I don’t worry about my plasma. I don’t need my super strength. I put all my power into pure speed and with a sonic boom I fly at the Iron Prince. My powers of acceleration outmatch his reflexes and I slam into him, denting his armored shoulder and knocking him aside. Before he can hope to react, I am at the meteorite crater, easily knocking aside the workers and armed men in black trying to get to the steaming rock.

I descend into the crater and reach the heat-smoothed stone the size of a refrigerator. Suddenly, I plummet from the air as if gravity traps me in its grip once more. I slam hard into the side of the meteorite and feel my powers draining from my body. I can barely stand it and find myself leaning heavily against the meteorite and feeling more of my strength seem to flow out of me and into the stone.

“The rock… something… something inside the rock is… stealing my powers.” The meteorite has cracked open, the fissure revealing a faint blue glow from within. The interior is hollow and lined with hundreds of jagged blue crystals. I’m too weak to even push away from the meteorite. I slide down the surface of the stone and fall to my knees.

It is draining more than just my power.

The blue light is killing me.

There is a loud thump as the Iron Prince leaps down into the crater behind me. I hear his distorted chuckle as he approaches.

“You poor girl,” he growls. “You thought yourself invulnerable, but you have learned your weakness. Abscondite does not occur naturally upon earth but it is plentiful on the planet Absconda. When that world was destroyed, pieces of it were flung throughout this region of the galaxy. Pieces like these.”

He reaches past me into the meteorite and snaps off one of the slender blue crystals with his armored hand. I shrink reflexively away from it, feeling a radiating, unpleasant cold as he holds the crystal closer to my face.

“I could plunge this into your heart and end your suffering,” says the Iron Prince. He grabs my hair in one hand and holds the dagger of crystal to my throat. I feel the icy burn of its edge against my skin. “Shall I make it quick or make you suffer?”

“Go to… hell…” I manage, my eyes recovering from the threatening fog of unconsciousness as I stare up at him.

“Defiant to the last. No, I won’t kill you just yet. For the time being, I’d prefer to have you alive.” The Iron Prince tightens his grip on my hair and drags me a step away from the meteorite. I’m still weakened by that blue glow, and by the blade held to my throat, but at least I don’t feel like I’m being drained of all life. “You will help me test the effectiveness of this element to develop weapons against you and your superpowered brethren. Humanity, pure humanity, will once again rule this world and you mutated freaks will be relegated to the dustbin of—”

His cliched speech is interrupted by the high-pitched scream of jet engines and the sudden blurt of rapid-fire cannons. Explosions spatter the Iron Prince’s armored suit, and he staggers beneath the onslaught. The Phantom Jet rushes over us seemingly only a few feet over the top of the crater. The downwash from the jets stirs the Iron Prince’s cape and I see, a moment too late, that the villain has flipped some sort of weapon out of his armored pauldron.

A rocket streaks from his shoulder and into the air. A moment later, there is a brilliant flash visible over the lip of the crater. This is followed by an even larger flash and a terrible booming crash.

“Fool!” roars the triumphant Iron Prince. “Do you think your weapons can stop my reign?”

I can only hope Cutout managed to eject before the jet crashed. His rescue attempt has bought me a moment to escape. The Iron Prince is still gloating about his victory, which gives me a chance to crawl away from the meteorite. Each foot, every inch, I manage to crawl allows some of my strength to return to me. I make it all the way to the crater’s edge, and I am able to stand by pulling myself up on the rocks. The Iron Prince is still ignoring me, but I know that won’t last long.

I need to act. With some of my powers restored, I could try to save Alby or use my plasma to try to destroy the meteorite rather than let the Iron Prince have it.


What should I do?

Fly to save Alby

Try to blast the meteorite to destroy it


Use My Super Strength to Battle the Iron Prince

This arrogant asshole is in for a rude awakening if he thinks he can outfight me in some suit of powered armor. Every few months some new techno wizard pops up thinking he can hire some mercenaries and use some artificial muscles and a jet pack to take over New Metro City. I’ve beaten twenty Iron Prince types in my day. I’m not intimidated.

If only I wasn’t feeling that familiar pulsating lust in my core. Then I would be completely confident.

“You want a fight? I’ll give you a fight. It’s time your tin can gets recycled!” Not my best line, I’ll admit, but it will have to do.

I fly straight for him, slamming into him with my shoulder and feeling the armored chest plate hold surprisingly well. He grabs my cape in one gauntleted hand and tries to fling me away, but I spin around the axis of his arm using my flight powers and deliver a two-botted kick to his head. He roars with anger, staggering back and releasing me.

One of the Iron Prince’s soldiers steps between me and the Iron Prince and opens fire with his assault rifle. The bullets flatten on my nigh-impervious skin. He empties his magazine at me. I wag my finger to scold him and grab the gun and snap it to pieces. The soldier retreats from me and backs right into the Iron Prince.

“Move!” The armored villain backhands his own soldier and sends the unlucky man flying into the trees. The hulking villain lunges at me, grabbing my shoulders in both hands and rockets off the ground with me in his arms. He carries me almost to the meteorite before slamming me down into the ground and grinding me under his knees. It hurts, sure, and it tears off half of what I had left of my costume. I can feel my bare ass getting scrubbed by rocks.

Mostly, it just pisses me off. I throw the Iron Prince off me and land on top of him, pummeling his head and chest with blows that should be able to cave in his helmet. Each punch reverberates through his armor and vibrates into my core, making me more and more aroused. I’m panting with lust and somehow, the metal mask of his helmet endures with only the slightest dents. I can hear distorted laughter coming from inside.

“You cannot penetrate my Iskandium!” he laughs.

I knee him in the groin, but even that part of him seems armored with that strange alloy. He throws me off him and I roll across the ground, exhausted and writhing with lust. The Iron Prince rises to his feet and tosses his cloak aside. Panels open on the bulging armored groin and a huge metallic and latex phallus emerges from his suit. Grease drips down the side and the device begins to buzz ominously.

“I know all of your weaknesses, Guardian Angel,” he exults, stomping towards me as his dripping mechanical cock bounces up and down.

“Did you… have to make that… because you don’t have a real one,” I gasp, pushing up on my hands and knees and trying not to stare at that massive metal and black latex dick.

“Oh no, I have a huge cock,” laughed the Iron Prince. “I will introduce you to it once I have tamed you and weakened you.”

He stands over me, peering down at me through the lenses of his grotesque mask. I need to get up and fight or I am going to give in to my desire. My body is hot with need. My pussy aching to be filled by that villainous dildo.

“Surrender to your desire, Guardian Angel,” he says, reaching down to stroke my back with his armored hand. “Admit you want to be fucked and I will give you pleasure beyond your wildest imagining.”

I lift my head just enough to see several of the Iron Prince’s armed men watching in shock. The defender of New Metro City brought down and gasping, half-naked and looking weak. Can I really fight this heat inside me? Where is Alby?

As if on cue, the Phantom Jet screams overhead and rakes the area with thundering cannon fire. The soldiers scatter for cover, but the Iron Prince absorbs several impacts without apparent harm. He tracks the glowing engines of the jet as it passes overhead and a small, boxy weapon flips over his shoulder from a hidden compartment. A missile streaks out and there is a boom a moment later. A moment after that comes a much louder boom as the Phantom Jet goes down in a rolling fireball.

“Bastard,” I gasp.

“Oh, I think your friend ejected,” laughs the Iron Prince. “But my men will capture him and bring him here. Now then… where were we?”

He returns his hand to my exposed flesh, running metal fingers over the curve of my hip and caressing the plush cheeks of my ass sticking out through my torn costume. My eyes are drawn to the buzzing, dripping length of his mechani-cock jutting from his groin.


What should I do?

Keep fighting the Iron Prince

Rush to the aid of Alby

Surrender to desire and get fucked by the Iron Prince


Use My Super Speed to Slam into the Iron Prince

I don’t overthink things. I fly at the Iron Prince at supersonic speed and slam into him with the force of a missile. My impervious body collides with his armored suit, and I am surprised I don’t feel his armor crumple. Maybe a little dent from that first impact, but no serious damage. That puts the Iron Prince a step above most of these mecha-obsessed fascists and freaks I’ve battled over the years.

He wraps me in his arms and roars with amplified anger. I keep pushing with my powers of flight. He seems to weigh more than a ton, but I just brought down a meteorite weighing many times that much so it’s easy to lift him off the ground and carry him into the sky. We soar above his landed jet and into the night sky. I accelerate faster and faster as he crushes my body against his chest. His mechanical strength is impressive. The intense friction tears his cloak from his body.

He begins to laugh beneath his grotesque silver mask.

“What’s so funny, Tin Man?” I growl through clenched teeth.

“I can see your secrets, Guardian Angel. Your body is growing hotter by the moment and it isn’t just friction. Your heart rate is elevated. Your weakness lies exposed. You are becoming aroused.” I hear a whirring beneath me and feel something hard and cylindrical press between us. A hardness that begins to vibrate against the front of my uniform tight against my mound.

“What… what is that?” I gasp.

“A little something special for you, Guardian Angel,” he laughs again.

I push my shoulders and squished breasts away from his armored body and look between us. I feel oily warmth soaking into my super suit and I gasp as I realize he has extruded a metallic and black latex cock from within his suit. The huge appendage buzzes with internal vibration and rubs against my most intimate spot, sending pleasure tickling into my depths.

Segmented metallic tentacles slide from behind the Iron Prince’s back and begin rubbing at my breasts and reaching around my hips to slither over my ass. This armored pervert is groping me with his robo-tentacles and grinding his mechani-cock on me even though we are traveling faster than the speed of sound.

It’s starting to work. No, not just starting. My hips are moving involuntarily, pressing my padded pussy against his grease-leaking cock-spigot. My tits are bound with metal tentacles, and I can feel them drawing aside my costume. It’s distracting me enough that I can feel us slowing down. I can’t even drop the weight of the Iron Prince from 10,000 feet up, because he’s holding me tightly in his armored limbs.

“Iskandium alloy!” He laughs, seeming to sense that I am losing my struggle. “You cannot break this armor, Guardian Angel! But lust will break you!”

Maybe he’s right, but I am willing to bet I have enough strength left to pry myself free and throw him far, far away from me. Or maybe I can fly even faster and overwhelm his robo-muscles. If I can immobilize him with speed, I might be able to open his tin can and get at the man inside.

Even thinking about that gives me a flash of a naked, muscular body and a thick, hard cock. I don’t know what the Iron Prince looks like, probably a burn victim or something, but he’s already turning into an erotic fantasy in my heightened state of arousal. I must put such thoughts from my head and focus on the mission.


What should I do?

Fling the Iron Prince as far away as I can

Fight my urges and keep flying faster


Use My Charm to Try to Seduce the Iron Prince

Seduction is one of the tools I sometimes employ against supervillains. You would be surprised how often a toss of my hair, a winning smile, a wink, or a little peek at my cleavage can cause a diabolical foe to let down his guard.

I’m not even sure there is a man inside this powered armor suit. It could be a robot being remotely piloted by the Iron Prince. Or even a rogue AI that thinks it’s human or something. You’d be amazed how many times I’ve had to battle against horny robots. I swear, half of them start to become sentient and want to do nothing but have sex.

Don’t tell my husband or my ex-husband, but some of the best sex of my life was with robots. The thought sends a tremor through my already extremely aroused body. Seducing the Iron Prince is going to be dangerous with how hot I am from bringing down that meteorite. But I need an advantage.

“What’s wrong?” taunts the Iron Prince, posing pompously with his hands on his hips. “Feeling a bit… hot? I can see your desire on my thermal vision, Guardian Angel. I’ve watched your battles enough to know one of your weaknesses. You get turned on by the fight.”

He snaps his fingers and several of his soldiers form a semi-circle around me from behind. The Iron Prince comes strutting towards me. I smile at him, betraying not the slightest hint of fear or concern. I can feel the night breeze stirring my cape. Cool air caressing the parts of my body that have been exposed by damage to my super suit. I’m still mostly clothed, but I’m showing a hint of my breasts and some of my hip and back have been exposed from friction burns to my costume.

“I am impressed by your power,” he says, looming over me, but not lashing out. “You are physically superior to most humans on this planet. That is how you dominate us, for now. But humans will soon regain our dominance.”

“And you want to dominate me?” I tease him.

“For millennia mankind has built an order that served our interests,” he says, gesturing casually as if I am no longer a threat to him. “Kings ruled, lords bent the knee, and peasants toiled in service. But you… you and your kind proliferated suddenly, upending the entire order of the planet.”

“I think feudalism was long gone by the time we got here,” I scoff.

“You think you protect New Metro City? You enslave it with powers that came to you by mutation or some other stroke of luck! I have made my strength! I have forged the weapons that will defeat your kind!”

He turns to me suddenly, leaning his grotesque, masked face down towards mine.

“I see your desire, pulsing through your veins and thrumming in your abdomen. Even as I speak of your destruction, your downfall, you ache with lust. Deep down, you wish to be dominated by me. To give up your power for pleasure.” He caresses me with an armored gauntlet, stroking my hair from my face with the lightest touch and then resting his hand on my shoulder. “Admit it.”

“Oh, yes,” I gasp. “You’re turning me on so much. Nothing makes me hotter than a big, metal, delusional warlord.”

“You mock me with your words, but your body betrays your true desire,” his gauntlet trails slowly down my arm and strokes my hip. I feel a hot thrill at the thought that he might throw me down and claim me. But claim me with what? The lump of his iron codpiece?

“I don’t want to fight you,” I whisper, wondering how far I should play this game with him.

“Then show me what you want,” he says, stroking my hip more insistently. “Bare your heart to me, Guardian Angel. Show me… your tits.”

Guys only want one thing, am I right? But should I call his bluff and take this a little further or should I show him a couple of big orbs of plasma instead of my tits?


What should I do?

Show the Iron Prince my tits

Show the creep a plasma blast instead


Show the Iron Prince My Tits

“You want to see these?” I ask, grabbing my breasts through my tattered super suit. I squeeze them and shape them in my hands so that they threaten to overflow the torn neckline of my costume.

“I do not want to see them,” growls the distorted voice of the Iron Prince. “I command you to show them to me!”

“Oh, yessss!” I cry, feigning delighted submission as I tear open my costume’s top and free my big, soft tits. My breasts bounce loose from the tight fabric. The Iron Prince growls at the sight of my heaving mommy milkers capped with pink areolas and stiff nipples. I fill my hands with them and offer them up for him to admire. “They’re the best tits you’ve ever seen.”

“Well… I have seen almost their match once or twice before,” he growls beneath his mask. “But perhaps you are right. I will have to… examine them.”

I cry out as his cold metal hands engulf my tits. There are tiny fleshlike pads on the fingertip of each, as if they are somehow allowing him to actually touch my skin. He strokes and kneads my breasts with surprising gentleness.

The Iron Prince’s breathing grows heavier under his mask as he draws his fingertips over and around my nipples. Circling my buds before catching them deftly between mechanical fingertips. He pinches ever so slightly, lifting the weight of my breasts by my nipples and then allowing them to settle back against my ribcage.

His entire hulking body presses closer, and I feel my urge to get fucked overriding my instincts to defend myself. The metal clad giant palms my soft breasts and presses his overbearing body against mine.

“They are so familiar to me,” says the Iron Prince. “As are those pretty blue eyes of yours.”

“You must’ve… must’ve seen me on the TV,” I gasp as he plucks at my nipples with the softer pads of his armored fingertips.

“Mmmmm, perhaps,” he growls, then he turns his head and shouts to his men. “Quickly now, get the meteorite loaded onto the jet while I… deal with Guardian Angel.”

He says the word “deal” and roughly clamps his hands to my breasts. I let out a soft cry at his two-handed, vise-like grip on my tits. A rough squeeze that might badly bruise a normal woman but only excites me more.

“Do you like peace, Guardian Angel?” rasps the Iron Prince with his reverberating, digitized voice.

“Peace? Ah! Yes!” I cry, watching his armored fingers dimple the softness of my tits.

“Good. Then you will show me more.” He releases my breasts and takes a single step back. The lenses of his helmet focus on my body scantily clad in my torn costume. “You flaunt your loveliness to the likes of Torvald. So show it to me. Show me the cunt of an angel.”

“I would never,” I gasp, covering my fondled tits with my hands.

“Do not be so coy,” growls the Iron Prince. “I see the truth of your lust in infrared! You are aflame with the need for more! You will anger me if you refuse! Show me your cunt, now!”

His booming command sends a hot thrill through my body. Several of his men glance in our direction. He’s a supervillain, I know I shouldn’t, but I desperately want to obey him. To let him see just how wet this is making me and entice him to fuck me like I need to be fucked.


What should I do?

Show the Iron Prince my cunt

Show the creep a plasma blast instead


Show the Creep a Plasma Blast Instead

I run my hands over the soft swell of my curves and down to the tattered remains of my super suit. I can hear the soft whir of the Iron Prince focusing on the way my hands move over my body. Teasing my stiff nipples through the suit. Squeezing and kneading my yielding softness.

“Yes, yes,” he murmurs, his voice reverberating with the amplifier. He leans closer, ever so slightly, watching intently as my fingers curl into the torn scraps.

I reverse my hands, palms facing him suddenly as I unleash a short, powerful, two-handed blast of brilliant red plasma directly into the face of the Iron Prince. He howls, staggering backwards, his silvery-black metal steaming and his hood burned away from his helmet.

“You treacherous bitch!” he cries. “But your plasma cannot pierce my Iskandium suit! Now, two can play these games!”

He thrusts his palms towards me and fires twin beams of blue-white energy. I manage to throw myself down and dodge them, but one of the soldiers behind me is cut to pieces by one of the beams. The moment my knees hit the ground, I launch myself airborne directly at the Irion Prince. He grunts as my shoulder collides with his unbreakable armor. The force of my impact is enough to knock him off his feet and we both go to the ground.

I’m faster, clearly, but he seems just as strong as me. Maybe even stronger as my growing lust causes me to struggle with my urges as I am fighting with the powerful suit. He clamps an iron gauntlet around my throat. I pummel the joints of his arm until he releases me. We separate, getting to our feet, and he charges at me. I dodge him easily, but then he blasts me with a micro-missile mounted on a retractable shoulder launcher.

The explosion does not hurt me but flings me across the clearing and into the meteorite pit. I grunt as my back collides with the heat-smoothed surface of the meteorite. Workers scatter as the Iron Prince jumps down into the pit with me.

My super suit is blasted to scraps. My breasts hang free and one thigh and some of my pubic area is exposed. I lean against the meteorite and feel something weakening me. Like a sudden light-headedness combined with a worsening fever.

I look back over my shoulder and see that one part of the meteorite has cracked open, revealing a hollow interior lined with blue crystals like the interior of a geode. These crystals emit a faint blue glow. A glow that I can feel sapping my strength.

“Ahhhhh! So it works!” The Iron Prince laughs cruelly as he stomps towards me. “You have discovered the purpose of my arrival here, Guardian Angel. The mineral I call Abscondite has been launched from a distant world and crashed to earth. Extremely rare, almost unique, but the crystals contained within this rock are the key to unlocking weapons that can restore humanity to dominance on this world. The radiation the crystals emit drains the life of those with superhuman DNA.”

“You’re insane,” I say, finally managing to regain my feet.

The Iron Prince gives me a slight shove and I fall backwards again, sprawled against the curve of the refrigerator-sized meteorite.

“A quirk of fate or mutation has created super humans on this planet, upsetting the natural order of the world that allowed mankind to prosper. Now you superhumans declare yourselves our protectors? How arrogant! How fascist of you!” He wraps an armored gauntlet around my throat and squeezes. I can’t breathe. “Your reign is over. You superhumans will kneel or be forced to your knees with the weapons I develop from these crystals. I had hoped to test them on you, but you are too treacherous to be spared now. Prepare to die, Guardian Angel!”

Jet engines suddenly scream overhead and the hot downwash of them blasts into the crater. The Phantom Jet appears, hovering just off the ground, and opens fire with twin cannons. Explosive rounds hammer into the Iron Prince, forcing him to relinquish his grip on me and staggering him back. I try to seize the opportunity, but I cannot even push myself away from the meteorite. I fall back, helplessly enervated by the blue glow of the Abscondite.

Several Cutouts appear in their familiar costumes, tumbling acrobatically out of the Phantom Jet and hurrying towards the crater. The Iron Prince incinerates one with his energy blasts, but two more leap at him and one plants a limpet mine on the powered armor’s chest. An explosion throws the Iron Prince across the crater and momentarily stuns him.

I’m starting to lose consciousness, but I feel hands lifting me away from the meteorite.

“Come on, Angel, we’re getting out of here,” says one Cutout.

“Have to… have to take the meteorite,” I gasp, regaining some strength as the Cutouts pull me away.

“No! Professor’s orders! We’re aborting the mission! Come on!” Two Cutouts cover our retreat with rocket launchers and one of them pays the price for it, getting blasted by the Iron Prince as I am being loaded into the Phantom Jet. Cutout straps me into a seat as I weakly struggle to escape.

“No, no,” I moan.

The jet lifts into the air with one Cutout behind the controls and another operating the cannons to try to damage the Iron Prince’s jet. The jet has some sort of force field though because the cannon fire harmlessly spatters against shimmering blue energy.

The last two Cutouts left behind on the ground as we ascend sacrifice themselves by pulling the pins on grenades and leaping at the Iron Prince. I’m glad I don’t see them actually explode as the Phantom Jet accelerates skyward and breaks the sound barrier.

“We have to… have to turn back,” I cry, writhing in the seat and tearing the restraints loose from the walls.

“You gotta calm down, Angel,” shouts Cutout, the engines roaring as we soar into the sky.

Calm yourself, Diana. Professor Constantine’s voice speaks into my mind. I feel his presence like a comforting memory. A supportive sensation. His voice, echoing in my mind as he says, The danger is too great. I will not lose you.

Whether or not I agree with him, I am in no state to resist Professor Constantine’s influence. I stop fighting and let the invisible hand of the g-forces hold me in my seat.

CONTINUE >


Show the Iron Prince My Cunt

I cannot resist the booming voice of the Iron Prince. He stares at me through the cold black eyes of his mask and even some of his soldiers are watching me, but that only makes me hotter. I take hold of the torn halves of my super suit already hanging down my sides beneath my exposed breasts.

“Yes, obey me,” rumbles the Iron Prince with cruel satisfaction. “You cannot resist your body’s urges. Show your flesh to me, Guardian Angel. Obey the word of the Iron Prince.”

“Yessss,” I gasp, surrendering to my desire as I rip my suit down the middle and bare my aching cunt to the cruel gaze of the Iron Prince. His laughter booms as I expose my thick, powerful thighs and the blushing folds of my cunt.

He takes me in his armored embrace, draping me over one arm as he presses his other gauntlet between my legs. I whimper and buck my hips to meet his thick, armored digits. He spreads my pussy wide and I hear his distorted laughter as my juices spill out over his fingers.

“It is as I have observed,” he laughs. “The noble Guardian Angel becomes so excited from using her powers that she cannot hold back the floodwaters of her carnal desires. Look at yourself, your blushing bosoms heaving like a wild woman. Your hips working as you try to fuck yourself with my fingers. Shall I grant you the pleasure?”

“Please,” I mewl helplessly. “Please fuck me.”

“Do you hear that?” The Iron Prince’s voice booms over the idle of his jet’s engines. “She came to stop me and here she is, in my arms, desperately begging to be taken.”

Several of the Iron Prince’s armed soldiers come closer to watch as their lord probes my twitching twat with a single armored digit. It’s as big as most sex toys I have experienced. Thick and articulated as it slowly slides into my quivering folds. I let out a sharp cry as the Iron Prince’s finger slides deeper. So long and thick that it stretches my folds and pushes at my womb. My inner walls clutch against cold metal. Feeling his finger buzz slightly with some sort of mechanical vibration.

“Ohhhhhhh, Goddddd,” I moan, bucking urgently against him. The Iron Prince stares down at me, watching me make a fool of myself as I buck and writhe in his supporting arm. Fucking myself onto his finger. My juices glistening on his armored gauntlet.

“Yes, you are close? Not close enough, my beautiful fallen angel!”

Just as my pleasure threatens to reach its peak, the Iron Prince thrusts a second finger into my squeezing sugar hole. I howl with violated ecstasy. My pleasure clutching at his thrusting fingers. My pussy stretched tightly around his huge digits.

“Cum for me now,” booms the voice of the Iron Prince. “CUM!”

“Ahhhhh! Yes! I’m cumming!” I wail, surrendering to the overwhelming surge of ecstasy. My pussy spasms with the rhythm of my climax. My slick cum spills down his hand in spurts and drips from his gauntlet. The shoulder mounted lights of several of his troopers illuminate my body clad only in the last scraps of my super suit. I hear the Iron Prince’s men chuckling and joking about my shameless display of pleasure.

And I don’t care. It doesn’t matter in the face of this ecstasy. A sudden burst of plasma flashes from my body, scorching the Iron Prince’s cape and tumbling his men onto their backs. They cry out in shock, but the Iron Prince is undeterred. His fingers are still inside me, plunging into my cunt as my orgasm recedes. Leaving me, despite my explosive release, craving more.

But those cravings have diminished. Some of my will is returning. If I can just fight the pleasure he is giving me, I might be able to break free of my urges.

“Bring me a sample of the rock,” commands the Iron Prince.

As the Iron Prince continues to toy with me, slowing his fingers but not withdrawing them from my fluttering pussy, two of his plasma-singed troopers scramble down into the meteorite crater. They return moments later bearing shards of blue crystal that emit an unpleasant blue light. The Iron Prince slips his fingers from inside my cunt and holds out his cum-slicked hand to his troopers. They press a shard of blue crystal into his grasp.

“Let us see if the Abscondite works,” he says and suddenly pushes the glowing blue rock against my abdomen.

I cry out in sudden agony as cold pain spears through my stomach. I try to push the Iron Prince’s hand away, but I am suddenly too weak to force his arm back more than a few inches. Even that exhausts me and I slump back onto his arm again. The blue light seems to be draining away my powers. No, more than that, it’s draining away my very life.

“Stop, please,” I moan helplessly.

“Very well,” says the Iron Prince, tossing the crystal aside. “Abscondite’s radiation is harmless to humans but deadly to so-called supers like you. Your altered DNA is vulnerable to its emissions.”

He strokes my abdomen and runs his armored fingers over my mound.

“It was… killing me,” I gasp, trembling with pleasure at his touch.

“Yes, but I do not want you to die, my dear. At least… not yet. First, there is something I want you to show me.”

“W-what’s that?” I rasp, my tossed hair a dark veil across my eyes.

He eases me to the ground and stands over me like a conquering warlord. I watch, still reeling from my exposure to the meteorite’s crystals, as the Iron Prince opens his armored codpiece and exposes the impressive huge length of his erect, uncut cock and heavy balls. The sight of it, jutting ridiculously from his armored suit, sends a fresh heat pulsing through my core.

“On your knees, Fallen Angel,” he says. “Show me what a super slut you are. Prove your worth to me… and suck my cock!”

His voice booms the final words of his command and I find myself rising to my knees before I even fully know what I am doing. I stare at his engorged cock only inches from my face. Twitching with his lust and pointing slightly downward at my soft heaving tits.

“Suck!” he roars impatiently.

Yes, God help me, I want to suck his cock. Can I resist him? Or must I succumb to this urge to serve the Iron Prince’s massive meatpole?


What should I do?

Obey the Iron Prince and suck his cock

Blast the Iron Prince in the dick with my plasma


Blast the Iron Prince in the Dick with My Plasma

I make up my mind as the Iron Princes glowers down at me with that monstrous silver mask of his. His huge cock is pointing right at my tits and he’s expecting me to suck him like an obedient slave. I want to obey him too, but I’m fed up with guys like the Iron Prince thinking they can push me around just because trying to kick their ass makes me so horny.

I’m a mom and the defender of New Metro City! I don’t deserve to be ordered around like this!

But I let him think he has won.

“Ohhhhh, wow, it’s so big,” I moan, grasping his stiff cock in both hands. It is big, annoyingly so, and it is making my mouth water. I pump my hands slowly up and down the length of his cock as I look up at him and wet my lips. “I can’t wait to get this gorgeous dick in my mouth.”

“Yessssss,” he hisses, the sound distorted by his amplified mask. “I will fuck your face and unload my seed down your throat. It is my gift to you, Guardian Angel, for knowing when you are defeated.”

“Mmmmm, thank you, Your Majesty,” I moan, leaning towards him and parting my lips. I can feel his cock throbbing in my hands with anticipation. When my reaching tongue is scarcely an inch from his cockhead, I spring my trap.

I’ve used so much of my strength wrestling down that meteorite that my power is diminished, but it’s strong enough to unleash a plasma burst from both hands. Red energy explodes from my fingertips. My hands engulf the Iron Prince’s cock in a fire as hot as the sun.

He howls and staggers back, grabbing at the incinerated stump of his cock with his armored hands.

I manage to stand up as he drops to his knees. His men had been watching with curiosity but are shocked by the sudden violence. They bring up their assault rifles and aim them at me.

“What’s wrong, Prince?” I ask, standing over him shamelessly with my hands on my hips. “Was my blowjob a little too hot for you? Couldn’t hold it in and exploded before I could even get you in my mouth?”

Okay, it’s a little too much gloating, but this guy was really pissing me off. He is still screaming a warbling, amplified howl. But that sound slowly becomes a choking laugh.

“You think… you think your power can stop me?” He lifts his hand from his ruined cock and I watch in horror as silvery threads twist together and sprout from the blackened stump of his groin. His penis reforms. Uncut and drooping as the blackened portion sloughs away. The Iron Prince rises and snaps shut the armored codpiece over his flaccid cock. “I am ready for you and all the other so-called ‘supers’ that try to rule this planet. My human ingenuity is more than a match for your unnatural advantages.”

“So you made a dick that can grow back just in case I would blast it off of you with my plasma?” I scoff.

I’ve finally pushed him too far. He backhands me across the clearing blasted by the meteorite impact. I’m not hurt, but my powers are so overtaxed that I am stunned for a moment by the blow. As I sit up, I see the Iron Prince coming towards me holding another of those glowing crystals.

“Abscondite,” he says, brandishing the jagged blue crystal, “should be sufficient to put a permanent end to your arrogance.”

He brings the crystal down like a dagger. I try to deflect it away with my arm, but instead of shattering or being knocked from his grasp, the crystal pierces my forearm and stabs deep into my flesh. I scream as cold agony shoots through my body. I feel my powers and my life force being leeched away by the crystal.

“Do you see now, Guardian Angel?” sneers the Iron Prince. “Your doom is upon you. I might have spared you, turned you into a pet for my pleasure, but now you die.”

He draws the dagger of crystal from my arm and I collapse to the ground, barely strong enough to lift my head. I look at him through eyes watering with pain.

“Someone… someone will stop your madness,” I manage as the dagger plunges towards my neck.

Before the jagged tip can pierce my throat, a scream of engines drowns out every sound in the clearing and explosions burst all around us. The Phantom Jet! Not a moment too soon! Cannon fire rakes the Iron Prince. Not powerful enough to pierce his armor, but rapid fire and explosive enough to knock him aside and blast the dagger of crystal from his hands.

The Phantom Jet touches down in the clearing at a speed perilously close to a crash. Cutouts come leaping out of the side door and attack the Iron Prince and his henchmen with desperate ferocity. Two of them grab my naked body and haul me to my feet as several more battle it out with the Iron Prince. Cutout is tough and his copies are well-armed, but they’re no match for the Iron Prince. He’s killing them off one-by-one as the two Cutouts drag me onto the Phantom Jet.

“I can feel… feel my strength returning,” I say as they belt me into one of the crash seats.

Another Cutout looks back at me from the cockpit and shouts, “Professor Constantine’s orders! We’re getting the hell out of here!”

I see him wince, probably as another of his copies gets taken out on the ground. One of the two Cutouts that brought me onto the Phantom Jet grabs a belt of grenades from an equipment locker and dives back out the door to rejoin the fight. His comrade shuts the door behind him as the jet begins to lift off.

“No!” I cry, pulling at the safety belts crossed between my bare breasts as the Phantom Jet lifts off the ground. “No, I can stop him! Don’t do this, Alby!”

Calm yourself, Diana. Professor Constantine’s voice speaks into my mind. I feel his presence like a comforting memory. A supportive sensation. His voice, echoing in my mind as he says, The danger is too great. I will not lose you.

Whether or not I agree with him, I am in no state to resist Professor Constantine’s influence. I stop fighting and let the invisible hand of the g-forces hold me in my seat.

CONTINUE >


Obey the Iron Prince and Suck His Cock

I stare at the thick hammer of the Iron Prince’s cock, admiring its bulbous head and the way the shaft bounces slightly with his straining lust. A vein throbbing faintly along the shaft. Those huge balls hanging there full of his cum. My mouth waters involuntarily and my pussy aches.

I glance over at the faint blue glow from the meteorite crater, and I tell myself that the threat of that painful blue glow justifies my surrender. But the truth is, I desperately want to suck the Iron Prince’s magnificent cock.

“Suck,” he growls again, reaching down tangle his armored fist in my silky dark hair.

He pushes my face closer, his cock grazing my lips and brushing along my cheek. His scent, a familiar, manly musk thick in my nostrils. My hands grasp his shaft, feeling his pulse beneath my fingers as I let him guide me to his tip.

I look up at his armored visage.

I part my lips to his cock.

“Thaaaat’s it,” he chuckles as I stick out my tongue and taste the underside of his cock. “I knew I would have you on your knees if you dared to show your face.”

“Go to hell,” I say, but my words are undermined by my lust as I swirl my tongue around his bulbous tip and taste the first salty ooze of his precum. The lust throbbing in my core guides my movements as I part my lips wider and slide his cock into my mouth. His hardness follows my tongue to the back of my throat as I tighten my lips and suck hard around him.

“It seems… you have found your true calling,” he groans with pleasure, but does not relax his grip on my hair. “A pretty face to be fucked.”

The Iron Prince begins to work his hips, sliding his cock in and out of my mouth in a way that reminds me of a man I knew before. My ex-husband liked to treat me like this. He enjoyed getting me drunk and then getting me down on my knees or on all fours and fucking my face or plowing my ass. The memories of wild nights with him in Budapest hotels and Japanese train cars makes me work more urgently to pleasure the Iron Prince.

“Mmmnnnnngggmmmm,” I gurgle around the Iron Prince’s thick cock as it slides in and out of my throat. His fat balls slap wetly against my chin and my nose bumps repeatedly against the hard plate of his armor.

He pulls out of my throat suddenly, nearly making me gag, and slaps his filthy wet cock against my face.

“Suck my balls,” he commands.

“Mmmm, yes, mmmmmphmmm,” I moan, mucus bubbling from my nostrils as I lean down and tongue the Iron Prince’s heavy balls. I lick them and suck them, drawing one and then the other into my mouth as my hand pumps on his spit-slicked cock.

“Good, you know how to obey me,” he laughs, then yanks my head back and forces me to cry out in shock, drool smearing my face.

“Now I’m going to cum down that sweet throat,” he growls and plunges his cock back into my mouth. I do my best to suck him but he is in charge. His cock slams down my throat and his armor mashes into my face. His tight balls are hard knots against my chin as he hilts down my gurgling throat.

It’s incredibly humiliating, tears of discomfort streaming from my eyes as I look up at his hulking, armored body.

“AAHHHHHHH! TAKE MY CUM, SUPER SLUT!” His roar of pleasure reverberates through his helmet. I feel his cock jerking against my tongue with rapid spasms of ecstasy. Hot cum spurts into my throat and I have no choice but to swallow around his invading cock. Drinking his seed. Draining his load as he pours his cum down my throat.

He pulls his cock out of my filthy mouth trailing mucus and cum and rubs it across my face. I can feel that raunchy mix of mucus and cum and saliva dripping onto my tits.

“Fuck me,” I try to say, reaching a hand between my thighs and rubbing my bare cunt.

“What’s that?” laughs the Iron Prince. “Oh, my sweet Fallen Angel, there will be time enough for that when I’ve trained you.”

He waves to his men and one of them walks over with a dog collar studded with small blue fragments of crystal.

“It is a crude creation, but it should keep you subdued until I can devise a more elegant solution,” he says, belting the collar around my neck. I don’t fight it as he begins to latch the collar. But his thick, armored fingers fumble with the buckle. He curses under his breath as he struggles to collar me. I can feel the radiating cold of the crystals weakening me and I cannot fight him.

But that does not stop Alby.

The scream of engines drowns out every sound in the clearing and explosions burst all around us. The Phantom Jet! Not a moment too soon! Cannon fire rakes the Iron Prince. Not powerful enough to pierce his armor, but rapid fire and explosive enough to knock him aside and blast the crystal-studded collar out of his hands.

The Phantom Jet touches down in the clearing at a speed perilously close to a crash. Cutouts come leaping out of the side door and attack the Iron Prince and his henchmen with desperate ferocity. Two of them grab my naked body and haul me to my feet as several more battle it out with the Iron Prince. Cutout is tough and his copies are well-armed, but they’re no match for the Iron Prince. He’s killing them off one-by-one as the two Cutouts drag me onto the Phantom Jet.

“What have you been doing?” asks one of the Cutouts, looking at my naked, filthy body.

“Please,” I whimper, my eyes rolling in my head, “fuck me, Alby.”

The Cutouts exchange a glance and then belt me into the seat, the straps cinched tightly between my breasts. I writhe in the chair, some of my strength returning but my lust only growing worse.

Another Cutout looks back at me from the cockpit and shouts, “Professor Constantine’s orders! We’re getting the hell out of here!”

I see him wince, probably as another of his copies gets taken out on the ground. One of the two Cutouts that brought me onto the Phantom Jet grabs a belt of grenades from an equipment locker and dives back out the door to rejoin the fight. His comrade shuts the door behind him as the jet begins to lift off.

“No!” I cry, pulling at the safety belts crossed between my bare breasts as the Phantom Jet lifts off the ground. “I need to go back! Need to stop him! Need to get… get fucked by the Iron Prince!!”

Calm yourself, Diana. Professor Constantine’s voice speaks into my mind. I am suddenly immersed in his mind, cold waters curing me temporarily of my heat. Easing my desires. His voice, echoing in my mind as he says, You have lost control and it is too dangerous to go back.

Whether or not I agree with him, I am in no state to resist Professor Constantine’s influence. I stop fighting and let the invisible hand of the g-forces hold me in my seat.

CONTINUE >


Fling the Iron Prince as Far Away as I Can

I can’t easily break the Iron Prince’s Iskandium armor, but I can’t chance holding on to him much longer with his robo-appendages molesting me. I hope I am stronger than the actuators within his suit. I clench my jaw and strain my muscles as I tear the tentacles free of my breasts and knee his metal cock tube away from my pussy. He laughs at me, squeezing me tighter in his arms, but I slam an elbow into his leering helmet and knock his head sideways.

His grip relaxes just enough that I get my hands against his chest I fling him away. His grip breaks free of my neck.

“See you around, bucket head,” I say and shove with all my strength. The Iron Prince becomes an Iskandium missile as I fling him across the skyline of New Metro City and towards the ocean. I watch until I see the distant explosion of water as he strikes the surface, then I turn and fly back to the meteorite.

The Iron Prince’s soldiers open fire on me with their assault rifles and I shrug off the bullets like they are throwing pebbles. My fingers glow and I begin blasting them with low-yield bursts of plasma. These use barely any of my power and strike the men with the force of stun guns. They go flying but end up with not much worse than some singed hairs. The laborers trying to get the meteorite out of the crater flee from me as I descend into the pit.

But as my feet touch the still-smoldering soil, I begin to feel strange. My strength seems to leave me and I stagger beside the meteorite. The workers have cracked open the meteorite’s surface and revealed an interior lined with glowing blue crystals. Something about that glow… those crystals…

“Alby… Alby are you there?” I call into the communicator in my ear. “Can you hear me? Something is wrong with this meteorite now that they have cracked it open.”

“Hang on a second, hot stuff,” comes the static-washed reply over my earbud. “I’m on my way down. I’ll send some of the boys to have a look.”

Jet engines whine as the Phantom Jet descends nearby. But there is another sound, a high-pitched scream that suddenly explodes over the rim of the crater. The Iron Prince, roaring through the air on a pair of rocket nozzles mounted on his back, comes flying straight at me. I manage to get my arms up in time to shield myself as half a ton of Iskandium armor and whatever passes for a man inside it slam into me and throw me off my feet.

“Should have… killed me… when you had the chance!” laughs the Iron Prince, his momentum carrying us both into the meteorite and slamming me into it hard enough to cause new cracks to form across the outer surface of the stone.

“I’ll just have to kill you now then,” I say, pounding my fist into the armored mask of the Iron Prince. His head recoils, but his other hand reaches past me, into the fractured meteorite. His armored fist comes out of the fissure holding a fistful of glowing blue crystals. I wince away from the light, a sensation on one side of my face and my neck like I am being burned by liquid nitrogen.

“AHHHH!” I jerk away and writhe out from beneath the Iron Prince. But this only causes me to fall to my knees on the ground.

“It works!” laughs the Iron Prince, standing over me and holding a crumbling collection of blue crystals in his armored hand. He thrusts them towards me, and I feel weakness and nausea overcome me. I shrink back onto the ground, my strength draining from my body. My strength… and my life force. Being so close to the blue crystals is actually killing me.

“What… what is that?”

“Abscondite!” The Iron Prince holds it very close to my face and the radiating, ice-cold heat of it weakens me nearly to unconsciousness. “This mineral has traveled across lightyears of space to save mankind from you supers. In theory, your super DNA makes you vulnerable to its radiation. But I never imagined it would work so well against the most powerful among your kind!”

“Get it… away from me!” I try to push his arm away, but I can barely even lift my hands.

“Oh, my poor Fallen Angel! I will be torturing you with it until I learn the full extent of its power. You will be my personal laboratory animal and I will explore the limits of your… lovely… body.” He reaches down to grope my breasts.

Instead, he is struck in the back by a missile. It strikes him in the chest and blasts him over the top of the meteor and thankfully takes that damned blue crystal with him.

“Need a little help?” asks Alby, standing at the rim of the crater holding a rocket launcher.

“The meteorite,” I gasp, managing to stand up. “Don’t get close to it. The crystals inside are poisonous to us!”

Alby and several of his doubles ignore the warning and come bounding down into the crater to drag me away from the meteorite. As they are trying to get me out of the crater, the Iron Prince stands up again. Two more Alby clones split off from the others and attack him with grenades and rocket hammers. I know those two won’t be enough to stop the Iron Prince.

Sure enough, by the time I’m limping towards the Phantom Jet, the Iron Prince emerges from the crater on his rocket boosters. He tosses aside the broken body of a Cutout. The others turn to face him with their weapons.

“Go!” says one, shouldering a laser rifle.

“We’ll hold him off while you escape!” cries another, drawing a pair of gleaming katanas.

“Let Justice multiply!” Four Alby clones give their battle cry and go charging at the Iron Prince. I manage to climb up the ladder into the Phantom Jet. Alby is behind the controls and another Alby helps me into a seat. As he is buckling me in, the belt tight across my breasts, my strength is starting to return. I can hear Alby fighting desperately with the Iron Prince outside. My strength is slowly returning to me.

“We have to go back,” I say, reaching for the buckles of my restraints. “We can’t let that maniac have that meteorite!”

“No, the professor says it’s too dangerous,” says the Alby next to me.

I ignore him, tearing free the restraints even as the Phantom Jet is accelerating into the air. Then I feel Professor Constantine’s presence in my mind.

Calm yourself, Diana. His voice echoes in my mind as he says, The danger is too great. I will not lose you.

Whether or not I agree with him, I am in no state to resist Professor Constantine’s influence. I stop fighting and let the invisible hand of the g-forces push me back into my seat.

CONTINUE >


Fight My Urges and Keep Flying Faster

I let my anger at the Iron Prince’s perverse, groping appendages fuel my powers. I accelerate to several times the speed of sound. The friction heat burns away even my cape and the last scraps of the Iron Prince’s cloak, revealing a heat-licked silvery-black suit of armor. Yet he does not relent. His robot-tentacles lash my body, binding me to him and coiling around my breasts through my super suit.

“Release me, you iron devil!” I snarl, though my words are lost to the roar of the wind around us.

I manage to pry one tentacle loose of my body only for another tentacle to shoot out from his back and take its place. They’re constricting me and tearing at my super suit. Slits are worked into my suit, and these are torn wide by the intense friction. My body is exposed, and the Iron Prince takes full advantage. His body heaves against mine and I feel that throbbing, vibrating, obscene appendage between his legs press between my thighs.

He's laughing at me. I can feel the vibrations through his helmet even if I can’t hear him over the roar of the wind around us. The head of his robo-cock brushes against my exposed pussy and sends a buzzing thrill into my core.

My power slips and we decelerate.

His huge hands clamp onto my hips, and he positions his buzzing, throbbing cyber-cock at my entrance. I fight to twist my hips away, but my body won’t comply. It wants this. It wants to know how good that cock feels.

“My Fallen Angel,” his voice booms over the roar of our speed. “You belong on my cock. This toy will have to do… for now!”

“I’m not interested in fucking a toaster!” I shout at him and knee him in his abdomen.

There is a reverberating bong from the impact, but this only makes him laugh more. One of his robo-tentacles also binds my bent knee so my leg is trapped in an upwards position. This gives the Iron Prince all the access he needs to my pussy. With an amplified snarl he thrusts his massive, glistening cyber-cock into my exposed honeypot. He buries his mecha-dildo’s full length inside me, all the way to the hilt of its throbbing rubbery balls.

“Ahhhhh! Bastard!” I cry, the buzz stirring me from within and sending waves of pulsating pleasure reaching through my entire body.

We’re slowing down. Sinking from the air together like a glider on approach for a landing.

He plunders me with the force of a robo-powered demon. His hips working to saw his fat, pulsating pipe in and out of my pussy. Ecstasy grips me, waves of pleasure rippling through my body and bleeding out in harmless plasma discharges. It’s a constant, low-yield orgasm working its way towards a mega release. My cunt gripping him. My hips beginning to buck as we finally sink down to the ground.

After all our flying, we’ve somehow circled back to the meteorite. It glows faintly in the crater nearby and some of the Iron Prince’s soldiers stop to gawk as their armored monarch bends my legs back, tortures my tits with his coiled tentacles, and plows his huge, latex-and-chrome cock into my clutching cunt.

“Ohhhhhhhh! Ohhhh fuck!” I moan, bucking beneath him, my hips rising to meet every thrust. “You devil! You think you have won… just because… just because…”

“Just because you love my cock?” A distorted laugh answers his own question. “Do not pretend otherwise, Fallen Angel. I made this just for you. I know it takes an iron cock to satisfy such an insatiable super slut!”

“AAaaaahhhh!” I howl with ecstasy, a wave of fresh pleasure gripping me as I arch beneath the armored prince and impale my pussy onto his cock.

His strokes intensify and with a sudden roar of triumph I feel the hot rush of jelly-like lubricants spurting against my clutching walls. It feels almost like he is pumping a load into my pussy, and it drives me to a new and even higher peak of pleasure. I writhe beneath him as his robo-cock drains its reservoir of high-viscosity love-lube into my clamping cunt.

The pleasure of his pussy-pounding leaves me a gasping, twitching wreck on the ground. My thighs and cunt drenched in his slippery squirts.

He rises from atop me, his cock leaving my trembling twat with a lewd slurp and a fresh pump of his oily muck from my gaping cunt. He stands over me, laughing at his triumph. I try to regain my senses, but I am stunned by the intensity of my pleasure.

The Iron Prince shoves past his gawking troopers and over to the meteorite. He reaches into a fissure on the meteorite’s crust and grasps a handful of glowing blue crystals.

“Abscondite!” he declares, bringing the crystals back to me and thrusting them towards my face.

A cold wave of pain ripples through my body. I shrink away from the blue glow, and he presses the crystals closer. My powers are being smothered by that blue glow. It feels as if I am being poisoned by the unearthly light.

“These crystals are the salvation of mankind! No longer will you supers lord your power over the rightful human rulers of this planet. Your DNA is uniquely vulnerable to the radiation of Abscondite!”

“Get that away from me,” I whimper helplessly.

“Oh, no,” laughs the Iron Prince. “I will take you back to my lab and test the crystals on you, my sweet Fallen Angel. I will train you to obey. Maybe I will even let you live, if you learn how to behave.”

He reaches down with one armored hand and wraps his grip around my slender neck. He lifts me off the ground, holding the crystals close to me so I can’t regain my strength. I can feel the nasty sensation of his oily robo-jizz leaking out of me down my thighs.

“Now, you belong to me,” he growls through his cruel mask.

Suddenly, there is a scream of jet engines and explosive cannon shells rake the Iron Prince. He staggers and drops the crystals, and I crawl out of the range of the painful blue glow. Some of my strength returns, but not enough. I can barely stand.

The Phantom Jet lands heavily nearby in a rush of dust and leaves. Several Cutouts appear in their familiar costumes, tumbling acrobatically out of the Phantom Jet and hurrying towards the crater. The Iron Prince recovers from his initial shock and explodes one of the Cutouts with a direct hit from a shoulder-launched micro-missile.  Two more Cutouts leap at him and one plants a limpet mine on the powered armor’s chest. An explosion throws the Iron Prince across the crater and momentarily stuns him.

I turn to fight, trying to shake the dizziness from my head.

“Come on, Angel, we’re getting out of here,” says one Cutout.

“We can’t let him have that meteorite,” I gasp, regaining more strength as the Cutouts pull me away.

“No! Professor’s orders! We’re aborting the mission! Come on!” Two Cutouts cover our retreat with rocket launchers and one of them pays the price for it, getting blasted by the Iron Prince as I am being loaded into the Phantom Jet. Cutout shoves me into a seat and crosses the g-force straps over my bare breasts as I weakly struggle to escape.

“No, no,” I moan.

The jet lifts into the air with one Cutout behind the controls and another operating the cannons to try to damage the Iron Prince’s jet. The jet has some sort of force field though because the cannon fire harmlessly spatters against shimmering blue energy.

The last two Cutouts left behind on the ground as we ascend sacrifice themselves by pulling the pins on grenades and leaping at the Iron Prince. I’m glad I don’t see them explode as the Phantom Jet accelerates skyward and breaks the sound barrier.

“Turn back,” I cry, writhing in the seat and tearing the restraints loose from the walls. “Blow the meteorite up! Do something!”

“You gotta calm down, Angel,” shouts Cutout, the engines roaring as we soar into the sky.

Calm yourself, Diana. Professor Constantine’s voice speaks into my mind. I feel his presence like a comforting memory. A supportive sensation. His voice, echoing in my mind as he says, The danger is too great. I will not lose you.

Whether or not I agree with him, I am in no state to resist Professor Constantine’s influence. I stop fighting and let the invisible hand of the g-forces hold me in my seat.

CONTINUE >


Surrender to Desire and Get Fucked by the Iron Prince

Maybe if I just let him fuck me with that big mechanical cock, I can distract him. Then Alby can rescue me. That’s it. I need to buy time with my body. It’s not that I overheated my lust by using my super strength too wantonly and now I need to release the pressure. Not that. It’s purely strategic as I lift my hips, arch my back, and look over my shoulder at the hulking Iron Prince standing behind me.

“I think you were about to pound my pussy with that hunk of metal that passes for your dick,” I say, daring him to fuck me with a gleam in my eyes.

A rude bark of amplified laughter sends a submissive thrill through my body.

“Yes! I knew you would bend your knees to me! Now I shall tame your cunt, my broken super slut!” He’s not exactly a charmer with lines like that, but I can’t deny that big, greasy robo-cock sticking out from his armor has my pussy twitching with need.

“Just put it in me, bucket head,” I moan, pressing my soft tits to the ground and raising my hips high for him.

I would have been a fool if I had expected mercy or tenderness from the Iron Prince. His armored gauntlets grip the curves of my hips and he presses his huge iron cock to my pussy.

“Say your prayers, Guardian Angel,” he growls and then slams his massive metal member into my steamy cunt. He rams his blunt tip to my backwalls, smearing his grease down my stretched channel and slapping his rubbery balls against my clit. He doesn’t give me a moment to adjust to his huge size. He draws back and rams his cock in again, spanking my ass with his armored hips. He claps my cheeks, hard and fast, making my mommy booty wobble with each stroke.

It's embarrassing how good it feels to be fucked by a big greasy dildo attached to an even bigger dildo. I look back at him, at his grotesque, snarling mask, and I moan with pleasure as he hammers into my cunt. He knows he can’t hurt me, so he holds nothing back. Or maybe he is trying to hurt me. I’m not sure, but the result is incredible. His huge cock plundering my pussy, beating against my backwalls, and rubbing inside me with a twisting, vibrating motion that no human cock could ever achieve. His greasy balls throb and his cock gushes warm, oily liquid into my depths.

“Take it! Take my dick!” he roars, leaning into my ass and not giving me much of a chance to refuse him.

My pleasure is building deep in my core. A volcano threatening to erupt with each cruel slam of his cock into my snug cunt. He jams an armored thumb into my asshole, working it in and out as ruthlessly as he is fucking my clutching pussy.

“Ohhhh, fuck,” I gasp, pushing up on my hands and knees. My tits hang free of my torn costume and swing with the savage force of the Iron Prince’s thrusts.

I can’t stop myself from moving against him. I fuck back onto his cock and his cruel finger, chasing my own pleasure. Rising until I am upright on my knees, and he is plowing into my pussy and looming over my back. He reaches around me and fondles my breasts. Squeezing them savagely and pinching my nipples to send pleasure shooting through my body to my clit.

“Cum for me, Fallen Angel,” he growls, holding my tits tightly in his hands and powering into me as his robo-cock begins to spin furiously inside me. Drilling into the core of my pleasure. Buzzing against my clit in a way no man ever has.

“AAhhhhhhhhh!” I cry, driven insane with ecstasy, arching back against him. The back of my head hitting his armored chest as I slam my ass to his hips. Pleasure grips me and plasma bursts from within me. A roaring firestorm of red energy burning away the Iron Prince’s cloak. My pussy clutches his spinning robo-cock with such force that my inner walls crush the mechanisms. He roars as oil gushes into me, staggering backwards as the mangled metal cock slides from my clutching cunt.

“You’ve destroyed it!” he laughs, cradling a hand gingerly beneath his crushed robo-cock. “I was wise not to use the real thing in that forsaken cunt of yours!”

“Yeah… mmmm… good idea…” I moan, shuddering with aftershocks as I fall forward with my ass in the air and grease dripping from my gaping cunt.

I try to gather my senses. Try to put my mind back together after that maddening pleasure. The Iron Prince walks away from me, back to the meteorite crater, and returns holding some sort of blue crystal. It gives off an awful blue glow. As he approaches, I feel a cold weakness come over me. The closer he holds the crystal to me, the weaker I become. It feels as if it is even draining my life force.

“Yes! You cower from the Abscondite!” He roars with metallic laughter. “These crystals have traveled across space from a dying planet to give hope to mankind. No more will you and the other super freaks threaten the dominance of mankind! With these crystals, I will develop weapons that will put you and your kind in their place!”

“You’re insane,” I moan, trying to crawl away from him.

“You will be my first test subject,” he laughs, grabbing a handful of my hair in his armored fist. He yanks my face towards the crystal and I howl in pain as icy agony shoots through my cheek.

A rocket streaks over my shoulder and slams into the Iron Prince’s chest, casting him across the clearing and nearly slamming him into his aircraft. His soldiers scatter as an entire squad of Cutouts charges towards me.

“Get away from her, you chrome-dicked toaster!”

I’ve never been more relieved to see Alby. A half-dozen Cutouts open fire with laser rifles, rocket launchers, and rail guns. Two of them start throwing hand grenades and one of them charges forward to grab me from the ground and help me to my feet.

The Iron Prince recovers quickly and blasts one of the Cutouts into bloody chunks. His troopers rally and open fire.

Another Phantom Jet comes screaming overhead, raking cannon fire down onto the Iron Prince and his minions. The Cutouts fight a rearguard while one of their number helps me towards the second Phantom Jet.

“The professor is flying it with his mind,” says the Alby helping me towards the aircraft. “He says we need to get the hell out of here.”

You must get on the aircraft immediately, Professor Constantine’s voice echoes forcefully in my mind.

“I can feel my strength returning,” I gasp, limping towards the open hatch of the descending jet. “We can still do this! We can’t let the Iron Prince have that rock!”

Alby smacks me on the ass and pushes me up the ramp into the jet. As he’s buckling my naked body into an acceleration couch, explosions thunder behind us and the turret on the nose of the Phantom Jet swivels and begins firing in the direction of the impact crater.

I see Alby wince.

“That was the last of my Cutouts,” he says. “I can’t make more for a while.”

“Then we have to get out of here,” I admit, not wanting to risk Alby even if letting that Abscondite fall into the Iron Prince’s hands is catastrophic.

The moment Alby is buckled into his own seat, the Phantom Jet accelerates violently into the air.

“We lost,” I groan, my head pressing back against the headrest.

Professor Constantine’s deep voice booms within my mind.

This is not over. I fear it has only just begun.

CONTINUE >


Rush to the Aid of Alby

My body throbs with need as the Iron Prince caresses my round ass and aims his dripping robo-rooter at my plasma-steamed cunt. I need to be fucked. I need that brute to ram his cock into me until my backwalls hurt. Until he pumps me full of his greasy slime.

But as I look back over my shoulder, I see the flames of the burning Phantom Jet reflected in the metal mask of the Iron Prince. Alby is in grave danger. I cannot just give in to my lust and let the Iron Prince have his way with me. I lower my head and raise my hips, seeming to offer my blushing pussy up to the Iron Prince’s twitching mecha fuckpole.

“That’s right, my Fallen Angel, offer your body to me,” growls the Iron Prince, stroking his way to my slender waist with both hands. “I will show you the pleasures of submission. Then I will teach you—”

I roll over and blast the Iron Prince’s mega-dildo with a full-force, point-blank plasma blast. He howls in fury as I reduce his cock to glowing slag. Molten metal and burning rubber drip from his groin. Grease spurts out from the root and catches fire.

“Noooooo! My beautiful creation!” The Iron Prince roars, cradling his mangled cock in both hands.

“Sorry, Loverboy,” I say, rising to my feet and standing proudly despite my nearly naked state with my tattered cape flying behind me, “but I don’t fuck toasters on the first date.”

I give the Iron Prince a slam to his midsection with all my strength. The blow sends him cartwheeling through the air and slams him into the side of his jet aircraft. A force field of some kind shimmers and protects the jet from any serious damage.

Before the Iron Prince can recover, I launch myself into the air in the direction of the crashed Phantom Jet. I soon see a battle breaking out near the wreckage of the aircraft. Alby and his Cutouts are trying to rally against an overwhelming number of the Iron Prince’s troopers armed with assault rifles. The Cutouts are equipped with an odd menagerie of weapons ranging from sledgehammers and fire axes to laser rifles and rocket launchers.

I land amid the Iron Prince’s masked soldiers, attracting most of the incoming fire as bullets harmlessly pelt off my impervious body. I use my plasma blasts at low yield, firing off flashes of red plasma that scorch and stun the armored troopers, but won’t cook their insides. Cutout isn’t quite so gentle. I see his laser rifle slice a screaming trooper in half. Another gets smashed by a sledgehammer to the head. The troopers do manage to take down one of the Cutouts with a fusillade of gunfire, but he is soon avenged by the others.

Just as the battle seems to be turning into a massacre of the Iron Prince’s minions, the man himself comes floating into the combat on twin jet engines sprouting from his armored back. He lands a bit awkwardly but turns and immediately blasts a Cutout to pieces with a shoulder-mounted micro-missile.

I fly at the Iron Prince, intent on taking the creep out with my super strength and finally prying him out of that Iskandium armor. But as I slam into him and propel him off his feet, the Iron Prince holds up something glowing and blue clutched in his hand.

My strength immediately begins to fade and I feel myself sliding down the Iron Prince’s armored body and to my knees on the ground. He holds a fist-sized, jagged crystal that glows with horrible blue light. He brings it towards my face and cold pain washes over my body and seems to drain me of not just my powers but my life force.

“Ha ha! It is the turn of the tables, Guardian Angel! You cannot help but kneel before me with the power of Abscondite in my hand!”

“What… what is that?” I gasp, squinting up at that awful blue glow.

“You’re a smart girl, haven’t you figured it out? That meteorite you meddled with is filled with a radioactive crystal from a faraway world. Harmless to humans, but your super DNA is vulnerable to the damage it causes. I will use it to develop weapons to defeat you arrogant supers and finally restore mankind as—”

The Iron Prince’s gloating speech is interrupted by a blast from Alby’s rocket launcher. The explosion barely staggers the Iron Prince, but it knocks the crystal from his hand, and I am able to get to my feet and limp a few steps away from the Iron Prince.

Just as I am retreating to try to regain my composure, another Phantom Jet comes screaming down for a landing nearby. This must be the backup jet being piloted remotely by Professor Constantine. In a rush of dust and debris, one of the Cutouts grabs me by my arm and runs with me towards the aircraft.

The farther I get from the Iron Prince as he battles the other Cutouts, the stronger I feel. I start to turn back.

“We have to stop him,” I say. “That crystal could mean the end of us all!”

No, comes the voice of the professor, echoing in my mind. Get on the jet, Guardian Angel! This situation is too dangerous. We must retreat and regroup to analyze this new threat!

There is no fighting against the presence of the professor in my mind. I let Alby pull me onto the Phantom Jet and buckle me into one of the seats. As he takes the controls, I can hear his other duplicates in my earpiece as they shout and fight a losing battle against the Iron Prince.

I want to go help them, but I know that would only endanger me and Alby both. The Phantom Jet’s engines power up with a scream as we launch towards the night sky.

“I’ll see you in hell!” shouts the last Alby on the ground, blowing himself up with grenades and buying us just enough time to escape into the clouds.

“Any good battle is one you walk away from,” shouts the last Alby, looking back at me from the pilot’s seat.

“I think that’s landings, not battles,” I remind Alby. 

CONTINUE >


Keep Fighting the Iron Prince

Seeing the Phantom Jet getting shot down fills me with fury. I throw off the shackles of my lust and push myself upright on my knees as the Iron Prince is molesting my nearly naked body. Before he can overcome my defenses, I reach back, curling my hands around his huge neck, and fling him over my shoulder.

He lands heavily on his back on the ground, and I land atop him, straddling his abdomen and hammering punches down into his chest, shoulders, and masked helmet. My super strength batters his Iskandium armor. I even managed to dent it a few times and knock his head to the side. But each blow sends a fresh pulse of desire through my body. As I am beating him relentlessly, my hips are moving of their own volition.

I feel his cyber-cock at my entrance, beneath my grinding pussy, and I can’t resist pushing back against it more urgently. Feeling the hot, buzzing pleasure work into my core as I gasp, bounce, and punch the fallen Iron Prince.

A tilt of my hips is all it takes to line my steamy entrance up with the blunt head of his cock. I feel the battered Iron Prince reach up and stroke my hips, guiding me back down. Impaling me onto his cock.

“Yes, what an obedient girl,” he laughs, his voice distorted as I resume pummeling his head and shoulders with my fists. “Take out your super aggression on me! Ride my mighty cock! You will soon be a mewling slave kneeling at my feet!”

“Fuck you!” I gasp, my tits bouncing heavily as I ride harder atop the Iron Prince’s magnificent mecha fucktool. “I will never… never bend the knee… to a fascist toaster like you!”

Big words considering I am riding his dick like a sex-hungry slut. I stop pummeling him with my fists and grab hold of his shoulders, bouncing my big ass against his iron greaves and sloshing his greasy missile in and out of my clutching cunt. The harder I ride, the more I need to be fucked. The Iron Prince grabs hold of my plush bottom and pulls me down onto his cock with every thrust. Mechanical tentacles extend from his back and wrap around my body. Teasing and stroking me. Binding my tits and buzzing their tips against my nipples.

I can feel my pleasure building with every bounce atop his cock. In my earbud, I hear shouts and gunfire as Cutouts battle the Iron Prince’s soldiers. The only saving grace is that the Cutouts seem to be winning.

It doesn’t matter. It wouldn’t matter if they were losing. All I can do is fuck the Iron Prince and that incredible, buzzing, twisting cock of his. Grease-slicked and hot, it plunders me as the big suit of powered armor bucks beneath my thighs.

“Fuckkkkk!” I cry, throwing back my head and bracing my hands against the Iron Prince. Every part of me is burning up with pleasure, but I can feel the fires hottest in my depths. Each plunge of my pussy onto that huge cock stirs the volcano of ecstasy inside me. A raging firestorm threatening to explode.

“Yes! Cum for your new master! Cum, my Fallen Angel!” The amplified voice of the Iron Prince roars as he winds his tentacles tighter around my tits and guides my bouncing ass with both armored hands.

“Shut up… shut up you stupid…aaaAAAAAHHH!” I howl with ecstasy as I feel his greasy robo-cock spurting and pump some warm thick oil into my pussy. It’s enough to send me over the edge. I arch violently as I ride atop the Iron Prince. An eruption of pleasure within me as my super pussy suddenly clamps down and crushes the Iron Prince’s cock. As my spasms are mangling his mecha-meat, plasma explodes from my body, incinerating the Iron Prince’s cloak and blasting his tentacles from my tits.

He seems stunned, but unhurt, as I rise to my feet, my impervious pussy dripping with cyber-splooge and dropping chunks of his ruined robo-dick.

“Was it good for you?” I say, stepping back from his smashed cock and twitching hips.

The Iron Prince slowly lifts his head and I hear a terrible laugh issue from the speakers behind his mask.

“I can build another toy like that,” he says, rising slowly to his feet, “and you will learn to behave yourself when you serve me.”

“Big words for—OOOF!” I cry out as a backhanded punch sends me sprawling on the ground. I’m stunned for a few seconds by the force of the blow. As I sit up, I see the Iron Prince coming towards me holding a jagged handful of blue crystals. They give off an awful blue glow that becomes painful as he gets near me. Cold agony washes over me as I try to hit him. I drop to my knees and he holds the glowing blue crystals over my head.

“Now you kneel before me! Witness the power of Abscondite!” Laughter wheezes through the speakers. “This element traveled to our planet from a dying world and soon I will use it to equip an entire army! With weapons made from these crystals, mankind will once again retake dominance on this planet. Your super DNA is your greatest weakness!”

“We’ll stop you,” I pledge, trying to rise to my feet again.

He shoves me easily to the ground.

“You will be my first test subject. I will break your body and your mind with the power of these crystals. You’ll be nothing more than a pleasure slave to me, Guardian Angel.”

“I will never… never…” I realize there is nothing I can do to resist the agonizing power of the blue crystal.

A rocket streaks over my shoulder and slams into the Iron Prince’s chest, casting him across the clearing and nearly slamming him into his aircraft. The last of the Cutouts have defeated the Iron Prince’s soldiers! They come charging to my rescue.

“Get away from her, chrome dome!” shouts one of the Alby’s, grabbing me under my arms and trying to lift me to my feet.

“Be careful,” I pant. “The blue crystal is deadly!”

I’ve never been more relieved to see Alby. Three Cutouts launch a desperate attack on the Iron Prince while the fourth of their number helps me to my feet. The Iron Prince rallies quickly and blasts one of the Cutouts into bloody chunks. Without his troopers to defend him, it’s an almost even match.

Another Phantom Jet comes screaming overhead, raking cannon fire down onto the Iron Prince and giving Alby a chance to lead me away from the combat. The Cutouts fight a rearguard while a lone Alby helps support my weight.

“The professor is flying it with his mind,” says the Alby helping me towards the aircraft. “He says we need to get the hell out of here.”

You must get on the aircraft immediately, Professor Constantine’s voice echoes forcefully in my mind.

“I can feel my strength returning,” I gasp, limping towards the open hatch of the descending jet. “We can still do this! We can’t let the Iron Prince have that rock!”

Alby grabs my ass with both hands and pushes me forcefully up the ramp and into the jet. As he’s buckling my naked body into an acceleration couch, explosions thunder behind us and the turret on the nose of the Phantom Jet swivels and begins firing in the direction of the impact crater.

I see Alby wince.

“He just took out the last of my Cutouts,” he says. “It’s just you and me, Angel.”

“Then we have to get out of here,” I admit, not wanting to risk Alby even if it means letting the Abscondite fall into the Iron Prince’s hands.

The moment Alby is buckled into his own seat, the Phantom Jet accelerates violently into the air.

“We lost,” I groan, my head pressed back against the headrest.

Professor Constantine’s deep voice booms within my mind.

This is not over. I fear it has only just begun.

CONTINUE >


Fly to Save Alby

I can’t just let Alby get captured or killed by the Iron Prince’s minions! I look up at the Iron Prince and push myself to my feet. He reaches for the meteorite to break off another piece of the Abscondite. Before he can, I blast him in the chest full force with my plasma. The heat incinerates his cloak and slams his armored body back into the meteorite.

The impact of his armored body causes a web of fissures to open in the outer crust of the meteorite. The horrible blue glow brightens, and I am forced back a few steps.

I can’t finish the Iron Prince off, not here, so I have to save Alby! I fly away from the crater and towards the burning wreckage of the Phantom Jet.

“Is that you, Angel?” I hear Alby’s voice crackle in my earbud as I descend through the smoke and fire.

“I thought the Iron Prince’s troopers could use some help kicking your ass,” I say, blasting low yield plasma at the first of the Iron Prince’s soldiers I can see.

“I get it,” laughs one of the Cutouts, running to my side and firing a laser rifle. “It’s always about fairness with you, gorgeous. We had them on the ropes, and you need to even things up a little.”

“Right,” I say, blasting another trooper as two more Cutouts emerge from the wreckage of the Phantom Jet helping an injured fourth Cutout along between them.

The battle is brief but intense. With my help, we rout the Iron Prince’s soldiers. The Cutouts kill a couple of them with lasers and rockets, I incapacitate most of the rest with my weakened plasma blasts.

“We need to get that meteorite out of here,” I tell Alby. “It’s deadly if we get near it.”

“It is mine!” roars the Iron Prince, rejoining the battle from the sky on the twin engines of a jetpack. He descends into our midst and punches one Cutout aside with bone-breaking force. Another gets lasered through the chest and drops to the ground. The two remaining Cutouts tumble out of the way and make room for me to pummel the metal fascist.

“If you really want that meteorite so bad,” shouts one of the Cutouts bringing up his rocket launcher to his shoulder, “then you can have it!”

“No, wait!” I cry, trying to stop him.

But the Iron Prince hammers a punch into my chest, knocking me back and preventing me from intervening. The rocket fires from the tube on Alby’s shoulder and slams into the meteorite still smoldering in the crater. There is a huge explosion and the area for hundreds of feet around the meteorite is showered with glowing fragments of crystal. Several pieces land on me and I moan and crumple to the ground. Both remaining Cutouts, including the one responsible, fall beneath more crystals.

“Ha ha ha!” The Iron Prince laughs triumphantly as we writhe on the ground in agony. “You fools have beaten yourselves! Now you are powerless to stop me, and I can do as I please with you!”

A huge chunk of Abscondite lands heavily atop me and I can feel it sapping my life. The Iron Prince kicks it aside with his armored boot, saving me, but not freeing me from the smaller fragments that cover my hair, my shredded costume, and burn freezing-hot against my skin.

“You belong to me now, my Fallen Angel,” laughs the Iron Prince. He kneels beside me, grabbing the chest of my uniform and ripping it away. My soft tits jiggle free as he roughly tears my costume down my abdomen and from my mound. He pushes apart my legs and his armored fingers stroke the furrow of my cunt. “This body… mine to do with as I please. I will take you back with me and turn you into my slave.”

“Never,” I gasp, even as my lustful hips twitch and I push my pussy against his teasing metal fingers.

“Oh, how I have watched your arrogance,” chuckles the Iron Prince as metal tentacles extend from his back and wrap around my tits. He squeezes and binds my breasts as buzzing tips stimulate my stiff pink nipples. His fingers spread my cuntlips and he thrusts two thick digits into my aching cunt.

Despite the icy pain of the Abscondite dust speckling my body, the Iron Prince’s fingers stoke the heat within me. My pussy makes lewd wet sounds and I gasp and buck as he begins to fuck me with his fingers. His thumb rubs deftly at my clit, heightening my pleasure.

I stop resisting the building ecstasy and embrace it. That pleasure might be my only hope of escape now with the Cutouts groaning and writhing on the ground beneath pieces of Abscondite.

“Fuuuuuuck,” I gasp, arching on the ground as pleasure pulses from my buzzing nipples to my clutching cunt.

“How easily you accept your fate,” laughs the Iron Prince. “I thought this would be harder, but even you supers are born to serve me. You only need to be shown your place.”

His sloshing fingers intensify their assault on my eager cunt. I clutch against him, my pleasure building despite the icy pain seeping into my body. I buck faster against him, urging him on, my lust driving through the pain of the Abscondite and burning hot in my core.

“Yes, that’s it,” hisses the Iron Prince. “Cum for me! Cum for your new master!”

“Ahhhhhhh fuuuuuck!” I cry, bucking hard against his thrusting fingers. Pleasure explodes from within me in a blinding flash. A burst of plasma that incinerates the slender metal tentacles binding my tits, vaporizes the Iron Prince’s cloak, and sends him flying away from me. His Iskandium armor has protected him from spasm of ecstasy as I buck and cum on the ground. My plasma manages to blast aside every piece of Abscondite raining down on me.

“Bitch!” roars the iron Prince, standing up. Two of his fingers are bent together. “You’ve damaged my suit with your super pussy!”

“You’re lucky I didn’t crack those fingers like crab claws!” I say, rising to my feet. I use my super speed to grab the two remaining Cutouts on the ground and I run from the clearing, my hair blowing behind me and my tits and plush bottom bouncing wildly. Without the costume to control my curves, it’s a real jiggle-fest.

“Get back here!” booms the voice of the Iron Prince.

I’m not strong enough to fly just yet, but thankfully Professor Constantine has used his mind to pilot the second Phantom Jet to pick us up. I load the two remaining Cutouts into the plane, buckle them in, and settle my bare ass into the pilot’s seat. I take the controls just as I get a missile lock warning. I launch flares and accelerate into the sky with a sonic boom.

“I’ll circle back and take out the Iron Prince,” I say, beginning to bank the Phantom Jet in a rapid turn.

Professor Constantine’s voice echoes in my mind, No, Diana! You must return to base. This situation is too dangerous and with this dangerous element contaminating the battlefield it is too unpredictable. I might lose you both.

I growl with frustration, but I cannot disobey the professor.

CONTINUE >


Try to Blast the Meteorite to Destroy It

With the Phantom Jet down and Alby in trouble, I give up on recovering the meteorite for Professor Constantine. But the least I can do is deny the deadly Abscondite to the Iron Prince. I extend my hands and begin to charge a massive plasma blast aimed directly at the nearby meteorite.

Sensing what I intend, the Iron Prince quickly rolls away from the meteorite. He regains his feet and shouts at me with distorted fury.

“No! You fool! We don’t know how the Abscondite will react with your—"

It’s too late to worry about the finer details. A massive plasma blast roars out of my hands and strikes the meteorite. The heat of my super energy incinerates the outer layer of rock in an instant and strikes the mass of blue crystals within. The meteorite is consumed by a massive, blue-streaked fireball that flings me out of the crater and sends the Iron Prince flying in the opposite direction.

I’m knocked onto my back, gasping for air and with a sharp, icy pain jabbing through my abdomen. I lift my head and see a foot-long fragment of blue crystal impaling my stomach. The pain is excruciating. Like nothing I have ever experienced before. Pieces of the Abscondite have been scattered all around the crater for hundreds of feet.

I feel my strength and my life force draining from my body as I reach out and take hold of the crystal impaling my midriff.

“Got to… get this out of me,” I gasp, gritting my teeth and grasping the crystal’s blunt end with both hands. I scream with effort and pull with all the strength I can muster. A bloodied blade of blue crystal slides out of my flesh. I try to throw it far away, but it slips from my fingers nearby, its awful blue glow still burning cold against my exposed skin.

The Iron Prince comes staggering out of the smoke and stands over me, his cloak torn and burnt, and his armor dented in a few places.

“Silly girl,” he says. “Did you hurt yourself?”

He picks up the crystal that impaled my stomach and holds it up to examine it. One end is blunt, rounded, even phallic. The other is the jagged, blood-smeared fragment that stabbed into my flesh. His fascination with the crystal gives me enough distance from the Abscondite for my healing powers to begin to mend the wound on my stomach.

“Oh, you have so many tricks,” growls the Iron Prince, watching the wound close, scab over, and restore the smoothness of my skin.

“Go to hell,” I say, looking up at him fiercely. I want to fight him, but in this field of Abscondite fragments I have created, my powers are very dim. Compounding my problems, the immense plasma blast that destroyed the meteorite has left me panting with lust. The Iron Prince watches my breasts rising and falling in my tattered uniform and begins to chuckle.

“Still some fight in you, eh? I think I can cure that, my Fallen Angel.” He drops heavily to his knees beside me and reverses his grip on the fragment of Abscondite. His armored gauntlet holds the jagged end while he wields the other end like a glowing dildo. He tears my costume open completely, exposing my tits and ripping it all the way down to my flushed mound. “With the powers of this crystal, you are well and truly fucked!”

He pushes my legs apart and presses the icy burn of the phallic crystal to my pussy. I howl as pain and pleasure shoot through me. He plunges the burning agony of the crystal inside me and I spasm and strain on the ground like I am being electrocuted. Three thrusts are all it takes to make me cum, but it is an intense, horrifying pleasure. I feel my life force draining away with each spasm of my slick cunt around the thrusting crystal dildo.

“Yes, look at you!” laughs the Iron Prince. “The color drains from your flesh! Your body is succumbing to the crystal even as you buck your hips as if you enjoy it!”

“No more!” I gasp. “Please! I can’t take it!”

The workers gathering pieces of crystal and the armed soldiers are distracted from what they are doing by the sight of me writhing on the ground and being fucked with the crystal dildo. They begin to gather around.

“Look well,” booms the Iron Prince. “The mighty Guardian Angel pleads for her life. Or is it for more pleasure?”

“Take it out!” I wail, bucking my hips and fucking myself onto the icy pain of the crystal, cumming again and again even as my life force begins to fade.

“Will you serve my men?” He snarls, pumping his dildo into my pussy with renewed ferocity.

“Y-yes,” I gasp. “Anything.”

He slides the crystalline dildo from my pussy and I feel my strength come flooding back. Warmth restored to my pumping blood. Life radiating from my heart.

“Get up on your knees,” commands the Iron Prince, rising to his feet beside me. “Offer yourself to my men! Serve them with your mouth!”

My face burns with shame as I rise to my knees, still too weak to really summon my powers thanks to the glistening wet dildo still near my body. The Iron Prince’s workers and soldiers gather around me, unhooking overalls, unbuckling belts, and unzipping pants. Several men approach me with their cocks out and their hands gripping the roots. Even more are pressing in behind them.

There’s nothing I can do. The pain and lust are too great. I must serve these cocks. I know the Iron Prince won’t let me stop until I have pleased all his men.

But before the ordeal can truly begin, I hear a familiar battle cry.

“Let justice multiply!”

An entire squad of Alby and his Cutouts comes charging to my rescue with guns, rockets, and lasers blazing. Before I’m forced to slurp on any minion cocks, my partner attacks and the blow bang is abandoned. The Iron Prince roars with fury.

“Destroy them! Kill them all!” He fires a micro-missile from his shoulder and incinerates one of the Cutouts.

The Iron Prince is almost immediately struck by a rocket from another of the Cutouts, knocking him to the ground and giving me a chance to get to my feet and limp away from the worst of the combat. Bullets patter off my impervious skin as I stagger over tiny fragments of the Abscondite crystal. One of the Cutouts rushes to help me as another Phantom Jet screams over our heads and begins to land.

“Professor Constantine is flying that one with his mind. We have to get to the jet,” says Alby helping me away from the combat. “This whole area is contaminated and… what were you doing on your knees back there?”

“We are not going to talk about that right now,” I growl.

“Because those guys had their dicks out,” says Alby, pushing me towards the opening door of the second Phantom Jet.

I glance back at him angrily over my shoulder. He grabs my bare ass with both hands and pushes me up the stairs and into the jet. Now with some distance between me and the field of crystal fragments, I can feel some of my power returning.

“I can go back,” I say. “I can beat the Iron Prince.”

“Boss says we gotta go! My Cutouts can’t hold out much longer!”

Alby shoves me into a passenger seat and buckles me with straps across my breasts. I catch him staring between my legs and push him away.

“Let me out of this thing,” I whine.

No, comes the voice of the professor, echoing in my mind. This situation has spiraled out of control! Destroying the meteorite only spread the crystals across a wider area. You must leave, now, before the Iron Prince targets this aircraft.

There is no fighting against the presence of the professor in my mind. I sink back into my seat as Alby takes the controls and we accelerate into the air. It has been a crushing, humiliating defeat, and I can’t help but feel responsible for it.

CONTINUE >


Resist My Urges and Try to Tear Off the Iron Prince’s Armor

The buzzing head of the Iron Prince’s diabolical dildo rubs and teases at my plasma-steamed slit and I desperately want to push back and impale my twitching cunt on him. To discover what that awful mecha-cock feels like when it plunges to my backwalls.

“Look at you rubbing back against me,” chuckles the Iron Prince, gripping my hip with one hand. “You are practically begging to be fucked. I enjoy it when my enemies beg. Plead to be fucked and perhaps I will spare your life.”

His arrogance hardens my resolve. No matter how badly I want to feel that buzzing robo-dick slamming into my pussy, I am not giving up to a creep like this. I lower my head and shoulders to the ground and raise my hips.

“Ohhhh, please,” I moan, slowly looking back over my shoulder and up the slope of my body at him. “Please, FUCK OFF!”

I rocket out of his reach, skimming along the ground with a burst of my flight, then turning as he prepares to fire some sort of shoulder-mounted weapon at me. I slam into him at nearly supersonic speed, carrying him off his feet and down onto the ground with a reverberating bong.

“Now I will show you no mercy!” he roars, his voice distorted by feedback as he tries to grab me with his iron hands.

I batter his arms aside with a roar of fury and plunge my impervious fingers into the seams of his armored breastplate. I feel flexible joints part beneath my digits and then my hands are beneath the armor.

“You bitch! Stop that!” The Iron Prince snarls and tries to pummel me with his fists. I ignore the blows of his armored gauntlets.

“I’ll open your tin can and empty out the sardine inside it!” I laugh, my eyes wild and my hair flying behind me as I furiously grip and pull at his armor.

My muscles bulge with effort and I howl as I pry loose his breastplate. I toss it aside like the hood of a car to reveal a cradle of rubberized webbing and the Iron Prince’s muscular human torso. Surprisingly impressive. These mecha villains are usually wimpy or fat. His abs and chest are well-defined, although his skin is pale and marked with red where the bundled internal webbing wrapped his body. I tear the bundles loose as the Iron Prince bellows with fury. I rip the groin of the armor away, tearing his robo-cock out at the root with a spurt of warm grease.

To my surprise, a rather impressive cock springs free. The blunt head and throbbing red shaft are pointed at me and bouncing slightly with his motion as he struggles with me.

“What the fuck?” I mutter, staring down at that thick, porno-quality dick. Using so much of my super strength along with my plasma blasts has my body burning up with lust. I want to wrap my pussy around that amazing cock and punish the Iron Prince by riding him hard. I know it’s stupid, but I find myself reaching out to grasp his shaft.

Before my fingers can make contact, something streaks out from his shoulder and explodes against my chest. The micro-missile shreds the front of my costume, leaving me wearing only tatters as I am thrown back from the Iron Prince. I land heavily, my body smoldering and my pussy aching as I arch on the ground. The sting of the blast against my impervious skin only made me want to fuck even more.

The Iron Prince gets to his feet and staggers over to me. He looks bizarre with his torso and cock exposed and the rest of his armor intact. But he’s still dangerous.

I look up at him, twitching and rolling my hips, trying to gather my strength and stop my mind from fixating on that thick meat hammer jutting from his groin. He motions to one of his gawking troopers and the man scurries down into the crater and rushes over to the Iron Prince holding a chunk of glowing blue crystal. There is something about that glow that makes me feel queasy.

The Iron Prince takes the crystal and holds it closer to me. The glow is a cold burn against my skin. An absence of heat drains my super strength and seems to eat away at my vitality.

“It works!” laughs the Iron Prince. “Your days of super domination are over! With this meteorite’s Abscondite, I will be able to forge weapons to finally restore humanity’s rightful place as masters of this world. You arrogant supers and your DNA are vulnerable to the radiation. I could kill you with this, my Fallen Angel!”

“Fuck… fuck you,” I gasp, cringing from the agonizing blue glow.

“Turn over,” he growls. “Turn over and I will spare your life. Show me that luscious ass and I will give your what you deserve. You will be my sex slave and I will use your body however I please. Turn!”

He pushes the blue crystal against my skin, and I howl in pain. Somehow, the pain only makes me want to be used. I need that big cock inside me. He didn’t need to hurt me with his horrible blue crystal to get his way.

But it gives me an excuse to yield to his demands.

I whimper wordlessly as I obey him and roll onto my stomach. His iron gauntlets grab my hips and lift my ass up from the ground. A moment later, I feel the warm spatter of grease into the crack of my ass. A splash that smothers my clenched asshole and drips down the steamy folds of my cunt.

“You bastard,” I moan, my ass squeezing against the lubricating grease. “You will pay for this!”

“You defy me with your words, yet you offer your body to me. I see the truth in you, my Fallen Angel. A truth I will exploit to our mutual benefit!” His cock presses against the snug divot of my anus. My fingers dig into the dirt as he pushes, overcoming the clench of my tight ring as he forces his cock inside my back passage.

Getting ass-fucked by the bad guy was not party of my plan, but it feels so fucking good. He’s rough about it, stretching my ass wide on his cock, slamming his balls against my juicy cunt and grabbing a handful of my hair. He yanks my head and chest off the ground, pulling me by my hair and up onto my hands and knees. My tits bounce wildly as his armored hips loudly spank my ass. His thick cock rooting into my asshole. Driving me wild.

Making me cum.

“Ahhhhhhhh! Fuuuuuck!” I cry, bucking back against him. Bouncing my ass off him and skewering my tightening asshole on his thrusting cock.

“Yes! You know your place!” He roars with laughter, hammering even harder into my ass and leaning over my back. His men laugh at my defeat and cheer at my humiliation. The Iron Prince’s armored hands master my body, pulling my hair and holding my waist as he plows his throbbing cock into my ass. “Beg for me to fill you now! Beg for my cum in your angelic ass!”

The pleasure is too intense. I can’t fight my orgasm, surging through my body and squeezing his fat cock in my ass. Plasma spurts into the ground from my fingers, harmlessly discharged, but the explosive release never comes. Maybe… maybe I need his cum in my ass for it to work. Or at least that’s what I tell myself as I howl, “Yesssss! Cum in my ass! Please fill me with your hot load!”

“As you wish, my Fallen Angel!” he bellows as he fucks even harder into my clenching asshole. With a last roar of pleasure, he hilts his throbbing length inside me, and I feel the hot gush of his cum. He pumps again and again into the depths of my ass, filling me with his spunk as I continue to milk him with my orgasmic contractions. He leans his mask down nearly to my ear and growls, “You are mine now, super slut.”

He's right, I’m beaten, and with that horrible blue crystal to control me I would probably be his slave. Luckily for me, I’m not alone on this mission.

Lasers blast, rockets fire, and the hypersonic crack of a rail gun pierces the night. Several of the Iron Prince’s troopers perish as the Iron Prince realizes his peril.

“Rally at the crater!” he commands, pulling his cock from my ass and turning his back towards the attack to protect his exposed body from the incoming fire. He grabs his armored breastplate from the ground as he retreats with his surviving troopers to the crater and the shelter of the glowing blue rock.

“Let justice multiply!” shouts Alby as half a dozen Cutouts come charging out of the nearby woods and press the attack. Two of them help me to my feet, looking at my naked body but not making any comments. Which is good, because I might blast them with plasma if they noticed the cum dripping out of my ass.

“We can’t let him have that meteorite,” I gasp, trying to regain my strength. “The blue crystals have—”

“We know!” shouts one of the Cutouts, blasting a rocket in the direction of the crater. The missile slams into the meteorite and explodes it into a thousand fragments. Glowing blue crystals rain down around us, and I feel a wave of weakness come over me. One of the Cutouts gets impaled with a blue crystalline spear and I see his life force drain away before my eyes.

“That didn’t work too well,” admits one of the Cutouts, knocking a blue glowing chunk off his shoulder like it’s a hot ember.

“We have to get out of here,” shouts another one of them, brushing off blue crystal dust. “Before—”

A micro-missile from the Iron Prince streaks out of the crater and blasts the Cutout to bloody bits.

Get back to the Phantom Jet! Professor Constantine’s voice echoes in my mind. This situation is spiraling far out of control. Return to me. Do not try to fight this battle on his terms or the Iron Prince will win.

I can’t argue with the professor this time. With cum still oozing out of my freshly-fucked ass and enervating blue crystals scattered for hundreds of feet around the crater, the situation has become intolerable. I fall back with the surviving Cutouts and we quickly board the backup Phantom Jet. The Iron Prince’s amplified laughter pursues us until we close the hatch and take off with the scream of the engines.

The g-force presses me down into the seat. Naked save for a few scraps of my costume and still feeling the throb of the ass-fucking, I am beaten and humiliated.

The Cutout buckled in next to me leans over and admits, “That could have gone better.”

CONTINUE >


A Shameful Retreat

I stare blankly out the aircraft window as the Phantom Jet’s engine nacelles rotate to face downward. The jet descends vertically into the Constantine Academy’s open hangar and lands heavily on a spotlit landing pad. The aircraft shudders with the heavy touchdown and I unbuckle myself from the seat and wordlessly disembark. The huge blast doors, disguised on their upper surface to look like part of the lawn, are slowly cycling shut overhead as I climb down the ramp.

It’s standard procedure to be debriefed by the professor straight after a mission. That is especially true after a mission went as badly as this one. But I can’t think of one that went this badly before and I can’t talk to Alby or the professor just yet.

Instead, I head towards the locker room. Alby, dutifully trudging towards the briefing room, doesn’t even object.

Come to me when you are ready, the professor’s voice murmurs in my mind. The words are accompanied by a warm wave of his empathy. It helps a little.

I shed what’s left of my Guardian Angel costume and limp into the showers. Hot water washes away the sweat and grime from my body. A thick lather of soap scrubs me clean of the grit of defeat. My accelerated healing ability causes the bruises and scrapes to fade from my skin. But as I hang my head under the shower, my long dark hair like a shroud over my face, I cannot wash off the fear.

Something new has happened tonight. Something terrible. An enemy that is more than just some pervert or jewel thief or megalomaniacal idiot. The Iron Prince is a threat that goes far beyond New Metro City. And with the help of those glowing blue crystals, he can beat me.

I can’t protect the city from him. I might not even be able to protect my family from him.

I step out of the shower and towel off. In my locker, my phone is glowing with nearly a dozen messages from my husband. He saw on the news that there was an explosion in Center Park.

“ARE U OK??” he texted almost an hour ago. “Please message me when you get this!”

“I’m fine,” I text back. “Will be home soon. Crazy here in the city. Can’t talk now.”

I switch my phone to vibrate, finish toweling off, and get dressed in my street clothes. I feel a couple more messages buzz into my phone, but I leave them unread for now. I’ve recovered enough to head to the debriefing.

Professor Constantine and Alby, still looking battle worn, are waiting for me at the map table in the briefing room. A wireframe view of the meteorite crater is holographically displayed above the table. This is a live digital composite created from data the professor takes from city cameras, news sources, and his own fleet of observation drones. In the pixelated digital view of the park, I can see that the meteorite has been thoroughly removed. Only the empty crater remains like the socket of an extracted tooth, surrounded by the flashing lights of dozens of emergency vehicles.

“I fucked up,” I say with a sigh, dropping my butt into one of the chairs facing the table.

“Your performance is not to be the focus of our discussion,” says the professor, giving me another nudge of empathy. “We all fucked up tonight. I made the gravest error by underestimating the interest this meteorite would create in our foes.”

“Who is this Iron Prince guy?” asks Alby, taking a swig from a coffee mug. I can smell that he is drinking something a lot stronger than coffee.

“I have heard rumors of an underworld figure, possibly foreign, gathering resources and attracting talent, but I had no name for him and no reason to believe he was such a serious threat.” Professor Constantine opens a data window on the holographic display and fans out several image captures of the Iron Prince. More than one catches me at the edge of the frame being humiliated by the armored giant. “I will begin collecting new data on him to construct a profile. The next time we face him, we will not be so blind to his capabilities.”

“What about that suit of armor he was wearing,” I say.

“Iskandium, yes. A very rare substance. The UK government has a small amount of the it used in the British Knight’s shield, the US government grafted some onto the bones of an experimental super, and a few corporations have tried using it for industrial applications, but it is very difficult to produce.” Professor Constantine taps a finger to his lips. “Manufacturing an entire suit of armor reinforced with Iskandium would leave a logistics trail, all I have to do is find it.”

“What about his jet?” I ask. “Did you track it back to his base?”

Professor Constantine shakes his head.

“Once airborne, it disappeared from radar.” A display of the aircraft’s trajectory appears as it moved south from Center Park. “I attempted to track it visually, but it seemed to be using some sort of optical baffling. All I know is that it flew south from the city. I will continue to analyze data, but I doubt I will be able to find it and that he was foolish enough to return directly to his base of operations.”

I sit back in my chair, exhausted from the battle, and humbled by our failure. One of the windows of imagery that the professor has opened is a looping video from a drone peering inside a fissure opened on the meteorite. The brief view of the glowing blue crystals makes my jaw clench with my memory of the unique pain it caused me.

“What about that?” I ask, jabbing a finger at the image.

“Abscondite, or so the Iron Prince called it,” says the professor. “We must take the threat of its proliferation very seriously. Whenever you face a super or humans from now on, you must approach them as if they might be armed with the substance.”

“We’re not cowards, professor,” says Alby, slamming his mug down on the map table and making the holographic image shudder.

“Your risks in the field have been increased by tonight’s revelation,” says the professor. “You must face each situation more cautiously. And until further notice, you will avoid the Iron Prince and his agents.” He turns his gaze on me. “Especially you, Diana. He seemed to take a particular interest in hurting you.”

“If I can’t fight him, then what good am I?” I object.

“The city needs its Guardian Angel,” says the professor. “There are other supers who can deal with the Iron Prince. New Metro City needs you.”

He opens several recent video feeds. One shows an alarm going off at a dam north of the city, another is footage from inside a lab being invaded by masked men armed with assault rifles, and another displays a school bus full of kids dangling off a cliff in Bluffton. In each video, I swoop into frame. Holding back the cracking dam, blurring with motion as I subdue and tie up the gunmen, and lifting the dangling bus to safety.

“Will Guardian Angel be there for the people of New Metro City?” asks the professor, raising an eyebrow.

“You’re damn right she will be,” I say, rising from my chair and thrusting my chest out proudly.

“Let justice multiply!” says Alby, slapping his hand on the table in agreement.

“But don’t think I’m going to hide from the Iron Prince either, professor,” I say. “If I see the opportunity, I am going to—”

An urgent buzzing from my pocket interrupts me.

“Sorry,” I say, taking out of the phone. “One second. It’s a call from… my ex-husband?”

“Oh, yeah, you’d really better take that,” says Alby with a roll of his eyes.

“No, I need to talk to him about my son,” I say, remembering that I had promised to talk with Aleksander tonight. “One second. This will be quick.”

I walk out into the hall and answer the phone. “Bad timing, Aleksander. I am in the middle of something. Why are you calling me so late?”

“Hello to you too, Diana,” replies the deep voice of my ex-husband. “I just left a meeting with some investors. This is why it is so late.”

“Selling some more computer chips to dictators in the Middle East?” I ask.

“You wound me, Diana. The Templar Corporation makes high-tech equipment for all sorts of purposes. We manufacture computers that are working on a cure for cancer.”

“I’m sure that’s great for the TED Talk.” I sigh and lean against the wall of the hallway. “Look, Nikolas is going to college, you’re not giving him an apartment, you’re not flying him out to your island. You can come to the city to see him on the weekends that are yours and—”

“I’ve already offered Nikolas a job with the Templar Corporation, and he has accepted,” says Aleksander, a hint of smugness in his voice.

“You what?” I hiss, anger flaring inside me. “College was—”

“Yes, yes, so very important. But as it turns out, my lawyer says that if the boy works with me for one year, then goes to college, you will no longer have a say in the matter of what I do with him and what he wants to do with his life.” Aleksander’s voice is low and threatening. “You have done this to yourself, Diana. I do not wish to fight you over my son, but he is an adult, and your stubbornness has made this situation inconceivable. Our son is destined for greatness, he should not be…”

Aleksander continues to talk, but I slowly lower the phone from my ear as I stare down the hallway outside the briefing room. A pit has opened inside me. I can no longer hear the words my ex-husband is saying.

The moment he said the word “inconceivable” in his thick, Borovian accent it all snapped into place in my mind.

Aleksander Szabric, my ex-husband, is the Iron Prince.

TO BE CONTINUED!
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[image: Guardian Angel in full costume flying in the sky and firing a plasma blast. She is spilling coffee from a mug that says #1 MOM on the side. The sinister mask of the Iron Prince looms behind her.]
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