






Compulsion King: The Supervillain’s Harem

Neil Bimbeau


Copyright 2021 Neil Bimbeau

All Rights Reserved

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner.

All characters depicted are 18 years old or older. For adults only.

Remember: if you liked this hot story (or even if you didn’t), remember to leave a review! I want to write what YOU want to read, and your feedback is the best way to help me do just that. Thanks!


Neil’s Note

Portions of this novel appeared (in a greatly altered form) in my 2017 serial Alpha Addiction.



Compulsion King: The Supervillain’s Harem
 takes the basic premise of that 35,000 word serialized story and turns it into a full-length novel with new characters, new plot lines, and NEW harem goodness. Enjoy!


One: The Prisoner

The intercom bristled to life, crackling with static. An authoritative voice came over the line, snapping me out of my thoughts. “Prisoner D-2604. Stand back from the door. Prepare for a visitor.”

I wasn’t anywhere near the door – as a matter of fact, I’d been sitting cross-legged on the narrow cot in one corner of the cell since I woke up, doing the same thing I’d been doing for what felt like hours. Trying to remember where I was. Who
 I was. My mouth tasted like dirt and my head throbbed like I’d been on a week long bender, but I’d managed to figure out two things pretty quickly.

One: my name was not
 D-2604. Two: this was a cell, and I was a prisoner.

What the hell was going on? The last thing I could remember was...well, actually, I couldn’t remember a damn thing. My memory was a complete blank – like I’d been dosed with something to make me forget. As I strained, vague flashes appeared in my head: the back of a truck, a long metal hallway, serious-looking guards. But those memories were no good – they were just the vague remnants of how I got here. Where had I been before
?

“My name,” I muttered, rubbing my cheeks. They were covered in a 
thick sheen of stubble – obviously I’d been here for a while. “If I could just remember my goddamn name
, maybe the rest would fall into place…”

I felt like I almost had it. But then the door to my cell opened, filling the narrow space with a light so bright I had to hold a hand over my eyes to shield them. I wasn’t used to anything but darkness.

A slim blonde woman in a lab coat stood in the entrance, with two guards flanking behind her. Each of them carried wicked-looking rifles. The woman paid no attention to them as she stepped into my cell – she hummed gently to herself as if this block were nothing more than an aisle in a grocery store and she was doing a little casual shopping.


Nice looking woman
. The thought cut through my confusion. She had her hair done up in a long ponytail, she was wearing a thick-framed pair of glasses, and there was just enough cleavage poking from her top for me to stare. She caught me looking and flashed a quick, conspiratorial smile.

A sexy nerd, in other words. Careful, Daniel
.

“Well, I can see hibernation didn’t hurt you too
 badly,” she said, glancing down briefly at the clipboard in her hands. Turning to the guards, she added, “you can leave us now.”

“Sorry, ma’am,” one said, standing up a little straighter. “We have orders to stay. He’s dangerous.”


Me? I’m dangerous
? The thought sent ripples through me, as if my memory was a still, deep pond that someone had just chucked a rock into. I could almost
 remember who I was – yet the more I strained, the harder my stomach clenched into a fist. I could already tell I wasn’t going to enjoy finding out what I’d done to end up here.

“Nonsense.” I could tell from her manner that despite her youthful appearance, this was a woman used to being obeyed without question. She can’t be more than a year or two older than me,
 I thought, and I was only twenty-one.

Wait. I was
 twenty-one.
 I’d just remembered something! If only this woman could leave and come back in another ten or fifteen minutes, I might have been able to figure out more.

Unfortunately, the woman looked like she would do no such thing.

“Suit yourself,” the guard said with a shrug. “Signal us if there’s any trouble.”

The door slid shut with an almost soundless little click
, leaving the two of us alone in the cramped room.


God, it really is tight in here,
 I thought, glancing around. 
I hope she doesn’t think I stink or something like that
. I leaned down quickly as her gaze traveled to a corner of the room, checking, but to my surprise I had absolutely no smell at all. Had someone bathed
 me before sticking me in this cell? Stranger and stranger. It made no sense – but then again, nothing else about this situation did.

The doctor – I’d decided from the way that she was dressed that this woman had to be some kind of doctor – stared at the door for a long moment with a displeased expression. “Assholes,” she muttered. “Well, whatever…”

She pulled the chair away from the room’s tiny desk and sat down, then pulled a pen out of her jacket pocket and tapped it against her clipboard. I watched her and she watched me, each apparently waiting for the other to speak first. I still couldn’t remember who I was or where I’d come from, but I had the distinct impression it was important
 for me to keep my mouth shut right now.


People don’t like long silences,
 a little voice at the back of my head whispered. When you present them with one, even the strongest break down and get desperate to fill it with something. It’s a great way to get information from people who don’t want to give it to you…


Okay. How the hell did I know that
? What I really needed was time, 
time to remember what the hell had happened to me and why I was here.

And why I was dangerous.

Finally the woman shrugged. She blinked first, clearing her throat. “Good morning, Daniel,” she said, flashing a model-perfect smile that nevertheless failed to reach her eyes. “Do you remember me?”

I shook my head. There was no need to lie about that – I didn’t have a clue who this woman was.

“We spoke briefly a few days ago, when you returned to consciousness. You were...considerably less stable then.” A pained little look flickered across her face before being snuffed out. “I’m Doctor Campbell. I’m in charge of this wing of the facility and I’m here to help you.”


So she is a doctor,
 I thought. Her short statement had left me with about a million questions, but also gave me the impression I’d need to figure out the answers on my own. From the guarded look on her face, this woman wasn’t going to explain things any further than absolutely necessary.

Silence had worked at first. Now I needed to try my words.

“I’m sorry,” I said, sliding forward as quickly as I could towards the foot of the bed as I spoke. Doctor Campbell didn’t even flinch. No reaction. She’s not afraid of me,
 I realized. Not in the slightest. Maybe that whole ‘dangerous’ thing is overrated.


I should have been happy to hear that – so why did the thought leave me strangely disappointed?

“Sorry for what?” Doctor Campbell asked carefully.

“I don’t remember being admitted to this facility,” I said, gesturing around the cell. “Or any
 facility. Honestly, I don’t remember much of anything at all.”


There,
 I thought. Let’s see what she does with that.


She nodded as if it was exactly what she’d been expecting me to say. “That’s a perfectly normal reaction to have, considering everything you’ve been through,” she said. “Rest assured, your memory will return in time. I can promise you that, Daniel.”

She glanced from one end of the cell to the other as if measuring something. Doctor Campbell had the kind of eyes that didn’t miss a thing – although in this room, there wasn’t a lot to miss. The cell was even smaller than the closet Heather kept her shoes in…

I clutched at the side of my head. Who was Heather?
 
Why did she have a whole closet dedicated to nothing but shoes? I got the briefest impression of dark hair, blue eyes and a face with high cheekbones before the image puffed away into smoke. The memory vanished, and I was back in my cell.

Doctor Campbell misinterpreted my reaction. “You’re in a secure government facility,” she said soothingly. “I know it’s scary, but you’re perfectly safe here, Daniel. This facility is a place where you – and people like you – can be helped.”

“What?” My fingers clenched my knees until my knuckles went white. I didn’t understand any of this – it made no sense at all. “Helped how
? Why am I locked up in here? Why the hell did you put me to sleep in the first place?”

Doctor Campbell clicked her tongue and made a note on her clipboard. “I really do apologize for the way you’ve been treated up until this point, Daniel. Prior to my... promotion
 to facility operator, the service level of the staff here has been...well, it’s been ghastly.”

Something told me I did not
 want to ask about the ‘promotion’. There was something almost shark-like about Doctor Campbell’s smile when she spoke about it.

“I’m hoping to bring a much more humane touch to things from now 
on,” she said with a nod.

“Humane?” I asked, looking around the room. This space wasn’t much larger than what you’d use to cage an animal. “How is it humane to keep me in a cell? Don’t I have rights?”

She cocked her head, studying me. “Of course you do, Daniel. But those rights only extend as far as your own person. With people like you, people who have...special
 gifts, sometimes they need to be kept away from others for their own good. Whether they want to be or not…”

She trailed off as if she knew what would happen next. I stared at her for a moment, confused – then the vision hit.

This one was stronger and sharper than the others. The details I’d been able to tease out about my former life up until this point had been little more than fuzzy, vague impressions – this was like a scene from a movie, playing inside of my head. I was wading across the bottom of a luxurious in-ground pool, in the backyard of a three-story mansion. On the other side, the water lapping against her collarbone, was the most gorgeous woman I’d ever seen.

She watched me approach, her eyes filled with the purest love and adoration I’d ever seen from another human being. As she smiled, standing up in the water, I realized she was naked – and so was I.

The woman smiled and stretched, her dark-brown breasts rising and falling in a way that made my heart skip a beat. “I love you, Master,” she purred, pulling me into an embrace.

Master?

“I was born for this,” she giggled against my ear. There was a shift beneath the water, and all of a sudden my manhood was pushing against something hot and wet and amazing
. “I love you so much, Daniel. I’ll do anything for you – I belong
 to you. Please, please
 take me…!”

Grinning I pushed forward, the world exploding with pleasure. The woman gasped – and somewhere above our heads I heard a shrill female voice, screaming.

Before I could figure out who or what was making such a racket, the vision faded. I was back in my cell, one leg crossed over the other to hide what was happening in my pants.

“Holy shit,
” I whispered, shaking my head. That had been...intense. “What the fuck was that…?”

“I think,” Doctor Campbell said, with just a hint of mockery in her voice, “that you just remembered a little bit of the trouble
 that got you sent here.”

Trouble? Someone had been yelling at me, sure – but that scene hadn’t felt like trouble. It had felt like...well. Not love,
 exactly – but definitely lust. For sure.

“What kind of trouble are we talking about, Doctor?” The kind where a beautiful woman calls me ‘Master’, apparently.


Doctor Campbell pursed her lips. Suddenly I was 100% sure that she’d been briefed on every naughty detail – and that she was keeping most of them back on purpose. “You were...well, let’s just say you’ve been a very bad boy, Daniel.”

“Having a fling doesn’t make me a bad person,” I shot back, staring her down.

“When it creates an international diplomatic incident, it most certainly does. The ambassador from Mozambique being filmed in that situation
 caused quite a bit of tension at the UN.” She cocked her head to the side with a smirk. “Not to mention she’s a married woman.”

Huh. That was strange. I didn’t feel the slightest bit of guilt about that. In fact, I got the distinct impression the old me didn’t much care whether a woman was married or not when I made a pass at them. Maybe I was a bit of a bad guy, after all.

“I don't mean to be rude, Daniel, but the specifics don't really matter. The fact is, you have special powers and you used them for some very naughty purposes.” Doctor Campbell pursed her lips and leaned forward, and for a moment her expression was almost a twin of the girl in the pool's. “That’s why you’re here, where you can’t cause any more trouble. We’re going to help you...”

I was no longer listening. Because the moment that memory of the gorgeous woman faded, something else started happening inside of my brain. Some primal part of me was beginning to wake up.

It was like learning to ride a bike again or play a musical instrument: like muscle memory. Something you knew subconsciously how to do, even when you’d forgotten. Before I knew what I was doing I was doing it, pushing
 outward from the interior of my skull with a telepathic clench in all directions.

I could feel everything
.

For a moment, confusion overtook me. My eyes were closed, but I could still sense
 Doctor Campbell a few feet in front of me, glowing in the darkness like a wire frame model. Not just her physical body, either – I could feel her thoughts. Her emotions. I sensed the boredom of the two guards standing outside my cell, then pushed
 out even further, using as much mental energy as I could. As the big picture trickled in, I gasped.

This facility was big

.

Doctor Campbell must have caught my glazed expression, because she sighed sadly. “Right now, you’re reaching out for your powers and finding they’re no longer there,” she said in a sympathetic tone.

What? She was wrong – I could see her mind glowing like a lava lamp. I knew on an instinctive level that I could touch it, make her feel what I wanted her to feel or think what I wanted her to think. But I also knew, like an animal smart enough to sense an obvious trap, that using my powers on her in that way would be the biggest mistake I could possibly make.

“Honestly, these people are such idiots,” she muttered to herself. “Shortly after you arrived, it was decided to keep you in an induced coma to keep your powers in check – it was the only way to stop you from affecting the people around you.”

“I...see,” I said, pretending to be disappointed. “But I’m not in a coma now.”

“No, you’re not,” she agreed with a smile. “We’ve given you a powerful drug, delivered via your food and water. It suppresses your powers, keeping you from accessing them.”

That’s what she said. Only whatever they were doing to me wasn’t 
working. I had my powers – and Doctor Campbell had no fucking idea.

With a groan, I hung my head and feigned exhaustion. My performance was terrible, but enough to fool Doctor Campbell.

“Daniel,” she said in a low, smoky voice. When I opened my eyes, she was leaning forward, putting a steadying hand on my thigh. “It’s alright.”

I didn’t dare touch her mind, but I didn’t need to – I could read what was coming off of it like a ticker-tape. What I saw sickened me: this behavior was a calculated way to control me. Moreover, she’d been using it since the moment she walked into my cell. The cleavage, the soothing voice, the casual intimacy – Doctor Campbell was planning to string me along with her raw sex appeal, using it to keep me cooperative in my own imprisonment.

Even her sympathy was another method of control. What a monster.


I need to get out of here,
 I realized. Before this woman realizes her mistake.


“We’re going to fix you,” she promised me. “Once we find a way to sever you from your powers completely – and we will
 find a way, make no doubt about that - you can return to society. You can be 
with your family again, Daniel. Wouldn’t you like that?”

I instantly knew that was a lie. Campbell wasn’t thinking about letting me go. On the inside she was gleeful, fantasizing about ways to use my powers for her “facility’s” projects. This woman was evil, pure and simple. There was no chance she would ever let me leave this building alive.

Her hand squeezed, as if asking me to respond. The bulge in my pants hadn’t gone away since the vision of the pool, and Doctor Campbell noticed. She moved in closer and gave me a conspiratorial little giggle.

“If you help me,” she added in a husky whisper, her lips grazing my ear as she spoke, “I can help you out, too. You are
 a handsome young man, after all – a man with needs…”

God, she was hot. And if it weren’t for my powers showing me her innermost thoughts, I might have fallen for her shtick.

“Y-yeah,” I panted, pretending to be shy and awkward the way she expected. “I can do that.”

“Good boy,” she purred. “As long as you help me out, I’m happy to do the same for you. You scratch my back, I’ll scratch yours.” She stood up, her hand leaving mine. “I’m going to give you some more 
time to get adjusted. Rest for now. Later, we’ll run some more tests. And if you’re a good boy, I’ll help you get a little relief…”


No you won’t
, I thought. I could see the contours of her master plan in the back of her mind - all I’d get after that first long, painful day of tests would be the skin mag she’d bought and shoved in a drawer in her office. Doctor Campbell planned to string me along right up until she’d gotten everything she needed from me - then it would be a needle in the arm and another nap. Only this one would be permanent
. She could promise the world, but she wasn’t even planning to go as far as handjobs.

I ticked off another box on the ‘she’s evil as fuck’ checklist and leaned back, closing my eyes. “Sure.”

A few minutes later she was out of my cell, with promises to return in a few hours once I’d rested up some more. I knew from a peek at her mind that some heavy-duty testing would soon follow – likely the kind that would make hiding my powers impossible. I didn’t have long.

If I didn’t get out of here soon, I was totally screwed.


Two: Crash Course In Brain Surgery

I waited until Doctor Campbell and her guards were far enough away that they wouldn’t be able to hear any sudden noises. Once they were gone I pushed
 outward, spying on their mental states until they left this floor of the Facility. A sudden wrenching upwards of their signals told me they’d just stepped onto an elevator, then a moment later I lost them completely. My eyes snapped open as I moved to the edge of the cot and cracked my knuckles.

Now that I was alone, it was time to get to work.


First things first,
 I thought, flexing my mental muscles. So far, I’d discovered two ‘modes’ I could put these strange powers in: ‘seeing everything at once’ mode, and ‘seeing only the person right in front of you’ mode. I needed to find a happy medium; something that allowed me to know what was going on in my immediate vicinity but wasn’t so detailed that I got distracted. Like an internal radar system.

It took longer than I expected to figure it out. I got the impression that even before being tossed into the Facility, I hadn’t been good at using my abilities. What had happened with the ambassador from Mozambique had been more of a fluke – more a function of being a horny twenty-one-year-old than any degree of mental control. My 
powers had activated on their own volition, and the rest, well...

I didn’t have time to dwell on it. But it was a nice
 memory, that was for sure.


I have to get faster at this,
 I told myself, beginning to sweat. If I didn’t have a plan by the time Doctor Campbell got back, I was fucked.

Eventually I managed to get my mental scanning range down to a bubble that encompassed the floor I was on and nothing else. A quick scan of the environs showed just three other thought patterns near me, pulsing away. Two I dismissed quickly – more guards, their mental pictures bored and boring. Strangely, they both seemed to be in nearly constant motion. On patrol
, I thought, ignoring them both. If I keep them both in my head at the same time, I should be able to find gaps in their routes I can slip through.


It was an alright plan, but it required me to get out of my cell first. Sighing, I reached out to the third person I could detect on our floor. From what I could tell, they were just a couple cells down from me. Probably another prisoner…

I slammed into the wall, gasping as I broke out into a cold sweat. I had to bite down to keep a scream from tearing itself from my throat. The person in the cell, whoever they were – they were in the middle of something bad

.

“What the fuck?” I whispered, my hands shaking. “Holy shit…”

I reached out again, more cautious this time. This person was in the middle of a violent fit, slamming against one of the cell walls and babbling. As I grazed the surface of their thoughts I heard dozens of shrieking voices, a cacophony of noise like a choir of the damned.


Schizophrenic,
 I thought, pulling away. They’ve got delusions out the ass. Whoever this is, they’ve been tortured. How could Doctor Campbell allow this…?


Unless this was exactly what Doctor Campbell wanted.

Well, if she wasn’t going to do anything about it, I would. This person was suffering both physically and mentally. If I could do some good, I’d try and help.

It was my first real act with my new powers. I was clumsy, going on muscle memory, yet somehow I managed. I formed a hand with my psychic energy and massaged the person’s innermost thoughts, grabbing in directions I hadn’t even known existed. It was just like riding a bike – you can forget, but your body remembers.

I grabbed each of the voices and pinched them, sealing them off and 
turning them silent in moments. Somehow I calmed the person down, pulling the ‘relaxation’ levers in an order I never could have written down or consciously remembered. Slowly, the person quieted down. They stopped hitting their head against the wall and laid there, sobbing against the bare concrete.


Jesus,
 I thought. Whoever this is, they’ve been through hell. What kind of monster does this to a person?


Did I want to take a chance on talking to them? What if they blabbed to Doctor Campbell?

I decided to take the risk. I ignored the little voice in the back of my head – the one that whispered that I could easily use my powers to ‘shut up’ this person if I really needed to - and reached out again, gently sliding a mental finger into the prisoner’s brain. Hoping against hope this didn’t set off any alarms Doctor Campbell could detect, I made myself like one of the voices and spoke.


Can you hear me?
 I asked, sending the thought as a mental signal.

The person froze up for a moment, doing a double-take. Then they slowly nodded.


Who are you?
 I asked. Think of yourself for me. What you look like
.

I wasn’t sure it would work until it did. I felt the person concentrate, and a picture formed in my mind. I was staring at a young woman, college-age, with long dyed hair. Her skin was pale as milk, smooth and flawless, with breasts that were almost too large for her slender frame. Her mental picture of herself wore cutoff jeans, black-and-white striped leggings and a black t-shirt with the logo of a death metal band stretched across her tits – along with about a dozen piercings. Black lipstick and eyeliner completed the look.

In reality, she was probably wearing a straitjacket and covered in bruises. But this was how the girl saw herself. It was who she wanted to be.


Hey, I like them too,
 I lied, pointing a mental finger at her t-shirt. I was more of a Nightwish guy, but no reason for her to know that. What’s your name?


There was a pause, then I got a burst of confusion in the back of my head. Just think it,
 I told her, hitting the same soothing tone Doctor Campbell had used with me. Yes, I can read your mind. Don’t get too worked up about it, okay?


She was hesitant – and I didn’t blame her. For all she knew, this was just the latest turn in whatever insanity Doctor Campbell had given her. But after a moment, a single word appeared in my mind. Claire.


It flickered for a moment, replaced by the moniker D-5301

 before disappearing.


Huh,
 I thought. A name and a prisoner number. How long have you been in here, Claire?
 I didn’t direct this towards her: I didn’t really have the time to get into all the details of her situation. Time was of the essence.


That’s awesome,
 I thought, sheathing the words in a burst of approval. I felt Claire blush, humbled. Wow. How had I done that? My name is Daniel,
 I told her. I think I can get us out of here, Claire. Both of us. But I’m going to need your help
.

She shivered against the wall. After a long moment, a new thought trickled through the bond: did you make the voices stop
?


Fuck.
 The thought was so pitiful, so broken, that it made me want to tear the walls between us down and give her a hug. Instead, I kept on talking.


Yes,
 I thought at her. They’re gone now. I can keep them away.


I felt her sit up straighter. I’ll help you.


Good. I was going to need her to cooperate if this had a chance in hell of working. I have these powers,
 I explained to her. Obviously 
you can tell – they’re what I’m using to speak to you now.


She nodded.


The problem is, I don’t really know how to use them. I need to learn – and FAST, before Doctor Campbell comes back. She’s got plans for both of us. Bad ones
.

At the mention of Doctor Campbell, I felt Claire shudder. I HATE her.
 The thought was so full of venom it made me shudder.

I know. I hate her, too. I need to test my powers, Claire – and you’re the only person nearby I can test them on without being noticed. Will you help me?

A shudder passed through Claire’s body. Test? Like, another experiment?


Images flickered through the bond between us. With a start, I realized these were memories – terrible ones. Claire hadn’t been crazy when she’d been thrown into the facility. The people who ran the place made her that way. No wonder she hated Doctor Campbell so much.


Not like that,
 I assured her. Parts of it might not be pleasant, because I don’t really understand how to use my powers. I might 
hurt you without meaning to – but if I do, I’ll stop immediately. And if I get out of here - no, WHEN I get out of here - I’ll take you with me
.

She sat up straighter at that. Really? You promise?


How could I not? After feeling this girl’s mind and knowing how she’d suffered, there was no chance of me leaving her here to rot. I couldn’t condemn another human being to that kind of torture.


I promise,
 I told her, meaning it. Can I do this, Claire?


I felt her waffling back and forth. It was one hell of a weird sensation when experienced from the inside
 of someone else’s brain. Finally her resolve hardened like concrete drying, and I knew her decision.


Okay
, she said over the line. I’ll let you. On one condition
.

Condition? Shit, I didn’t have time for this. But without Claire’s help, I’d never get out of here. Name it,
 I thought.


Doctor Campbell
. The thought came with so much hate it was like peering through a thick black cloud. I winced at the pure, animal ferocity in Claire’s brain. We hurt her.


Yeah. Yeah, I could get with that. Sure.



Then it’s a deal

.

She gave a little shrug, then relaxed against the wall. I felt Claire close her eyes and cross her legs, readying herself for whatever I was about to do to her. I was untested and untrained; there was a very real chance that I could do actual mental damage to somebody by poking around in the wrong parts of their brain. To say it made me nervous would have been a huge understatement.

But Claire had already been through so much. Under the circumstances, she was steadier than I was.

I reached out tentatively, poking through Claire’s mind. The more I felt the inner contours of her mental functions, the more things started coming back to me. I knew
 how to do this. More than that, I was certain I’d done it before. Done it with a whole hell of a lot more precision than I was doing it now.

I pushed into one section of her brain and Claire began giggling uncontrollably. Shocked, I pulled back. What are you doing?
 I asked.

She paused. I...I was happy,
 she thought back. I could feel her grinning from ear to ear. So happy. I’ve never been that happy before…



Okay, that’s the ‘happy’ button,
 I thought, going back to work. 
Good to know
.

I kept on exploring Claire’s thoughts. Pressing a thumb into a different mental button brought tears streaming down her face, her shoulders slumping as she whimpered in a corner of her cell. Fear and anger, pain and pleasure, different receptors changed the way Claire experienced the world. Or experienced her own body.

I got better and better at it the longer I worked. I turned Claire’s sight off and then on again, her entire visual cortex becoming one big blind spot for nearly a minute. She forgot and remembered her own name, screamed in pain so intense her mind filled with thoughts of her skin burning off – then soothed all of it away with sweet, tingly pleasure.

The more I practiced, the more I became convinced of one thing over all else – I was good
 at wielding pleasure. Oh I was a fucking pro
 at that.

When had I done this before? I remembered the gorgeous woman in the pool, of course, but this muscle memory felt...older.
 Darker. I strained and strained, trying to remember anything of my old life. My teeth grit with the effort, muscles clenching as I held onto Claire while plumbing the depths of my own brain. What had these people done to me?

With a start, I realized I’d been pouring all that frustration into Claire. When I came back to myself I felt her slapping the wall of her cell, whimpering and whining as pleasure tore through her lithe body. Holy shit.
 I’d pushed down on that pleasure center hard
. Maybe too hard.

I let her go, uncomfortably aware of the sweat on her skin. The way her nipples poked through the thin fabric of her top. The utter mess between her legs. I could feel all of them like they were an extension of my own body.


I’m so sorry!
 I thought, trying to send a dozen soothing signals at once. I lost control of it! I didn’t mean to hit you that hard, I’m so fucking sorry if I hurt you-


One thought shot over the line, as clear as a bell: You. Are. AMAZING!


Huh? Claire didn’t seem upset at all. In fact, peeking at her thoughts, she was...thrilled?


Are you okay?
 I asked. There was something odd about her thought patterns – it was a little bit like an engine with a part knocked loose, rattling as the car drove down the road. I hoped I hadn’t done something to Claire that couldn’t be fixed.


Do it again!
 
I felt her get on her hands and knees facing the wall, her hot cheek pressed against the cold stone. Oh my gosh do it again, please! I love it I love it I love YOU
-

Oh fuck
. I turned on a small drip feed of pleasure in Claire’s brain – just enough to make her happy - and pushed myself away. I put my head in my hands, staring at the floor in mingled horror and triumph. I knew how to use my powers, alright.


I hit her with too much,
 I thought. That much pleasure – that much utter, unfiltered bliss
 - all at once could change the makeup of a person. It was like addicting someone to a hard drug, to the point where they’d do anything to get another hit. It was the perfect way to get authority figures to shut the fuck up and let me do what I wanted-

Shit, where had that
 thought come from? Had I really done this kind of thing to people on purpose
?


Pushing
 outward again, I went back to Claire. The girl sighed happily, her thoughts a pink haze of pleasure. So good,
 she panted, grinning. Thank you so much! Thank you thank you thank you…



Don’t thank me yet,
 I said, willing her to slow down. This woman was no good to me as long as she was too stoned to fight. I had to taper her off that pleasure drip eventually. Only wasn’t it kind of fucked up 
to do that? To take away the first good thing that had happened to this girl, after ages of torment?


I need to get some rest,
 I told Claire. Doctor Campbell’s going to come back soon. Are you okay if I leave you like this?



Fuck yes!
 She squeezed her thighs together and squealed
 with pleasure. I’ll do anything you want, baby! Get me out of this cell and we can make that bitch bleed together! I can’t WAIT to meet you – I love you so much…



Okay, let’s cool it with the l-word,
 I said, pumping the brakes. You just chill out for now, okay? I’ll let you get your revenge on Doctor Campbell soon enough
.

Severing the link, I laid back on the cot and stared up at the ceiling, feeling conflicted. Did my one good deed for the day,
 I thought, picturing the girl in the cell next to me. For once in her life, Claire was whimpering in pleasure instead of pain as she lay on the floor of her cell.

So why does it feel like I’m such a bastard?

One thing was for sure. When Doctor Campbell came back to this cell, she was going to get one hell of a surprise.

I felt bad about using my powers on Claire. But I wouldn’t be the least bit upset over giving the good doctor her just desserts...


Three: Can I Play With Madness?

The sound of approaching footsteps woke me from my slumber. In moments I was fully alert, rolling over onto my side and focusing my powers to see how many guards Doctor Campbell had brought with her this time. From the signals pulsing outside the cell door, it was two – the same two who’d warned her I was ‘dangerous’.

They were about to discover exactly how right they’d been.

This time there was no voice over the intercom warning me the door was about to open. It slid upwards without sound, Doctor Campbell sliding into the room just ahead of the guards like she was trying to sneak up on me. From the big grin on her face, that’s probably exactly what she’d been trying to do.

I watched her approach through my eyelashes, feigning sleep. Come a little closer,
 I thought, expanding my mental reach to encompass the whole cell block. Other than Claire, who was still whimpering in pleasure against the wall of her cell, we had the floor to ourselves. Perfect.

“Daniel?” I felt more than saw the surge of irritation in Doctor Campbell. She came close enough to block out the light inside the cell, her shadow falling over me. “He’s not waking up. You didn’t 
dose him with something, did you…?”

 


She turned just in time to see the two guards slump over, their consciousness snipped like a scissor cutting a thread.

Doctor Campbell was shocked enough to hesitate for a single moment – and that moment was all I needed. By the time she got her wits about her enough to scream for more guards, she found she couldn’t
 make any sounds at all. Her long, gorgeous legs refused to carry her out of the cell, ignorant of her commands.


Perfect
, I thought. My heart hammered against my rib cage as I sat up. “I’m fine, Doctor Campbell. I was just waiting for you and your goons to show up.”

She stared at me, naked horror written on her face. Doctor Campbell’s mouth worked silently, struggling to form words. After a moment I realized I’d just robbed her of the power of speech and felt a little silly. Of course
 she wasn’t saying anything.

With a mental twist, I grabbed hold of her speech center and rewired it. After so much practice inside of Claire’s brain, tricks like this were second nature to me.

“You can talk now,” I told her. “I wouldn’t try screaming, though – trying to raise your voice will only make you feel like you’ve shoved 
a hot pepper down your throat. Neat little trick I just remembered how to do.”

She tried anyway. Doctor Campbell’s mouth opened wide, tears of pain dripping down her cheeks as she strained to force a scream out of her voice box. All that came out was a croaking wheeze, pressed through the tight muscles of her throat until it sounded like a balloon deflating.

“I warned you,” I said smugly.

Her body twitched with pain until she stopped. It was cute how difficult it was for the good doctor to realize how quickly the tables had turned. “We’re going to have to get better about you following orders, Doctor Campbell.”

“The drug,” she whispered, blinking away her tears. Now that she’d seen how much trying to scream hurt, she was hesitant to raise her voice even to a normal conversational level. “How’d you beat it, Daniel? You pretend to eat and shove the food up your ass instead?”

I shook my head. “The drugs never worked. I had my powers back from the moment you first walked into my cell.” I did a double take. “Really? Up my ass
? What kind of doctor are you?”

Panic filled Doctor Campbell’s face. “Listen, Daniel, we need to talk-”

“No,” I grunted, silencing her with a mental push

. “You need to listen.
 You’ve been doing entirely too much talking, Doctor Campbell. In fact…” I grinned at her. “Since you’re so obsessed with asses, why don’t you show me yours?”

As Doctor Campbell watched, horrified, her body obeyed me eagerly. She turned around in the cramped cell, facing the two unconscious guards as she struck a pose and hiked her skirt up. I had to hand it to her – she knew exactly how to arch her back to make everything below her waist look amazing. I wondered if she’d done modeling or stripping to get herself through medical school.

For a moment, I considered taking this even further. I knew, on a level deeper than mere instinct, that I could make Doctor Campbell do whatever the fuck I wanted. Worse, I was pretty sure I could make her like
 it. But the look in her eyes told me everything I needed to know of how she’d feel about the matter.

Besides, I didn’t have a lot of time. I needed to get out of here. And I didn’t hate
 Doctor Campbell, as irritating as she was. Not like Claire did. She was just doing her job. It was better to save my hate for whoever had thrown me in this place.

Who was that, exactly?

“I’m checking myself out of your Facility,” I informed her curtly. 
“Your ability to talk has been restored, by the way. But if you abuse the privilege, I won’t hesitate to make you silent again.”

“You can’t
 leave,” Doctor Campbell protested. “Daniel, listen to me. You don’t understand the first thing about what’s really happening in this place. You can’t possibly
 imagine the plans you would upset by walking out the front door-”

“Oh, I don’t need to imagine,” I shot back. “Driving patients mad, experimenting on people’s brains? That’s right, Doctor Campbell – I talked to Claire. I know everything you’ve done to the poor people in here.”

Her lip rose in a sneer. “Me? What about you, Daniel? You’re a monster
. Worse – you’re an embarrassment to your family. They practically begged us to lock you up here, where you couldn’t ruin anything else…”

At Doctor Campbell’s words, another vision pierced my brain. I was back in the pool with that gorgeous, lusty woman, but now I could see the people screaming at me from the patio. One was the brunette from my first vision, a girl my age with long dark hair and high, regal cheekbones. Heather,
 I thought. The other was a severe, middle-aged blonde woman. She was the one doing most of the screaming.


Klein,
 I realized. Abigail Klein...SENATOR Abigail Klein. My…


“My adopted
 
family,” I snarled, the untangling memory bringing waves of anger. “They mean precisely two things to me, Doctor Campbell: jack and shit. We’re not related in any
 sense of the word. Hell, if you knew half the shit they’d put me through, you’d be on my side instead of theirs.” I cocked my head. “Or maybe not. You seem like a pretty wretched bitch.”

Doctor Campbell’s mask of politeness fell away completely during my speech. By the time I was finished her hands had balled into fists, her face red with the attempts to break through my control.

“You’ll never get away with this,” she said. Her lips formed a tight little line, nearly white. “There’s too much security in the Facility. They’ll gun you down before you get ten fucking feet from the entrance, you understand me?”

“No, they won’t,” I said with a laugh. “Because you’re going to get me out, Doctor.”

She tried to laugh, but it came out as another croak. “I’ll never help you. You’re a fucking freak
-”

“You don’t have a choice,” I said, hopping off the bed. There was a certain pleasure in knowing I had this authority figure right where I wanted her. Every insult she could think of simply rolled right off my back. “Besides, you’re not just helping me
. I have no intention of 
leaving this place alone.”

Doctor Campbell’s jaw dropped open. To my surprise, she looked even more horrified by the thought of helping me free another prisoner then she had when she thought I might use her body. “No. No
. She needs to stay right where she is. You can’t…”

“I am,” I said, commanding Doctor Campbell to follow me out of the cell. “Let’s see who she
 thinks is the real monster here.”

I stepped over the unconscious guards and walked out into the light. The hallway containing our cells was white and sterile, all beige plastic and bare stone. Using the mental pulse, I picked out the cell that had a person inside of it and strode over to the door.

“Open this,” I commanded, gesturing at the lock. “Now
.”

Doctor Campbell resisted for a moment, then let out a whimper as she keyed in the pass code. The cell door slid open, and standing there was Claire. She’d been waiting.

It was my first time seeing her in the flesh after rooting around inside of her head. I was more than a little surprised to see how well she matched the self-image she’d shown me while we were connected. Her slim build, punk hair and ample chest were all the exact same as the picture she’d put in my head, but somehow the real thing was 
even better.

Her face lit up at the sight of me – then instantly darkened as she glanced over my shoulder to see Doctor Campbell.

“You
,” Claire growled, pointing a shaking finger. “You hurt me.
”

“You can’t do this,” Doctor Campbell muttered. She had to keep her voice low; otherwise I’d start the pain back up again. “This woman is dangerous, Daniel. She’s even more dangerous than you are!”

“Good,” I said, laughing. “I like
 dangerous.”

“You have no idea what you’re doing,” the doctor whimpered as Claire stepped out of the cell. “Look, Daniel, obviously
 things have changed between us now. I can’t hurt you anymore – hell, I can help
 you! With me by your side, you could be running this place. I’ll give you a nicer cell. Fuck, what am I saying? You can have my office! I’ll give you food, women, whatever you want - you liked my ass, right? You can fuck me in the ass if you want, Daniel! You can have me however you want, whenever
 you want, as long as you stay here where you belong...”

Doctor Campbell trailed off as I lifted my hand. She stared at my fingers for a moment, confused, looking like someone right at the beginning of a killer migraine headache. Then her mouth opened, 
stretching out almost too wide, and her forehead broke out in sweat.

“Kind of a dick move to make it hurt more
 when you can’t scream,” I said, channeling pure pain through the mental bond into Doctor Campbell’s brain. “But then again, you deserve it. I can do pain just as easy as pleasure, Doctor. I’m learning that about myself.”

Every muscle in her body seized up. Her eyes rolled back in her head, pure animal panic overriding everything else. She’d have been on the floor writhing if I’d given her enough mental control to drop.

“I can leave you like this, you know” I whispered, my voice almost loving as I came up next to her. “Constant, unending agony. Every cell in your body screaming in pain for the rest of your life. No painkillers or morphine will be able to touch it.” I paused for a moment, letting her digest that. “You understand me now?”

I cut the pain, and Doctor Campbell dropped. She landed on her knees, sobbing against the tiled floor of the cell block. As much as I’d just hurt her, those were tears of relief
.

“Y-yes,” she panted, barely able to speak. “I’m sorry. I’ll do whatever you want, Daniel, just please
...please don’t hurt me again…”

God, she sounded so broken. I kind of hated how much I got off on it.

“You’re getting Claire and I out of here,” I told her. “Right now. No tricks, no games – no clever attempts to let your colleagues know anything is out of the ordinary. If you do a single fucking thing that isn’t your absolute best to get the two of us out of this facility without being spotted, I swear to God I’ll dial that pain up all the way and tie a fancy little bow inside of your brain. The kind no one will ever, ever
 be able to get untied. Got it?”

She nodded mutely. Her bottom lip quivered, big tears rolling down her cheeks that had nothing to do with the pain.

“You tip them off and they might throw me back in my cell,” I whispered, “but you’d never escape that pain. Now let’s get going, Doctor
. I’ve seen about all I need to of your special little funhouse…”

As it turned out, escaping the facility was almost insultingly easy. Doctor Campbell knew the place like the back of her hand – and she had every access code an employee could have dreamed off. She led us through shortcut after shortcut, avoiding occupied regions of the facility like an expert spy in the midst of some corporate sabotage. If I wasn’t so pissed off at her, I would’ve been impressed.

I pushed a tiny tendril against her mind as she led us down a back stairwell, checking for signs that she might be about to screw us over. There weren’t any: her brain was clean as a whistle. Maybe the pain had knocked some sense into her, but I was still wary. This woman was a fucking shark

. There was no doubt in my mind she’d try at least one more time to stop us from leaving.


She’s almost too clean
, I thought, the thought like a finger down my spine. As if there’s something she’s hiding from me, despite my powers. Or maybe I’m just being paranoid.


Either way, it didn’t matter. In a few minutes, I’d be gone. I’d never see Doctor Campbell again – and for that, I was glad.

Finally she opened a door that led to a parking garage. There were only a handful of cars in the spaces – one of which caught my eye almost immediately. A big, black SUV, the kind of thing you saw in TV shows carrying CIA agents around Washington. It was so on-brand that I nearly laughed at the sight of it.

“Hey, Doctor Campbell,” I said, pointing at the black SUV. “This one yours?”

I could tell from the look on her face that it was. She walked over and fished a key chain out of her pocket, tossing it to me with a conflicted expression. That was it? Really?

“Take it,” she groaned, glancing back towards the stairwell. “I hope you don’t get far, Daniel. I’m looking forward to seeing you again. Next time we’ll take proper precautions around your powers-”

“You’ll never see me again,” I said, then glanced at Claire. “Do you know how to drive?”

She shook her head. Damn.

“That’s fine – I’ll handle it. Get in the car.” I took a last look around the parking garage, checking for any threats. After a moment I pushed
 outwards, searching for the mental imprints of any approaching soldiers, but we were alone. If Doctor Campbell had planned an ambush, she’d done a shit job of it.

“You don’t have to do this,” Doctor Campbell whispered. For a moment she sounded like the woman who’d put her hand on my thigh back in my cell – cool, seductive, totally in control. “You don’t even remember who you really are, do you, Daniel?”

She had me there. Except there were a few threads I could cling to. “Abigail Klein
,” I grunted, savoring the way her expression collapsed at the name. “That’s who I’ll go looking for first. Pretty sure she’ll be able to jog my memory…”

“We can have so much more fun,” Doctor Campbell begged, trying a different tack. “Please, Daniel. I know
 you want me. I’ll never be able to betray you with how much power you have over me – why not take me with you? You can make me do whatever
 you want. Make me hurt
 whenever you want. You’ll be the one running the show…”

Empty words. No, worse than that – dangerous words. This was a last-ditch attempt to give Doctor Campbell and her cronies an advantage. No doubt there was some tracking device somewhere in the good doctor’s clothing, or underneath of her skin, that would ping the Facility once they realized I’d escaped.

“You make me sick,” I said, shaking my head. “You’d debase yourself like a cheap whore for a shot at getting me back under lock and key. So fucked up.”

Her face filled with anger. “You’re
 fucked up,” she snarled. “You have no fucking idea how fucked up you are, Daniel-”

 


I held up a hand to silence her. “What happens next is up to you,” I said, cutting off any retort. “I’m putting a little compulsion inside of your head, Doctor Campbell. It’s set for three hours from now. If you say anything to anyone about what just happened here between now and then – or even just write something down, send a text, something like that – it goes off.”

“A bomb?”

I nodded. “Between now and the deadline, it’s a pain
 bomb. You make it to the three hours and call your friends, let them know we escaped, it’s a pleasure
 bomb. A little reward for being such a good sport. Choice is yours-”

A flash of motion caught me off-guard. I tensed, expecting an attack, but it was just Claire stepping past me. Hadn’t I told her to get in the car? Well, if she wanted to give Doctor Campbell a slug in the face for all the shit she’d pulled, that was just fine with me.

Doctor Campbell’s eyes widened in horror. “No, don’t-”

Claire didn’t hesitate for a moment. Shoving me aside, she wrapped a hand around Doctor Campbell’s throat – and lifted her right off the ground. The doctor’s legs kicked out, trying to find the concrete.

“Holy shit
 you’re strong,” I said, pleased. “How did you-”

I screamed. Because Doctor Campbell was fucking on fire
.

Electricity crackled from between Claire’s fingers as she squeezed Doctor Campbell’s neck, sparks coursing across the woman’s skin in singing bursts. She cried out, the pain enough of a shock to break through my control, but it was already too late for her to flee. Smoke poured from her clothes as the smell of burning meat filled the air. Claire lifted her higher off the ground, twisting her one-handed like it was nothing
. Doctor Campbell spasmed and twitched in her grip, flames spilling from her lips and eyeballs as she combusted.

As she died, Claire smiled. I never wanted to see her smile like that, ever again.

A few moments later the screaming stopped. Campbell’s body went limp, her tongue lolling out of her mouth as her clothing ignited. Claire relaxed and dropped the woman to the concrete like a sack of potatoes, watching with glee as what was left of the doctor’s body contorted into a ball.

Something poked me between the shoulder blades. It took a moment to realize I’d backed up so far that I’d bumped into the SUV’s side-view mirror.

“Jesus Christ,” I said, staring at Doctor Campbell’s smoking form in horror. “You killed her. You fucking killed her…”

Claire turned to me, her eyes shining with triumph. “She hurt
 me,” she said.

“Yeah,” I said. “She did. Well I’d say you got her back, babe.”

The smoke cloud around Doctor Campbell grew as the flames on her clothing died down. Claire watched the doctor for a few more moments, grinning down at the blackened wreck she’d made of her greatest enemy.

“You’re not the only one who’s dangerous, Master,” she said, giving me a smile. “Let’s get out of here before this bitch sets off the fire alarm.”

Two minutes later, we were in the car and peeling out of the parking deck. There wasn’t so much as a checkpoint to stop us – the facility’s security clearly did not extend as far as its employees.

I watched the facility grow smaller in the rear view mirror, mind churning. We’d done it. We’d really done it. We’d escaped.

And we’d left a body behind us.

It was almost a full five minutes before I realized that Claire had called me Master
.


Four: How To Disappear Completely

“I can’t believe we did that,” I said, checking the rear view mirror. Any moment, I expected police cars on our tail. “We killed that woman, Claire! Holy fucking shit, we’re murderers…”

The road blurred in front of me. Flat, featureless desert stretched to the horizon, covered in scrub and craggy rock formations. My heart pounded in my chest like a jackhammer, making me dizzy. My foot felt like a lead weight on the accelerator, sending us faster and faster down the highway.

It was all too much. I’d wanted to escape the Facility, but killing
 someone? That was a decision that couldn’t be taken back. No matter what we did, Doctor Campbell’s cronies would be hunting us now. They’d never stop, not until the two of us were either behind bars or dead.

“Calm down,” Claire said. I could feel her hand on top of mine, squeezing my fingers against the wheel. The horizon wiggled in the distance as the car veered back and forth on the pavement, nearly fishtailing completely. “Master, please! You’re going to crash!”

She was right. We were damned lucky there was no one else on the road – we’d be a huge hazard to any other drivers. One small mistake could screw up everything, then we’d be lying in a ditch, waiting for the facility to come pick us up.

That made me sweat all over again. I’d never
 go back there – not ever.

“Your powers – what else
 do they do?” I was yelling, but I couldn’t help it. I was thoroughly freaked out. “That was so fucking crazy. You cooked her like a goddamn rotisserie chicken…”

I saw it when I closed my eyes – Doctor Campbell sizzling in Claire’s grip, screaming with smoke pouring from her eye sockets. I knew I was the last person with the standing to be upset by someone else’s show of power – after all, I’d taken control of Campbell’s mind in the first place – but the raw ferocity with which Claire had slain the woman terrified me.

“Master.” Claire’s voice was small and firm. “You need to calm down. Now
. Otherwise they’re going to catch us.” She motioned towards a flat section of desert up the road a little ways. “Pull over.”

I did as she asked. But I left the engine running – just in case we saw sirens behind us. Claire was right – I was no good to either of us like this. I needed to get a grip. Otherwise we were toast…

I was so locked in my own thoughts that I didn’t notice Claire fiddling with my belt until she had it unlatched. “What are you doing?” I asked.

She reached into my boxers, feeling for what was there. A bolt of pleasure shot through me at her touch.

“Calming you down,” she said, as if it were the most natural thing in the world. “You need to clear your head right now, Master. Panic isn’t going to save us. You need
 to relax.”

What she was doing wasn’t exactly relaxing –
 but it felt fucking amazing all the same. I should have stopped her, but after the events of the last few hours, I’d been pushed so far past the breaking point that all I could do was enjoy it. The facility, Doctor Campbell’s experiments, all of it – they flashed through my mind, sending my heart rate into the stratosphere with worry and stress.

Then Claire lowered her head into my lap and started sucking, and everything else went away for a while.

“Oh fuck
,” I groaned, running my fingers through her dyed hair. Claire’s lips formed a tight, hot seal around my shaft, humming around me as she took me all the way down to the base. God damn
, where did this girl learn how to suck cock like that? “Holy shit, Claire, that’s amazing. But we’ve got to go…”

Her head shot up. “We have a while before the Facility realizes we escaped,” she said matter-of-factly. “Relax
, Master. Just lie back and enjoy this, okay?”

Without a moment’s hesitation, she went right back to blowing me. Relief flooded me like a dam bursting. Claire took me hilt-deep without blinking, swirling her tongue around my sensitive head as she deep throated me like a perfect, submissive girlfriend. The suction sent shivers of pleasure through my body, her warm wet mouth enveloping me as she worshiped
 me with everything she had.

My fingers tangled deeper in her hair. The gentle pressure on the back of her head encouraged her to swallow me harder, and she did. Claire gave me oral like she’d been training for it her entire life – like she’d gotten a dossier containing the exact techniques needed to get me off hard and fast. The road blurred in my vision as the peak approached, my stress melting away as I forgot where I was.

“Yeah,” I grunted, thrusting upwards into Claire’s throat. “Jesus, I’m gonna come…”

She moaned around my prick, then slid a hand between her thighs to rub herself as she bobbed up and down in my lap. Her eyes rolled back as her fingers found her clit, her head moving even faster on my cock as she rubbed herself to a quick, filthy orgasm.


Oh fuck,
 I thought. 
Here it comes…


With any other woman, the jerk my cock gave against the back of her throat would’ve been the cue for Claire to pull off and finish me with her hand. Not with this girl. She sucked and slurped me greedily, her hand a blur between her legs as she got herself off. I could tell Claire was waiting until she felt me erupt to go over the edge – all she needed was a little push…

I decided to give it to her. I reached for her mind and gave a mental push
, slipping inside of her. As I touched her, I gasped.

I could feel
 her. Feel everything she was experiencing, all the sensations and thoughts coursing through her body as she rode the edge, waiting for me to come. Dimly, a sensation of jealousy exploded in the back of my head. Claire was having even more fun than I was! I could feel her pride every time my thick cock hit the back of her throat without her gagging, I could ride the amazing edge as she perched inches from a bone-shaking climax without letting herself go over before she felt my load in her throat.

As my mind touched hers, the sensations I
 was feeling slipped into her. Suddenly Claire could feel the pleasure her own mouth was giving me, and I could feel the mixture of that
 and the pleasure of her fingers swirling over her clit. It was a feedback loop, like putting two stacks of speakers right next to each other. The pleasure built 
and built, going unbearable as I thrust myself as hard as I could down Claire’s throat and she came along for the ride…

We both hit the summit at the same moment. The feedback loop went white-hot as we climaxed, my thick seed erupting into her mouth as fireworks exploded behind her eyes. My cock jerked against the back of her throat as her inner walls clenched around her fingers.

It wasn’t just that both of us came at the same time: my powers ensured we felt each other’s orgasms,
 too. A wordless cry of passion tore raggedly from Claire’s throat as she came, and every drop of it was inside of my own brain as I shot all over her face and tits. She could feel my seed coating her skin, and feel the sheer, dominant bliss of watching
 my cock paint her with my load.

It was weird, and freaky, and totally amazing. I wanted to do it again as soon as possible.

It felt like hours before the two of us came back to ourselves – though in truth, it couldn’t have been more than a few seconds. Dimly, I realized the connection I’d built between my mind and Claire’s was still active. I could feel the aftershocks of her climax pulsing in her cunt – and before the feedback loop could begin again, I pulled the plug and withdrew from her thoughts.

Both of us whimpered in frustration at being denied that incredible, 
mind-blanking bliss, but if we didn’t stop now, we knew they’d find us stoned out of our minds on the side of the road, helpless to resist.

“Fuck, that was so amazing,” I said, slumping bonelessly in the driver’s seat. I felt wrung out like a washrag, utterly spent. “I felt you come,
 Claire. That was...that was crazy…”

“I know
!” Claire popped back over to the passenger seat, clicking her seat belt closed. The look on her face said this was no big deal – that she’d gladly do this whenever and wherever I wanted. “That was so good, Master. I felt
 what it feels like when I give a blowjob. It was awesome
! Do you feel better now?”

Claire was right – I did
 feel better. Relaxed. More in control. Fastening my seat belt, I kicked the engine into gear and sped down the road, much improved.

With a happy sigh, Claire leaned over and rested her head on my shoulder. Her hand idly played between my legs – not full-on stroking me, but definitely letting me know she was down to do just about anything I asked her.

“I love you, Master,” she whispered, relaxing against me. “Thank you so much for freeing me.”

“We need to have a talk,” I said, yawning. “About this whole Master
 
thing…”

I hadn’t just
 been riding Claire’s pleasure while I peeked inside of her head – I’d also seen a little of what was going on beneath the hood. I knew that what I’d done to Claire – blowing her mind with a constant drip-feed of pleasure, poking through her brain and pushing all the buttons at once – had changed her in ways I still didn’t quite understand. One thing was sure – there was no doubt in my mind she’d do whatever I wanted. She didn’t seem bothered by the price she’d paid for freedom.


I wish I shared your chill,
 I thought, looking at her. But I guess for that to happen, someone else would have to be controlling me...


“Do you have a problem with it?” she asked, frowning. “I’m sorry, Master...I mean, Daniel
. If it upsets you, I’ll stop. I just...I love you so
 much. You saved me. Not just from the Facility—from hell
. And you made me feel so, so good…”

“I’m glad that you’re feeling better,” I told her, meaning it. The delusions Doctor Campbell put in her head back at the facility were scary, and I was glad she’d been freed of them. “It’s just...maybe you can keep the M-word to just between us? If you do that in public, people are going to get suspicious.”

“Oh! Of course.” She relaxed against me, mollified. “Don’t worry 
about that, Master. If anyone gets mad, you can just make them okay with it. Right
?”

Could I? If my powers worked this well on Doctor Campbell and Claire, there was no telling what I might be able to do. But did I have the balls to mess with people’s minds like that?

As if she were reading my thoughts, Claire took hold of my shirt and tugged until she was looking into my eyes. If the road wasn’t so perfectly flat and straight, we would’ve crashed.

“I love you,” she said. It was the kind of pure, tortured declaration I associated with love-drunk teenagers, but here it was delivered in a sober, meaningful way. “It’s you and me now, Master. Us against the world.”

“I know.”

 


“I’ll do whatever you want,” she said, the corner of her mouth curling in a smile. “I’ll kill for you again, if you say so – just like I did to that bitch Doctor Campbell. And I’ll make you feel good whenever you want. But don’t you ever
 leave me.” Her eyes went hard and cold. “You understand, Master? We protect
 each other.”


Don’t worry,
 I thought. I’m too terrified to try. The last thing I want is to end up like a piece of tinfoil in the microwave…


“It’s you and me,” I said, meaning it. “Absolutely.”

She nodded once, firmly, then kissed me on the cheek. Her hand kept on moving between my legs, and before I knew it I was hard. Claire gasped as I swelled in my jeans.

“Damn
,” she groaned, kissing my neck. “You’re already ready again? Maybe you want to do a little more than just use my mouth
 this time, Master?”

“I do,” I told her. “God damn, I definitely want that, Claire. But we’ve got to get clear of these assholes first. Rain check?”

“As soon as we can get a bed under us,” she agreed, grinning. “Speaking of which…”

She leaned forward and began fiddling with the dashboard. It was a newer-model car, with one of those display screens in the front like some kind of computer. Claire clearly knew exactly how to get it to give her the information she wanted. I had to keep my eyes on the road, but I caught a flash as she selected ‘GPS’ and loaded it onto the dash.

“That was quick thinking, by the way,” I said, nodding back towards where we’d stopped. “Thanks for calming me down.”

“There’s not much that can’t be fixed with a BJ,” she purred, leaning forward and squinting at the screen as she fiddled with it. “Ah, here we go…”

The screen changed, and suddenly we were looking at a route through the desert. According to the metrics on the screen, our ‘destination’ was about twelve miles away – around a fifteen-minute drive. I was less interested in that, however, than the general map of the area.

I had a vague idea of where I lived. From that, I knew one thing for sure: we were nowhere near home.

“Wow. We’re west
,” I said, pointing at the screen. “Like, California west. Have you ever been out here before?”

“I’m from Texas,” Claire said with a shrug.

“East Coast,” I said, shaking my head. “Somewhere on the East Coast, I think. Can’t really narrow it down further than that at the moment.”

I almost felt like I could remember, but the details slipped away.

“So the car has a GPS, with a destination already programmed into it. Where could that be?”

“Isn’t it obvious?” Claire gestured at the screen. “It’s Doctor Campbell’s car. It’s taking us to her place.”

That...made sense. I hadn’t realized until that moment that I didn’t think of Doctor Campbell as a real person with a life and a daily routine. I’d assumed she was some lizard person who slept in the bowels of the Facility between torture sessions.

“We can’t go there,” I said, shaking my head. “That’s the first place they’ll look.”

Claire pursed her lips, lost in thought, then let out a little gasp. “Master, I have an idea!”

I nodded. “Lay it on me.”

“Look at how crowded her neighborhood is,” Claire explained, pinching the map to highlight the area directly around Doctor Campbell’s house. “So many buildings! She lives in an apartment complex – and it’s, like, connected to a whole bunch
 of other apartment complexes. They go on for miles and miles...”

“Yeah – it’s the suburbs.” I had vague memories of hating suburbia. “So? There’s people living in those apartments, Claire.”

“So we show up at a random door and ask to be let in,” Claire said 
with a shrug. “You slip into their head, and they’ll be happy to let us crash on their couch…”

My jaw dropped open. It was such a simple plan that I’d never even considered it. They’d search Doctor Campbell’s apartment, sure – but when they failed to find us there, they’d assume we hightailed it through the desert. If we could ditch the car and shack up in an apartment until the heat died down, we could slip out and they’d never be the wiser. Claire was right – it was a whole neighborhood. Way too many apartments to search.


You’ll have to take control again,
 I thought. Are you going to be able to handle that, Daniel?


Well, it was either that or get caught. As long as this person didn’t end up like Doctor Campbell, I could probably live with it.

I patted Claire’s thigh, giving her praise. “Sounds amazing. I could use a rest. Some new clothes, a shower – once we have that, we’ll fit in a lot easier. And as much as it pains me to do it, we’ve got to ditch this car and pick up a new one.”

We could think about longer-term plans once we were in a more secure spot. Of course, getting those things would require both money and some form of ID, neither of which we had. As escaped prisoners, we were pretty much outside of the system entirely.

But I wasn’t too
 
worried. I’d recently learned I could be damned persuasive when I put my mind to it.


Five: Houses in Motion

“Oh wow,” I said, glancing out the window. “You were right, Claire. This is terrible
.”

Over the last half-hour, the flat desert had slowly given way to scrub land and gentle, sloping hills. Signs of civilization returned: first in the form of a gas station by the highway, then a few fast food restaurants and a grocery store. Despite the rumble in my stomach at the sight of the golden arches, I didn’t dare stop. We were wanted fugitives, after all. Claire and I wouldn’t be able to rest until we were hidden behind a locked door.

I kept on following the GPS, turning where it indicated while trying to drive as safely and normally as possible. Claire didn’t make it easy. You’d think that after everything we’d been through the girl would take a nap or something, but even after draining me with her mouth she was voracious, submissive and needy.

It felt totally fucking awesome, sure, but after the third time she took me out of my pants and started idly stroking me at a red light, I had to tell her to stop.

Finally we reached the apartment complex where Doctor Campbell lived. Had
 lived, before Claire turned her bloodstream into 
lightning. As the GPS showed us, it wasn’t one single group of condos – instead, it stretched for miles in every direction. A bare, blank suburb with about as much personality as a bowl of oatmeal.

Like I said, terrible.

“Oh, it’s awful
,” Claire agreed, yawning. “That makes it the perfect place to hide, Master.”

I had to agree.

We turned off the main road and into the visitor’s parking lot for the complex, dropping the speed of the car to a crawl. It looked suspicious, but anyone who saw us would probably assume we were visitors or a delivery service that was lost, looking for one particular unit.


Okay, Daniel,
 I told myself, looking around. Let’s find us a good Samaritan.


It didn’t take long at all. As we passed the first set of apartments, Claire noticed a jogging path that wound through the woods behind the complex. From the number of people walking and running on it, it was shared by the entire neighborhood. And wouldn’t you know it, coming out between the buildings was a gorgeous blonde woman in sleek, form-hugging workout clothes. She stopped at the curb, 
checking her pulse on her smartwatch as she jogged in place, switching from one phase of her workout to the next one.

She wouldn’t get the chance.

“Excuse me, ma’am?” I rolled down the window and stuck my head out, letting the engine idle. “My friend and I are a little bit lost. Could you tell me which of these is building seventeen?

I had no idea if there really was a ‘building seventeen’ or not; the purpose was to get the girl closer to us. Next to me, Claire tensed in anticipation as we prepared to strike. I could feel her humming with energy; suddenly her hand was back between my legs.

“I’m sorry?” The woman’s face scrunched up with confusion. Clearly there was no such building, and she was about to tell me so. “I think you have the wrong-”

I pushed
 out mentally, doing it with much more control than I’d shown back in the facility. The woman trailed off, blinking like someone starting from a trance.

“Relax,” I commanded her. “We’re good friends. You’re going to tell us everything we want to know. Without hesitation.”

A slow, vapid smile spread across the woman’s face. Her morning jog 
was the furthest thing from her mind now. “Of course. I’m sorry I didn’t come faster, sir.”


Sir?
 Well, at least it wasn’t Master. I was going to have to learn how to use my powers in ways that didn’t make the people I touched automatically subservient to me. As much fun as it was.

“What’s your name?” I asked.

“Anna,” the woman answered. No hesitation. Good.

“My friend and I need a place to hide,” I said, nodding back towards Claire. “Do you live alone?”

Again the woman nodded. “My place is right back that way,” she said, gesturing towards one of the featureless beige boxes. I couldn’t tell one from another, but that didn’t matter as long as she knew how to get there. “My boyfriend lived with me until about a week ago. We just broke up-”

“Good,” I said, silencing her. I didn’t want to hear about her boyfriend. The fact that she was alone was more than enough for me. “We’re going to come hang out at your place for a little while, Anna. You don’t have a problem with that, right?”

She grinned, slowly shaking her head. I was impressed – there was zero
 
resistance behind those eyes. Not even a remnant of Anna screaming that something weird was happening. I was getting better at using my powers – or maybe just remembering how I’d used them before. There were some...odd
 emotions that went along with the flickers of memory using my powers brought on. Sooner or later, I was going to have to face those.

Not today, though.

“Good. Hop in.”

Claire climbed over the back of the passenger seat and opened up the rear driver’s side door, then shot Anna a coy wink. “Welcome to the family,” she said, giggling.

“Thank you very much!” Anna sidled in like it was the most natural thing in the world. She even buckled her seat belt after she shut the door – this was a woman concerned about safety and doing the right thing. “Where are you taking me, by the way? I thought you wanted to go to my place?”

She didn’t sound the slightest bit concerned. At that moment, I realized I could have told Anna anything: that we were going to the moon, or about to head right to the nearest cliff and drive over. As long as we said it was okay, it would be
 okay for her.

“We are,” I assured her. “But we’ve got to ditch this car. If we pull into a parking lot somewhere, you can lead us back here, right?”

She nodded. “Of course.” I caught a glimpse of her smile in the mirror – her teeth were even and perfectly white. She’s had work done,
 I thought. And those workout clothes didn’t exactly come from Target. This woman’s probably loaded. Not to mention gorgeous.


Yeah, this was definitely
 who I wanted sheltering us.

I pulled out of the apartment complex and headed for the nearest strip mall. Nothing fancy, just something with a few stores. Crowded enough that when the people from the facility found Doctor Campbell’s car – and they would, I had no doubt about that – they’d assume we stole another vehicle and high-tailed it for the hills.

Hopefully the idea that we’d stayed barely a block away would never even cross their minds. But just in case, we had to take some precautions.

“Okay,” I said, pulling into a parking space. “Couple ground rules, Anna. You don’t mind that I call you that, right?”

“You can call me whatever you want, sir,” the woman said, flashing another one of those model-perfect smiles. Oh yeah, she was some 
corporate ladder climber. Either that or one of those pharmaceutical sales babes.

“I like
 her,” Claire said. It came out as almost a growl. “Are we going to have fun with this one, Master?”

Feeling bold, I grabbed hold of Claire’s thigh. It was fun to see the shock on her face as I became the one who groped her, instead of the other way around.

“Maybe,” I told her. “But you’ve
 got first dibs on me, babe. I’ve gotta play with you before anything else.”

Before Claire’s mouth could figure out how to make words again, I turned around in my seat and fixed my gaze on Anna.

“Rule number one: No one can know we’re living with you,” I explained, trying to quickly cover my bases. I was pretty sure that my powers had made this woman completely incapable of betraying us, but just in case, I wanted to make sure there were no loopholes in my mental control for her to exploit. “You can’t tell anyone about us, understand? That includes any form of communication: speaking, writing, etcetera.”

“Even emojis
,” Claire added, licking her lips.

“That’s right,” I said with a chuckle. “If you send anyone some tied-up emoji or something like that, it had better be because you want them
 to tie you up.”

Anna held out her wrists. “Would you like that, sir? I have a pair of handcuffs in the bottom drawer of my nightstand. Although my boyfriend may have taken them when he moved out. But I doubt it. He was never as interested in them as I was-”

I shook my head. “I don’t want to hear about your boyfriend.”

“However,” Claire purred, “I would love
 to hear what else you’ve got in that drawer, Anna.”

Anna beamed like Claire had just become her best friend in the whole world. “A vibrator,” she said. “A box of condoms. A riding crop, a cock ring for my...for men
. And an open-mouthed gag.”

“Damn,” Claire said, her eyebrows shooting to her hairline. “You’re a kinky bitch, Anna.”

“I am,” she said without a hint of shame.

“We won’t need the condoms,” Claire added, giving me a sly look. “Master fucks bareback every time. Isn’t that right, baby?”

I blinked. How had this conversation turned so fast? I’d been trying to make sure Anna couldn’t betray us, and now all we could talk about was sex.

“Do I even want to know what an open-mouthed
 gag is?” I asked.

Anna started to speak, but Claire cut her off. “It’s like a regular gag, but with a ring in the middle instead of a ball,” she explained. Her grin grew wider. “So your mouth is always open and available. Not that you’d need to put one on me, Master. You know if you want my mouth, all you have to do is ask.”

 


“Same!” Anna chimed in.

“Makes for a hell of a visual, though,” Claire said.


How the hell does she know about this?
 I asked myself. Obviously my new partner in crime was nowhere near as sheltered as I’d expected. I shook my head, trying not to think about the swelling between my legs. Keeping us safe had to take priority.

“Okay, rule number two,” I said, the words coming out through gritted teeth. “As much as possible, you are commanded to stick to your normal routines. So if you’ve got a weekly poker night or something like that, you go to it – after letting us know, of course. Same for your job.”

“Master, this is boring

,” Claire panted, giving Anna a significant look. “If she tries anything, you can just knock her out with your powers. Or I could light her up-”

“You’re not lighting anybody else up,” I said, thinking of Doctor Campbell. “Not unless they’re bad, at any rate.”

“Anyone’s bad if your standards are high enough,” Claire said darkly. “It’s all a matter of perspective, Master…”

I cut the engine off. “To be continued,” I said, opening the door. “I’ll come up with more rules later. Let’s get inside.”

I got out of the car, stepping into the hot desert sunshine. Despite how early it was, it felt like a scorcher: the mercury would probably top a hundred degrees or more today. Just what I needed,
 I thought, squinting up at the sun. On top of everything else, they built the Facility in a place where the sun feels like it’s twenty feet away from the ground…


I went to tuck the keys into my pocket – then after a moment’s thought, left them in the ignition. If some opportunist saw them sitting there and got the bright idea to steal Doctor Campbell’s wheels, well – so much the better. That would throw our pursuers even further off our trail.

“I can’t wait to show you my place,” Anna said, as excited as if she were showing off for her two best friends from college. “Let’s go!”

“Yeah, let’s,” I agreed. Hopefully we wouldn’t need to bunk down too long. Once the heat passed, Claire and I would be free to do whatever we wanted. Our powers made sure of that.

Before then, I needed to figure out what ‘whatever I wanted’ actually meant.


Six: Shudder Before The Beautiful

The shower felt amazing
.

After so long trapped inside of Doctor Campbell’s facility, the simple pleasure of a steam-filled room with hot running water was almost too much to bear. As soon as I stepped into Anna’s master bathroom I turned the water up nearly hot enough to scald.

The shower stall was bigger than my cell. My initial guess about Anna hadn’t been off the mark: whoever Claire and I had snagged, she was loaded
. Her condo was insanely nice – it reminded me more than a little bit of my adopted parents’ homes and the casual luxury they took for granted.

More of my memories were coming back. Which was another reason I wanted to make damn sure I was clean.

As soon as we’d gotten settled in at Anna’s condo, I’d sent the woman herself out into the world. First, a stop at a department store to pick up some suitable clothes for me (Claire, as it turned out, was close enough in size to Anna to pick through her wardrobe). Then she’d gone for a grocery run, although we’d also ordered pizza for the evening. Just thinking about food made my stomach rumble like a fucking earthquake.

Claire had wanted to accompany me in the shower, but I’d commanded her to take hers first instead. I needed time to think – and to work with my powers. I’d pushed
 out as far as I could go as I washed my hair, and I hadn’t sensed a single person within at least a mile of us who was thinking about the Facility, or carrying worries about escaped prisoners around in their heads. That didn’t mean we were safe.

I wouldn’t believe we were safe for a while, at least. But for now, all I could think was how good it felt to be free, and how amazing something as simple as hot water could feel after some assholes took it away from you.

“Master?” Claire’s voice came through the door, slightly muffled. “Are you almost done?”

“I’m here,” I said, shutting off the water. “Just finishing up.” I hopped out of the shower, excitement flowing through my veins. Now that we had the house to ourselves, there was no doubt in my mind about what Claire and I were going to do.

As I dried off, I worked myself into some of the new clothes Anna had bought us. Nothing fancy; just a pair of jeans, a t-shirt and a sport coat. Still, compared to the rags they’d had us wrapped up in at the facility, cheap threads felt like fucking silk.

“What’s taking you so long?” Claire’s voice teased me from the other side of the door. “I’m waiting for you to chill with me, Master…”

It would have been easy to slip into her mind and silence her, but that would’ve spoiled the fun. Instead I gave myself a quick once-over in the mirror, dismissed my nerves, and stepped out. Claire was utterly devoted to me – why worry about the impression I was going to make on her?

The door opened – and I froze.

“Hi, Master.” Claire leaned against the door frame, grinning. “You look amazing
.”

My mouth worked soundlessly. “You, uh...wow,
 Claire.”

Unlike me, Claire hadn’t bothered digging through the clothes Anna left out for us. Instead she’d made her way up here completely naked, wrapped in nothing but a plush white bath towel. The fabric just barely covered the tops of her breasts, showing off an ample expanse of cleavage. The situation wasn’t any more modest down below – the towel ended so far up her hips that her pale, smooth thighs were utterly exposed.

I spent a long, long moment taking all of her in, whistling in appreciation.

“Anna’s out getting the pizza.” Claire nibbled her bottom lip, gazing up at me with a naughty expression. “I asked her if it was alright with her if we fucked in her bed while she was gone.”

“What did she say?”

Claire giggled. “That it’s our
 bed now, Master.” She reached for the knot holding her towel up and slipped her fingers inside, unfastening it. “That everything she has belongs to us now…”

Then she let the towel fall, and I gasped.

I’d been attracted to Claire ever since the day I met her, but back in the Facility she hadn’t been the kind of girl you could have a relationship with. Broken, filthy, half-mad, she’d barely been able to string two words together. Now, cleaned and in full possession of her powers, I beheld the goddess I’d liberated from Doctor Campbell’s clutches.

Claire’s body was pale, curvy and flawless, with ample breasts and curvy hips that her time in a cell hadn’t managed to wither in the slightest. She’d cut her hair short and spiked it up a bit, applying a new coat of bright blue hair dye in streaks through it so that it stood out in delicious contrast against her skin. She’d taken just as much care between her legs. Freshly trimmed, gleaming with juice, she was absolutely everything I could have asked for in a girl.

I thought of all the alt-models I’d followed online in college and my heart thundered against my ribs. Claire put them all to shame.

“I’m all ready for you, Master,” she whispered, arching her back and presenting herself like a hooker showing off her wares. She bit her lip, her cheeks flushing crimson, and I decided right then and there that I was madly in love with her. “Do I please you?”

In response, I grabbed her and tossed her over my shoulder. Claire came with a squeal, her legs kicking against my chest as I hauled her to Anna’s bedroom and tossed her, naked onto the bed.

Once I was done I surveyed her like a King looking over his kingdom. “You are amazing
,” I growled, reaching for her. “I told you to look out the first time I could get a bed underneath us both…”

I tore the clothes I’d just spent so much time putting on off my body, stripping down as Claire posed for me. She knew my eyes were on her, devouring every inch of her pearly skin. I could tell without having to touch her mind that my attention had her wetter than she’d ever been in her life.

Suddenly an idea took hold of me. “Spread those legs,” I grunted, pushing
 outwards with my mind as I spoke.

Claire’s knees shot apart, as if tugged by invisible threads. I saw her 
shock as her body responded without waiting for confirmation from her mind. “You’re bad
, Master!” she purred, flashing a naughty look. “You don’t have to puppet me,” she added, rubbing her dripping wet folds. “All you have to do is command me, sir. I’m yours…”

The thought of it made my knees weak. I walked to the edge of the bed, my cock already at full-mast and throbbing in the open air. A fat bead of precum oozed from the tip, making Claire’s mouth water.

With a slowness that was agonizing, Claire drew her finger down the side of my shaft. Then she brought it to her lips, glistening with precum, and once she’d tasted it, she replaced her finger with her tongue. I shuddered in bliss as she opened for me, preparing to make what she’d done in the car look like a warm up.

“I love you,” Claire murmured between my legs. “I love you so much, Master. I love this cock
 so much, too…”

I stroked her hair as her lips parted. With a little whimper of relief, Claire slid me all the way to the base inside of her mouth. In contrast to the fast, sloppy BJ she’d laid on me in the car to calm me down, this was slow and sweet – like she knew she had all night
 to suck me off. I pulled away for a moment, making her whine in frustration, then sat down against the headboard and guided her between my legs. She got on all fours, burying her head between my thighs as she bobbed up and down.

The sight of her working that perfect little mouth up and down on my shaft was the sweetest thing I’d ever seen. I leaned back on my elbows, just watching her for a while as she put every ounce of energy into pleasing my cock. What Claire did to me was more than sex, more than a BJ – it was an act of worship
.

I waited for her to go deep again – then got an idea. I reached out as she fondled my balls, sending the mental sensation of a sharp slap across both her ass cheeks. I smirked as her eyes widened with shock, her body going taut as the mixture of pain and pleasure sent her reeling. Her eyes rolled in her head for a moment, only the whites showing.

“Fuck,” she whimpered, reaching between her legs as she kept on blowing me. “You’re so fucking bad, Master. I’m enjoying this so much…”

So was I. But I’d already gotten mine back in the car. I wanted Claire
 to enjoy this – and not just merely enjoy it, but have her mind blown. I wanted that tight little pussy spasming like crazy and dripping wet for my cock when I finally penetrated her.

I pulled out of her throat and took hold of her shoulders. “Lay down,” I commanded.

Claire scrambled to obey. From the look in her eyes, I could tell she 
thought I was going to fuck her. A nervous expression flickered across her face as she lay back and spread her legs, arching her ass into the air. She was wet and ready for me, quivering with excitement as she bared her innermost channel for whatever I wanted.

“Take me,” she whispered, practically shaking. “Stick that big cock inside of my-”

I dropped to my knees and buried my face in her cunt. Claire let out a groan of surprise that turned into sheer animal pleasure as I found her clit, swirling around it with hard strokes of my tongue as my fingers stabbed into her. She was as warm as an oven as I pumped hard, seeking her g-spot. Wetness coated my face and hand as I ate her out, but still I wanted more.

“Master!” Claire grabbed the back of my head and tangled her fingers in my hair as she rode my face. “Oh fuck, holy shit that’s so good! I don’t deserve this – I should be pleasing you…
”

She wasn’t kidding. Through the haze of pleasure in her brain, I felt her guilt. I disliked it intensely – so I decided to do something about it.


You do deserve this.
 I sent the thought into her brain with hurricane force, dissolving her worries in an instant. Her hips slammed against 
me harder, ass raising off the bed as she crackled with erotic energy.

“Oh my gawd
 yes, Master! Keep doing that – oh fuck, oh fuck, I’m going to come…
”

“No you’re not,” I groaned against her clit. “Not yet…”

Claire’s pleasure built – and built
. And kept right on building, way past the point where she would have normally climaxed. I felt her confusion turn to frustration, then panic
 as she tried to get off and found she couldn’t. I had a mental hand wrapped around her pleasure center, squeezing it like fingers around her throat. It created a bottleneck, kept her from spilling over the edge no matter how mercilessly I attacked her clit and channel.

If she wanted to get off, she was going to have to beg
 me for it.


I’m so powerful,
 I realized. My brain burned with new connections, my cock throbbing against the mattress as I pleasured Claire. I understood
 pleasure. There were things I could do with it that would drive people totally insane…

Grinning, I pulled away from Claire, leaving her frustrated and unstimulated. She locked eyes with me, confused – then I sent the mental impression of a tongue teasing her nub right into her pleasure center.

She groaned – and as she groaned, I doubled the sensation. Then doubled it again.
 And again.

It was like the feedback loop I’d unintentionally caused while Claire was blowing me in the car – only this time I controlled
 it. Claire’s body rose off the bed, writhing and moaning as a cascade of brain-melting pleasure washed over it. None of it came with release. Four phantom tongues, then eight, then dozens
 lapped at Claire’s pussy, sending her pleasure into the stratosphere and fraying her sanity.

“Please, Master! Please let me come!” The desperation in her voice made me so hard. I should’ve felt like a bastard, but this was so much fun. “Please, please, I need it, oh my god oh my gawwd
-”

“Look at me,” I whispered.

Her eyes opened, the clear blue orbs within shining with love and devotion. The torrent inside of Claire stilled, even though her brain was still a wash of pleasure, and she smiled at me. She trusted me so utterly.

I pinned her to the bed, smirking down at her as my fingers dug into her shoulders. “You want to come?” I asked.

“Yes!
” It was the primal growl of an animal caught in a trap. “Please
-”

In an instant, it was done. I reached into her mind and snapped the threads keeping her away from climax, sending her straight to her peak.

“Come for me,” I commanded, and watched as she shattered like a plate-glass window.

Claire clawed the bed, thrashing and moaning as her body rode out the throes of an orgasm way
 more powerful than anything a normal woman would ever experience. Her scream rose louder and louder, traveling through the wall, and to my surprise I heard a faint cheer
 from downstairs. So Anna’s home,
 I thought, grinning. I’m glad she’s enjoying the show.
 I certainly was: I was entranced by the sight of Claire, the gorgeous play of muscles on her face and between her thighs as she surrendered to the pure dominant pleasure I’d put inside of her.

She was so beautiful.

I couldn’t hold back any longer. While she was still coming, I grabbed her by the hips and buried myself inside of her to the hilt in a single, smooth stroke. I’d thought that the sheer bliss I’d put inside of her would have made anything other pleasure unnoticeable, but from the look on her face as I bottomed out inside of her, she’d never felt anything like this before. My cock took her virgin cunt, the lips of her sex gripping a shaft for the very first time as I thrust deep.

“Oh fuck I’m going to come again,” Claire groaned, arching her back as her inner muscles clenched around me. “I love you so much Master! I love you, I love you, I love you…!”

Claire came apart, clinging to me as she screamed with a second orgasm. She pressed herself against my chest, biting my shoulder in sheer animal need
 as the pleasure of having my cock inside her filled her to the brim.


Holy shit,
 I thought, her warmth and wetness enveloping my cock. I haven’t even started fucking you yet…


“Oh my God,” Claire moaned, her hips rocking against me. She moved this way and that, testing my cock at every angle inside of her walls. “Oh my God. Oh, my God.
”

The meaning was clear. That’s me,
 I thought, holding her tight as her voice changed. I’m her God now.


Then God started to fuck her, and things got even better.

Everything about Claire was perfect. After the horrors of the Facility she was exactly what I needed: her tight, untouched pussy fit around me like a glove as I thrust inside of her. Every time I bottomed out inside of her warm, wet channel it felt better than before. The head of my cock hammered her g-spot, a flood of juice dripping down the 
shaft as I fucked her hard.

I was tempted to open the channel between us again and create that crazy feedback loop – but held back. I wanted normal sex – as normal
 as things could get between me and Claire. There was time for the crazy shit later. My balls slapped against her thighs as I pounded her, a familiar tingle working its way up my shaft. I was done
.

“Fuck, I’m going to come,” I growled, reaching down and grabbing twin handfuls of her ample tits. Her nipples were hard as diamonds beneath my fingers, and for a moment the vision of hot, creamy milk flowing through them filled my mind. I knew, with a primal, caveman sort of certainty, that I could make Claire lactate
 as easily as putting a few thoughts inside of her head. More than that – I’d done just that to women before. Multiple times. Women whose faces were getting clearer all the time.

“I’m ready,” Claire whimpered, meeting me stroke for stroke with her hips. “I’m ready for you to pump me full, Master. Paint me with your load. Let me carry your seed, fuck a baby into me, make me swollen with your heirs…!”

I hadn’t even thought of that. But suddenly, it was all
 I could think about.

The idea that I wasn’t just having sex with Claire – that I was breeding
 her – was the hottest thing I’d ever heard. I drilled her even harder, losing my rhythm as I hit the point of no-return and just focused on pounding like a madman between her legs. The bed slammed against the wall, Claire’s body shivering with pleasure as the rough treatment brought to a third peak beneath me.

“Make me pregnant,” Claire begged, her voice thick with pleasure. I could tell the moment I went over the edge, she’d be right there with me. “I’m yours, Master. My fertility belongs to you. I want to have your babies please let me have your babies…”

Her words sent me over the edge. One more hard thrust and I was finished
. I let go, the head of my cock spraying thick ropes of seed inside of her as I exploded. Pulses of pleasure blossomed behind my eyes as I drained into her, Claire’s walls spasming around my cock as she climaxed beneath me. Each hot spurt sent sweet release through my body, pulsing in time with my rapid heartbeat.

By the time I was done, the two of us were a sweaty, sloppy mess in the blankets. I stayed inside of her for a long time, just enjoying the sensation of being against her inner walls with her curvy female body pressed to mine. Finally I pulled out of her, kissing her hard as a final jet of seed shot across her pelvis and her taut little belly.

“Thank you, Master,” Claire panted, sounding both exhausted and 
happier than I’d ever seen her. “Thank you so much for saving me. Freeing me. Making me yours. I love serving you so much…”

I was happy, too – and tired
. All of the adrenaline from our headlong flight crashed inside of me, leaving me drained and exhausted. Within a few minutes the two of us were curled up beneath the sheets, Claire’s head against my chest as she idly played with different parts of my body. She grabbed hold of the base of my cock, a question in her eyes, but I shook my head. I wasn’t ready for another round, yet. Probably not until I got some sleep.

That was when I noticed the remote control on the bedside table. Should have grabbed those handcuffs,
 I thought with a grin, reaching for the flat plastic rectangle. Claire and I could’ve had fun with those…


“What are you doing, Master?” Claire asked with a yawn. She was still drunk on me, floating in her own little world.

“Finding out what the fuck’s going on in the world,” I said, pointing the remote at a flat-screen TV on the opposite wall. “I don’t have a clue how long it’s been since we got thrown in that facility. Do you?”

 


“About nine months...I think.” Claire yawned again, resting her head on my shoulder. “It doesn’t matter. All that matters is you
.”

That was good – but I had things to catch up on. Anything could have happened while I’d been thrown behind bars – we could be at war, or the President could’ve been impeached. I flipped to a twenty-four hour news channel and relaxed against the pillows, idly squeezing one of Claire’s breasts as a cute blonde news reporter read off the day’s top headlines.

There wasn’t a war. The President was the same guy now that it was when I went in. I relaxed – then my eyes went wide as I realized I knew
 the person the newscaster was talking about.

I sat up straighter in bed. Claire tensed against me. “Master?”

“Shh,” I commanded, turning the volume up. “I’m watching this.”

As the blonde reporter spoke, a square appeared to the right of her head. “And as election season heats up, Senator Abigail Klein gave remarks today at a rally denouncing the ‘conspiracy theories’ surrounding her reelection campaign. Klein, who was the heavy favorite to win reelection given her party’s total domination of her home state, has been battling an online smear campaign centering around the disappearance of her adopted children nine months ago...”

The square rotated and I was staring at myself. Underneath my bland, unsmiling face were the words DANIEL KLEIN.


“Holy shit,” I said, memory flooding me. “That’s me

!”

The screen dissolved, replaced by a photograph someone had grabbed off Facebook. It showed Senator Abigail Klein at a birthday party, her arm around a college-age girl with high cheekbones and long dark hair. It was the girl from my vision – the one who had an entire closet just to keep her shoes in.


Senator Klein pictured with adopted daughter Heather,
 the caption read. So she
 was missing, too?

I wondered if I had anything to do with that.

“That’s...your mother,” Claire murmured, blinking rapidly. “Isn’t it? Doctor Campbell said-”

 


“Adopted
 mother,” I growled, surprised by the anger in my own tone. “I was nothing more than a fucking PR stunt for her first run in Congress, Claire. That woman used
 me. Like a...like a fucking pet!”

It was all coming back to me. The fights, the awful treatment, the sunny smiles for social media. Then my powers had awakened in the pool, with that gorgeous woman from Mozambique, and Abigail realized she couldn’t control me anymore…


So she threw me in jail,
 I thought, seething. A jail made just for 
people like me!


“Master?”

I glanced down to see I was squeezing Claire’s thigh hard enough to bruise. I let her go, wincing. “Sorry.”

Up on screen, they’d cut to a mousy-looking middle-aged blonde standing at a podium, wearing a suit. I recognized her. And I hated her with every fiber of my being.

“I’m so sorry, Master,” Claire whispered, throwing an arm around my shoulders. The fact that I’d just been hurting her didn’t even register. “She deserves to pay!”

“Senator Klein will, of course, be in her hometown three days from now to cast a vote for her own reelection. Meanwhile, conspiracy theorists will no doubt spread the already-debunked lies and falsehoods surrounding the disappearance of Senator Klein’s family all across the Internet…”

“Debunked,” I snorted. “Those assholes…”

I trailed off. Suddenly I knew exactly what I wanted to do.

“You’re right,” I said, snuggling closer to Claire. “She should
 pay. I’m 
thinking I should pay my former family a visit, babe. Throw a little wrench into her reelection plans.”

There was a conspiracy theory around my disappearance? I’d show them a conspiracy. I couldn’t wait to see the look on Abigail’s face when she saw me again.


Seven: Home Invasion

I didn’t see it coming. And really, I should have.

After Claire and I were done making love, we didn’t have much energy for anything else. I was burnt out, ready for a rest. The two of us were barely able to fit a couple slices of pizza into our mouths before we passed out, curled up in Anna’s bed naked together. Once the heat died down, we’d steal a new car and head out to ruin Senator Klein’s plans. Maybe fool around with Anna a little bit along the way.

One thing was for sure as my eyes closed, Claire’s body curled up warmly next to mine beneath the covers: we were safe
. Hidden in plain sight the way we were, the Facility could never find us. Even an apartment-to-apartment hunt would’ve taken weeks to figure out where we were hiding.

As a result, I didn’t have a single worry in my head as I nodded off. The new love of my life yawned as she sank down with me, resting her head on my chest.

I drifted off to sleep, completely at peace.

Only to be woken up by a sharp, piercing pain in my skull.

I shot out of bed, clutching my temples. It felt like someone had spent the last hour slamming my face into a brick wall, over and over and over again. A glance at the alarm clock by the bed let me know it was just before sunrise. Next to me, Claire struggled to rise to full wakefulness, groaning like she’d been badly beaten.

“Master?” Claire blinked rapidly, trying and failing to dismiss the pain. “What the hell was that-”

Another spike hit me right between the eyes. Static flared in my vision, nearly blinding me as the pulse exploded in my brain. Even then, beneath the primal scream
 going on inside my skull, I was mapping the contours of this strange pain. It rolled over me like a wave, moving from one hemisphere to the other before fizzling out completely. It left a sizzling, achy feeling behind: one that got worse and worse after multiple pulses.

“We have to get out of here,” I muttered, throwing off the covers. “Come on!”

Claire looked around the room. “What about our clothes-?”

 


“No time,” I snapped. “Now
.”

She shot out of bed like an arrow, hastening to obey. I hadn’t even had to reach into her mind to make her follow my commands – honestly, I wasn’t totally sure I could
 
reach into her mind at the moment. Whatever that strange pulse was, it left me frazzled.

We threw open the bedroom door just in time to see two black-clad figures ascending the stairs. Both of them carried vicious-looking rifles. Shit
.

I jumped backwards into the bedroom, throwing an arm around Claire and pushing her along with me as the men opened fire, sending projectiles down the hallway.


Not bullets,
 I realized, watching them pass. Despite my fear and terror, part of me was still watching this scene with clinical precision – like I’d been through this before. Darts. Some sort of tranquilizer. They want to capture us, not kill us.


I could put two and two together. The Facility was in the neighborhood, hunting us, and those pulses were some kind of beacon. They’d lit us up like Christmas trees, and now the SWAT team was here to take us away.

Anger filled me. How dare
 they!?

Suddenly I found I could work through the pain. I pushed
 out with all my might, seizing hold of the two guards. I severed their ability to move their gun arms as I stepped out into the hallway, still 
completely naked.

“We have contact,” one of the men said, lowering his chin towards a walkie-talkie at his shoulder. Neither of them had figured out that they couldn’t fire their weapons – yet. “Subject Alpha is in upstairs hallway. Do not have visual confirmation of Subject Beta.”


That must be Claire,
 I thought. I wasn’t about to let these assholes report anything else back to my old jailers. Fuck them.

I grabbed the left guard’s arm with a mental hand and jabbed the barrel of his weapon beneath his partner’s chin. Then, with a savage smirk, I pulled the trigger.

The tranquilizer dart sank into the hollow beneath the man’s chin. He gave a jerking spasm and slumped over, unconscious in an instant. As he sprawled across the floor, one thing became perfectly clear: if one of those darts hit me or Claire, the same thing would happen to us.

“Man down!” the remaining guard hollered, struggling to lift his weapon. “Subject is using powers! Prepare countermeasures!”


Countermeasures?
 “Thanks for the warning,” I said, walking down the hallway. Without breaking stride I commanded the guard to put the gun to his neck and pull the trigger. A silvery dark pierced his 
skin and he was down, just like the others.

Claire stepped out into the hallway. She quickly surveyed my work, then whistled with appreciation. I watched her flawless ass as she leaned down and picked up one of the guard’s tranquilizer rifles – all while being totally naked – and cocked it.

“This should be useful,” she said, glancing at me.

I nodded. “They’re going to try and block our powers,” I said, glancing towards the downstairs area. “I don’t know if they can actually do that. We’ve got to get to Anna’s car-”

Another spike of pain erupted in my skull. This time the wave moved over us slowly, agonizingly, before letting us go. Almost as if whoever was doing it wanted us in as much pain as possible.

Fuck. We had
 to get away from whatever was doing that. But how?

I stomped downstairs, not bothering to pick up a gun. Claire followed, checking her corners like a trained soldier as we reached the kitchen of Anna’s condo. Where was the woman herself? Presumably she’d slept on the couch downstairs. Had this strike team taken her already?

I turned the corner – and found myself face-to-face with three more 
guards, rifles at the ready.

“Contact!” A voice – female – shouted from behind the trio. “Bring them down!”

They fired as one, filling the air with darts. I twisted, imagining myself like Neo in the Matrix, effortlessly dodging a field of bullets...then pain blossomed in my leg.

I glanced down to see a dart sticking out of my naked flesh. I pulled it out, but the world was already starting to go dark around me. My head felt as heavy as a boulder as I sank to the carpet.

Suddenly I was staring up at the ceiling. I pushed
 frantically, reaching inside myself with my powers to try and stop the chemical before it could claim my brain. Claire stepped over me, her naked body glistening, and made a face of such anger that a tingle shot down my spine.

“How dare
 you!” she roared. “You bastards!”

“Target Alpha down,” the female guard reported. “Engaging Target Beta now-”

The air ignited with electricity. Claire didn’t bother shooting back – she tossed the gun aside and fired pure lightning down the hallway, 
catching all three guards in the same bolt of energy. Acrid smoke filled the room, bringing with it the horrible smell of burning flesh. A shrill, piercing tone filled my ears as the smoke detector went off, flashing red and white lights through the smoke.

“Master?” When I blinked, Claire was leaning over me and extending a hand. “Get up. We’ve gotta get out of here!”


I can’t move,
 I thought. I could feel the toxin working its way sluggishly through my veins. My mental control was able to slow it down, but not totally stop it. My eyes began to close, and I knew that when they opened again, I’d be right back inside of the Facility. Alone.

Then sparks shot from Claire’s outstretched hand, and I was suddenly wide fucking awake
.

“What the fuck!?” I sat up straight, feeling like a racehorse that had just been doped. My heart thudded against my rib cage like a jackhammer, and all the hard edges in my vision suddenly sported fuzzy afterimages that were way
 too bright. “What did you just do to me, babe?”

Claire stared down at me, her eyes as wide as saucers. “I don’t know,” she said, her mouth hanging open. “It just felt...right?
”


Looks like you’re not the only one remembering how to use your powers,
 I told myself. I whispered a silent prayer of thanks that Claire knew how to help me as I rose to my feet.

“Yeah, that feels pretty fucking right,” I agreed, grinning.

Another one of those awful static pulses rolled over Claire and I, making us wince. Each one was worse than the last, as if they were increasing in power somehow. Or whatever was causing them was coming steadily closer. Either way, I wasn’t about to stick around and find out.

“That is the most awful
 fucking feeling, Master,” Claire groaned. She had the heel of her hand pressed against one temple like she was trying to fight off a migraine headache. “I want to run directly towards whatever’s causing this, and then kill it!”

I knew exactly what she meant. “Agreed,” I said, taking her hand.

Together we raced into the living room, dodging shards of broken glass embedded in the carpet. It took a moment to realize where all the glass had come from – one of the big living room windows was shattered, presumably for the strike team to enter through. The whole place was trashed.

Then we saw her. Crouched behind the far end of the couch, her 
hands held over top of her head, was Anna.

Her eyes widened when she saw both of us. The fact that we were naked barely even registered. “Daniel! Claire! Some men broke into the condo!”

“We took care of them,” Claire said in a soothing tone. She reached down and helped Anna to her feet, brushing the dust off of her shoulders. “You did a good job hiding.”

“Thanks,” Anna said, beaming. “I was so afraid they were going to hurt you! I don’t think I could live with myself if something happened to you…”

She looked like she meant it. Even though Anna had only just met us, my powers ensured she thought of us as old friends. The idea that we could come to harm in her presence was so awful to her that it caused an almost physical pain. I disliked hurting someone in that way.


Well, not exactly,
 I thought. More like I hate hurting someone who doesn’t deserve it.


Either way, Anna was an innocent. We had to take her with us. I shuddered to think of what the Facility’s goons would do to her in the name of an ‘interrogation.’ I took her by the hand and led her to 
the front door, still naked. We could worry about clothes when this place was fading in our rear view mirror...

I froze. There were a dozen guards on the lawn.

What the fuck? Where had they all come from? They hadn’t made a single noise – almost as if they’d been waiting in secret, ready to ambush us on the way out of the condo. Which, with a horrible feeling, I realized had been their exact plan.

“Don’t move.” A woman stepped from the group, sashaying across the front yard with an ease that only came from command. “Put the hostage down. There’s no need for this to get messy…”


Hostage?
 I gave a start as I realized this woman meant Anna. Just then Claire stepped out through the doorway, saw the welcome party on the lawn and began to charge up. Sparks shot between her fingers as she growled, staring down the woman.

The beautiful
 woman, a part of my brain couldn’t help but notice. The leader of the group was a few years older than us, with long red hair cascading down her back in ringlets that looked like they took an hour to get right every morning. Her uniform was similar to the strike team’s, but in a much more dashing cut. And although she was clad from head to toe, with barely any skin showing, her clothing was so tight that it left very little to the imagination.

It took a second for my brain to process the thing around her neck. At first it looked like a choker, but when a little red light on the side blinked I took it for what it really was: some kind of metallic collar. What the hell was
 this woman?

I pulled Anna closer to me, using her to shield my nakedness. If this woman thought she was a hostage, then so be it. “Who are you?” I demanded. “Another lapdog from the Facility?”

The woman cocked her head to the side with a smirk. “Yeah, I heard that’s where you two escaped from. Not a very nice place, is it?”

“I’ll never
 go back there,” Claire growled. The anger in her voice gave the redheaded woman pause.

“You don’t have a choice,” she said after a moment. “Listen – we can do this the easy way, or we can do it the hard way. Put the girl down, or I get on the horn with Panoptica and authorize lethal force. You can go back to the Facility in chains, or in a body bag – either way, its no skin off my nose.”

For a few moments, there was no sound except the wind and the faint crackling of electricity in Claire’s hands. The woman stood there, hands on her hips as she waited for us to come to our senses and surrender. Behind her, the guards stood silently, rifles at the ready, not moving.


Not moving

. The thought hit the back of my skull and refused to leave. They’re like statues. Wait a second…


I grit my teeth, praying I was a good enough actor to fool this woman. “You don’t know what we’ve been through,” I growled, gripping Anna’s bare shoulder. “If you did, you’d be on our
 side, not theirs…”

It was the perfect thing to say. A smug expression spread across the woman’s face. It was another one of those strange things tucked away in the back of my memory: people love correcting you. Make an easily spotted mistake in an argument, and they’ll fall all over themselves to prove you wrong – all while ignoring the gun you’ve got in their face
. I didn’t know how
 I knew these things, exactly, but I was already beginning to take them for granted.

The woman talked, but I wasn’t listening. Instead I pushed
 out gently with my powers, pinging everyone standing in the yard with the exception
 of the strange woman. What I felt confirmed my suspicions.

There were no thoughts in these guards' heads. They weren’t really there.

This was a trick.

I took a step forward. Claire’s eyes widened, but a quick mental pat calmed her down. Get ready to attack,
 I told her, whispering the words inside of her head. Just the woman. Ignore the other guards.


To her credit, Claire didn’t even flinch. Yes, Master,
 she thought, sliding her hands behind her back. It was a lousy way to hide her charging, especially as she was naked, but it didn’t have to be great. It just needed to give us a few seconds.

“...so you’re not the only one who – hey, what are you doing!?” The woman raised a pistol, the guards behind her tensing in unison. That would have unnerved me a few moments ago, but now I couldn’t help but notice the way every guard
 moved in the exact same manner. If I was right, these men were nothing more than illusions, which meant they couldn’t hurt us.

If I was wrong, we were dead. But then again, if I was wrong, we’d have been dead regardless.

With a grunt, I shoved Anna at the strange woman. The two of them collided, going down in a heap. I hit the ground just in time to see bolts of lightning arc over my head, striking right through the spot where the red headed woman had been just a moment ago. Instead Claire’s power hit the guards – who dissolved like cheap cardboard cutouts.

My power contracted. Instead of pushing outward I focused my mental tendrils inward, grabbing onto the redhead for everything I had. This wasn’t about smoothness or subtlety – just disabling her as quickly as possible.

I seized hold of her mind and tugged, like a switchboard operator ripping out all the lines at once. The woman went limp against the grass, unable to move or speak. The gun in her hand fell to the pavement.

It was over.

“Shit, that was a cool trick,” I said, walking across the lawn. “Making people who aren’t really there. Neat power. I might need you to show me how you do that sometime-”

Blood stained the grass. For a moment I thought it was the woman’s – then I saw Anna clutching at the side of her neck, her face contorted in pain. Thick red blood poured from the wound, coating the fabric of her shirt. My heart skipped a beat.

There was no fear or pain in her eyes. Instead she looked up at me, a worried expression plastered all over her face. “Are you alright, Daniel?” she asked. As if I were the one who’d just been shot, not her. “They didn’t get Claire, did they?”

“They...no,” I said, bending over. “Fuck, no no no!

”

I had to do something. We had to get this woman to a hospital, or…


You know you can’t do that,
 part of me whispered. The same part that knew how to manipulate people.

“We’re getting you out of here,” I told Anna. Hot tears streamed down my cheeks as I tried to lift her. The woman let out a sharp whimper and I put her down, terrified. “The ambulance will be here any minute, Anna. You’re going to be okay…”


Taking her to a hospital would be suicide,
 the voice whispered. You have to leave her.


A hand squeezed my shoulder. “Master, what are you – oh no. Oh no
.” Claire had seen.

Anna smiled weakly, blood dribbling down her chin. “You’re okay,” she said, her eyes fogging over. “Oh thank God – I was so worried, sir…”

She trailed off, then went still. I held her to me, no longer worried about the pain. She was beyond that now.

“God damn it,” I growled, anger coursing through me. Anna’s body 
was limp in my arms, her eyes open and staring. I passed a hand over her face, closing the lids. “God fucking damn it…”

I hadn’t wanted to hurt this woman. I’d never even taken liberties with her, although it would’ve been the easiest thing in the world. And now she was dead. Because of me.

And the last thing she’d done before she died was ask me if I
 was alright.

I don’t know how long it was before Claire’s voice was able to reach me again. All I know is I’d been crying for a while when I felt her hands on my shoulders, gently guiding me to my feet.

“Master, we have to go,” she said, glancing back towards the house. “I know you feel terrible, but Anna wouldn’t want you staying here so long that you got caught. Let’s throw some clothes into the car and get out of here-”

“What she wanted? What she wanted!?
” I dropped Anna’s body to the grass, incredulous. “She didn’t want
 any of this, Claire! I made her want it, I ruined her life! All because I wanted a cute girl with a nice butt to give us a place to hide from these
 people…”

I’d gestured at the redhead as I said it. She laid on the grass, as stiff as a statue, completely unable to move.

Until all of a sudden she could.

The collar around her neck gave a single red blink
 as she sat up, completely unperturbed.

The gun was back in her hand. Pointed directly at me.


Eight: Moonchild

“That’s,” the redhead purred, rubbing her neck, “is much better. Fuck me, the Leash took forever to click over this time around. I know it takes a while for it to adjust to getting hit with a new power for the first time, but damn
. I thought I was going to be laying there all day.”

I stared down the barrel of the gun, my mouth open in disbelief. “You have got
 to be kidding me,” I snarled. “I had you down for the count, you bitch
-”

She grinned. “That’s not a nice thing to call the woman who decides whether you live or die,” she said, arching an eyebrow. “I don’t want
 to have the murder of a senator’s son on my record, but right now I’m about an inch away from deciding it’s better to ask forgiveness than permission. If Panoptica wants to get on my case about ‘lethal force’ after this clusterfuck, then she can eat my entire ass. Now put your fucking hands up.”

Slowly, I did what she said. As I rose, I glanced once more at Anna’s body. I’d barely known this woman – I would have liked to have changed that. Now I’d never get the chance.


She wouldn’t want us to get caught,
 I thought, meeting the redhead’s eyes. 
That much is true at least. Anna. I’m so sorry. I won’t let your sacrifice be in vain…


The redhead seemed satisfied. “Good. Keep them up. You too, girlie – and don’t think of kicking up any more sparks. You only get one chance to lay that Ride the Lightning
 shit on me, and you already blew it.”

I sincerely doubted that was the case, but I wasn’t about to push the subject. Not with a gun in my face, at least.

“Who are you?” I asked, keeping my hands nice and high where the redhead could see. “You mentioned you work for someone named Panoptica?”

“Panoptica wishes
 she was my boss.” The redhead snorted. “The name’s Moonchild, rich kid. Not that I expect you to remember it after the hurt they lay on you at the Facility, or understand why I am what I am. All you need to do is hold still until the cavalry arrives.”

“Rich kid
?” The remark stung. “Lady, if you knew the half of what I’ve been through, you wouldn’t be saying that.”

“Children of privilege,” she said smugly. The gun didn’t waver an inch. “They love to bitch and complain about every little thing. You’re no different than anyone else I hunt-”

“Moonchild

,” Claire said from behind me. “Because the moon’s just a big mirror that reflects the sun’s light. That’s your power, isn’t it? Reflecting light. That’s how you made it look like you had a dozen soldiers backing you up on the lawn after we took out your strike team.”

The redhead – Moonchild – made a face. “Huh. Turns out one of you is actually capable of thinking.” She reached for her collar, pushing the heel of her hand against the metal as she leaned over to the side. “Command, I need an ETA on backup. The longer I stand out here with two naked people, the higher the chance this ends up on the evening news-”

Suddenly she winced – then, an instant later, so did I. Another one of those sickening, stomach-turning pulses rolled over our heads. Static flashed in my vision, like I’d just stepped into the middle of the world’s worst migraine headache.

Whatever those pulses were, they were affecting Moonchild as well. She wasn’t immune. And yet she recovered a little bit faster than I did. I watched her vision clear up, the pained look leaving her expression a second or two before mine and Claire’s did the same. That was curious.


It’s like that weather thing,
 I thought, taking a step to one side as the pain receded. The whatchamacallit...the Doppler. It rolls over the 
landscape, pinging us as it goes. I bet whoever this ‘Panoptica’ is, she’s the one who’s causing it.


Clearly I was not alone in the world. There were other people with powers – plenty of them. And at least a few of them wanted me behind bars, or worked for someone who did.

The collar crackled. “Moonchild, ETA is seven minutes,” a female voice said. Strangely, I felt like I’d heard it before. “Give or take a few seconds.”

“Okay, thanks. Lay off with the pings for a bit, will you? You’re making my teeth hurt.”

“No can do. You know the rules.”

Moonchild severed the link by moving her hand away from the collar. She looked displeased. “Knows the rules, she says. Fucking bitch…”

Claire and I shared a look. We had seven minutes before a whole other strike team arrived at our location. If we didn’t get away from this place before then, we were as good as dead. There had to be a way to distract Moonchild long enough to get that gun away from her. Even a few seconds would be enough.

Suddenly I got an idea. As if nothing in the world was wrong, I started through the grass up towards the front door of the condo.

“Hey!” Moonchild’s bark was enough to stop me in my tracks. “What do you think you’re doing? I did not
 give you permission to move!”

I glanced at her over my shoulder, giving my best withering stare. “I’m putting on some clothes,” I shot back. “You want both of us naked when your friends get here?”

I took another step. Moonchild thought I was trying to get to the condo, but nothing was further from the truth. I didn’t give a shit.

The goal was to switch our positions in the yard so I’d get hit with the next ping
 first. So that I’d recover from it just a couple of seconds faster than Moonchild.

“I don’t particularly care
,” the redhead growled. She came closer, and – thank God – moved in exactly the direction I wanted, towards
 Claire. Finally my companion seemed to notice what I was doing. She took a step backwards, as if daring Moonchild to follow her the other way across the yard. Faced with the idea of having us on opposite sides of her, she lost control.

“I said don’t fucking move!” She swiveled on a heel and pointed the gun right in Claire’s face. “Neither of you are going anywhere-”

The next ping
 
hit like the rush of an ice cream headache, but this time I was ready for it.

The pain and the static were debilitating, yet somehow I managed to push through it. I waited for the instant the storm began to clear and tossed myself at Moonchild, confident that I’d snap out of it at least a few seconds before she would.

She saw me out of the corner of her eye and turned, but it was too late. I grabbed her arm and tugged it upwards as her fingers gripped the trigger, the round that exploded from the gun hitting a third-story window and shattering it. I grabbed frantically at her collar, pushing
 out towards her mind’s defenses with mental tendrils, only for her to twist away at the last moment, dropping the pistol.

Claire scooped it up behind me as I hit Moonchild with everything I had. Drop you to the fucking ground,
 I thought, seizing her fine motor skills and ripping them to shreds.

The redhead’s knees buckled beneath her and she toppled. Success!

Halfway to the ground the collar clicked, flashing once, and Moonchild caught herself with a hand against the earth. She turned the move into a roll, coming up one knee as she thrust her hands out in front of her body like a magician revealing a trick.

The air in front of me exploded in a kaleidoscope of light.

I couldn’t see! I clutched at my eyes, closing them tight, but still the sparks burned in my vision. She bends light,
 the part of my brain still capable of rational thought said. She can focus it, too. Like a kid with a magnifying glass going to town on some ants.


I blinked rapidly. The world was fuzzy and gray, all the sharp edges in my vision blurred.

Then a foot raced towards me. Moonchild was airborne.

She kicked me in the face before I could react. The grass scraped against my bare ass as I went down, flailing in multiple directions as I tried to get a bead on my attacker’s mind. I couldn’t find her – all I could do was watch and struggle to get up.

Claire pointed the gun at Moonchild. Without missing a beat the redhead twirled her fingers and she was surrounded with a half-dozen illusory copies of herself. For a moment Claire was able to keep her eye on the real one – then they twisted around each other in a shimmery embrace and she had to go with her best guess. As the pack advanced she fired at one, then another, dissolving them but leaving the real Moonchild untouched.

Then Claire was down too, the gun sailing across the yard. 
Moonchild reassembled herself into one body, her shoulders rising and falling rapidly as she looked down at us both. She looked to be in no hurry now – we all knew how easily she’d defeated us.

A bolt of lightning flashed from Claire’s palms. It struck Moonchild in the chest, her eyes widening with pain, then the collar gave another one of those clicks
 and the electricity fizzled.

“I told you,” she said, sounding weary. “You utter infants
. Your powers don’t work on one of the Leashed. You might as well kick me in the shin for all the good it’s going to do you…”

As Claire struggled to rise, Moonchild slammed her knee down on her neck. The redhead wasn’t terribly large, but she had more than enough pressure on my girl to knock her unconscious. If she was even going to stop at that.

“This is the worst assignment Panoptica’s ever given me,” Moonchild grunted. Claire tried to wriggle free, but she adjusted her weight and dug her knee in tighter. “I don’t know why that girl’s taken a special interest in you two. That bitch has never been into politics before, so why fuck with an election now…?”

I had to stop this. Mental muscles flexed as I reached out for Moonchild, but deep inside I already knew it was no good. She’d shrug me off again, all thanks to that stupid fucking collar. She called herself a Leashed,
 
whatever that was, and apparently it came with benefits the rest of us with powers didn’t have. Benefits like her special choker…

As the tendrils advanced, I tried to decide what would do the most damage. Sever the nerves between her vertebrae so everything from her waist down would go numb? The collar would just fix it in a few seconds. Force her to pick up the gun and blow her brains out? No good – the pistol was too far away. She’d get control back before she even picked the thing up.

Wracked with indecision, I watched them struggle. Claire was getting weaker and weaker, trying desperately to claw at Moonchild’s leg with her nails. The redhead had a determined expression as she leaned over harder, trying with all her might to take one of us out of the game completely. Two minds fought, and all I could do was sit there, my ass getting cold against the grass.

I blinked. There weren’t two minds fighting a few feet away from me.

There were three
. Huh?

The longer I watched them, the more certain I became. Between the two minds was a third, smaller than either but somehow less sluggish of thought. Reaching out for it was difficult; it took a great deal of mental control to touch that tiny, pulsing ball of knowledge with 
everything that was going on around me.

Somehow I did it. There were only a few thoughts beneath the surface – it was what I imagined would happen if I tried to force myself into the brain of an animal. Everything here was sharper, cleaner, a few simple binary commands. ‘Do or don’t do’ this and that, depending on circumstances. No dreams, no aspirations – no sentience.

I gasped when I realized what I was touching. This tiny brain was what lived inside of Moonchild’s collar. A living, thinking thing.

Sparks died on Claire’s fingertips as her eyes rolled back in her head. Moonchild ground her into the dirt, grimacing with savage delight. We’d obviously pissed her off enough to make her ignore her orders – even the prohibition against lethal force seemed about as thin as a sheet of cheesecloth right now. If I didn’t stop her in a matter of moment, my only friend left in this would be killed.

So why couldn’t I stop fucking with the strange device around her neck?


Because,
 a little voice inside of me whispered. It’s a puzzle. And puzzles were meant to be solved…


For the first time since I woke up in the Facility, the voice in my 
head was wrong – or at least not totally right. The device around Moonchild’s neck wasn’t some puzzle – it was a lock.
 A lock I found myself twisting and turning the moment I realized that I was capable of doing so, stabbing into the interior with whisper-thin mental tendrils like a thief trying to pick someone’s front door. The collar shuddered, clicking, but its response was too late. I was already inside.

I pushed
.

And the collar unlocked, slipping off of Moonchild’s neck.

Both women froze. Moonchild’s jaw dropped open as she looked down at the little metal band now sitting in the grass. A single red light blinked along the side, as if my actions had set off some kind of internal alarm inside of the device. I watched her rub her throat in disbelief, her eyes going unfocused as the enormity of what I’d just done hit her.

“Free,” she whispered, tears springing to her eyes. “Holy shit, you broke my Leash. I’m free…”

I punched her in the face.

She went down on her ass with a grunt, releasing Claire. Claire gasped and sputtered as she rose to her hands and knees, clutching 
her own neck in a way that reminded me of what Moonchild had just done.

“You bitch,” Claire panted, struggling to her feet. “My throat’s going to be bruised now, and it wasn’t even Master who did it to me…”

I had to laugh at that.

Moonchild tried to get up, but I wasn’t about to let her. My mental power settled onto her like an iron weight on her back, keeping her down in the dirt where she belonged. Without her collar to click
 away my powers, she was helpless.

Seven minutes until the cavalry arrived. How many had we just burned with this pointless fight?

I glanced over at Claire. “Run inside and get us some clothes,” I said, deliberately avoiding the sight of Anna’s naked body in the doorway. “Some cash too, if Anna’s got any laying out. We might need to stop for gas…”

“Yes, Master,” Claire said. She hesitated, as if she weren’t sure whether or not she should leave. “Are you sure you want me to leave you alone with her?”

“We’ll be just fine,” I grunted, walking over to Moonchild. I delivered 
a swift kick to her midsection, making her gasp. She tried again to rise, found she couldn’t, then collapsed to the ground in a huff. “We don’t have time for questions. Go.”

As Claire ran off to do what I asked, I picked up the collar. The edges of an idea were starting to form in my brain.

“This collar,” I said, glancing down at Moonchild. “You used it to talk to your handler. This Panoptica
 lady, who I’m guessing is the same person who keeps hitting us with those pulses?”

Moonchild spat into the dirt. “Go ahead and kill me,” she said, sounding more resigned than angry. “Don’t make a big deal out of it. I was about to kill your friend – it’s only fair.” She managed to glance up at me, her eyes watery with tears. “Never thought I’d get the chance to die a free woman…”

I leaned over her. “Oh, you’re very much not
 free,” I growled, pressing down on her pain center. She grimaced, and suddenly the tears streaming down her cheeks were for a whole different reason. “You killed Anna, you bitch. You need to shut up and start listening.”

A confused look flickered across her face. “The...the civilian casualty? Why would you care about her?”

I shook my head. If this woman didn’t understand, I wasn’t about to waste time explaining it to her. “The collar,” I grunted, dialing up the pain. “Can I use it to contact Panoptica as well?”

“Yes!” Moonchild writhed in the dirt, whining like an animal as pain infiltrated her senses. “You can!”

“Show me,” I demanded.

Just like before, Moonchild tapped the heel of her hand against the metal band. The red light flashed three times, and suddenly there was a burst of static over the line. It cleared in moments, replaced with a female voice.

“What’s the sitrep, Moriah? Got thirty seconds to the next ping – backup’s on the way-”

“There’s not going to be
 another ping,” I growled. That strange feeling that I knew
 the woman on the other end of the line was stronger than ever. “I’m holding Moonchild’s Leash now. I believe you’re the person in charge of this mission?”

There was a pause on the other end of the line. “What have you done to her?”

“Nothing yet,” I said, glancing down at Moonchild. “But if I feel 
another one of those godawful pings inside of my head, or see any of your buddies coming down the block in an SUV, the very first thing I’ll do is put two bullets in this woman’s head. This is a hostage situation now, plain and simple. Got that?”

 


“You son of a bitch,” Moonchild muttered. I put my foot between her shoulder blades and pushed her into the dirt, silencing her.

Finally Panoptica responded. “Don’t hurt her,” the woman said, actual fear in her tone. “Please.”

Interesting. Did she care about this woman?

“Here’s what’s about to happen,” I said. Just then, Claire emerged from the front of the condo, carrying two small bundles of clothes under her arms. I gave her a nod as she moved across the yard. “Claire and I are leaving – and we’re taking your asset with us. Again, we’re going to have a gun on her at all
 times. At the first sign of you, or your group, trying to pursue us, she’s dead.”

Panoptica swallowed on the other end of the line. “I can stop the pings,” she said. “I’ve pulled back the second strike team. But you’re crazy if you think Abraxas won’t stop coming for you. Especially while you’re holding one of the Leashed hostage. Let Moonchild go, and I’ll cover your escape-”

“Not a fucking chance,” I said. The mental weight on Moonchild’s back eased – I tugged at the sinews of her muscles like a puppet master jerking the strings, hustling her towards Anna’s car.

“Listen.” There was a long pause on the other end of the line, as if Panoptica were conferring with someone else. “There’s another way out of this.”

“Name it.”

“You two took out an entire strike team and brought down one of the top operators among the Leashed,” she said. She sounded impressed. “Abraxas will never let two Supers with your potential run free, Daniel. If there was any doubt about that before, there isn’t now.”

I wished I could get into this woman’s head through the link. It would allow me to see whether she was leading me on, the same way Doctor Campbell had. Not to mention it would tell me why her voice was so damned familiar.

“What’s the alternative?” I asked.

“You join us willingly,” Panoptica said. “And we negotiate the best deal with Abraxas we can.”

I thought about it. Honestly, I did. It seemed to be an elegant solution – certainly one that was preferable to being on the run my entire life. And if I hadn’t seen the look on Moonchild’s face when I unlocked her collar, I might have been tempted to accept.

The sheer joy and relief
 of her expression when she realized she was free was all it took to convince me. Whatever these people were offering me was a crock of shit. Moonchild, Panoptica, Abraxas – I had no idea who these people were, or why they gave themselves such stupid names. All I knew is I didn’t trust them one fucking bit.

“I’ll think about it,” I lied. “In the meantime, you keep those soldiers back. And if I feel you in my head again, bad shit’s going to happen.”

“Understood.” To say Panoptica sounded displeased at this turn of events would have been a major understatement: still, she kept her calm. “Piece of advice, Daniel?”

“What?”

“Don’t shoot the hostage.” For a moment, Panoptica sounded almost pleading. “You haven’t done anything that can’t be taken back – so far
. You shoot Moonchild, you’re putting a target on your head that doesn’t go away.”

I nodded. Then I pushed the collar against the heel of Moonchild’s 
hand, silencing the line.

“Supers,” I grunted, meeting Claire’s eyes. “Is that
 what we are?”

Claire nodded. “Fugitive
 Supers, no less.”

“Great!” I handed the half-comatose Moonchild over to Claire and opened the driver’s side door. “You and I will probably have to start thinking of stupid names of our own soon.”

The corner of Claire’s mouth turned up in a smile. “Whatever name you wish to give me will more than suffice, Master,” she said, picking up Moonchild’s gun. “I assume I should keep this aimed at the prisoner at all times?”

I shrugged. “I doubt she’s going to try anything. I can knock her out before she even thinks
 of trying to run.” I grinned at Moonchild. “Isn’t that right?”

“Let me go,” the redhead pleaded. “I’m not one of them now – you freed
 me. I don’t have to follow Abraxas anymore. Holy shit, you took a collar off one of the Leashed…”

“That’s right,” I said, glancing in the rear view. “You’re not
 one of them. You’re with us now, sweetheart.”

I watched her expression sink.

“By the way,” I asked, starting the engine, “what’s the maximum range on Panoptica’s powers?”

“Huh?” I could tell the question had caught her off guard. “Around fifty miles, I guess. A little more or less depending on her altitude. Why do you want to know?”

 


“Because,” I said. “I don’t believe for a second that bitch isn’t still spying on us. We’ve got a long road to travel before we’re safe, girls. Better buckle the fuck up.”

Panoptica wouldn’t stop tracking us. She’d no doubt keep the strike teams at the ready, just outside of where I could detect them. But now, we had a chip on our side. A hostage.

And I already had an idea of how I could give Panoptica’s tracking the slip.


Nine: Storytime

For a time, there was silence in the car.

Once it became clear that Moonchild wasn’t about to mount an escape attempt, Claire took a quick break to slip into some clothes. She hadn’t brought much with her from the condo – just a t-shirt and jeans – so she wasn’t wearing a bra or panties underneath. That suited me fine. Her tits looked amazing on their own, and I preferred to have access to her whenever I wanted her.

I pulled over once, briefly, to put on some clothes of my own. Once we were out on the desert highway, with nothing in our rear view mirror except sand and tumbleweeds, I decided it was time to start pumping our hostage for information.

“Moonchild,” I said, glancing at her in the rear view mirror. The redhead snapped to attention, a wary look on her face. Yet, underneath of that, there was obvious interest.

This woman realized I hadn’t killed her yet, or taken full control of her with my powers. She’d clearly expected me to do one or the other by now. The fact that I hadn’t intrigued her.

“Yes?”

“Couple of ground rules,” I said, slipping into her mind. It was getting easier and easier to do that – I could peek underneath her hood and poke around in her mental engine without ever taking my attention off the road. “First off, I’m removing your ability to lie to me. Trying is going to give you such a headache it’ll make one of Panoptica’s pings look like a love tap. Understood?”

She sighed, but nodded. “Let me ask you something first. How do you see this going for you? Really?”

I smirked. “How do I see what
 going for me?”

Moonchild looked around the backseat. “All of...this,” she said, indicating both me and Claire. Claire was in the backseat with her, one shoulder against the window as she lounged insolently. Her relaxation was a posture: both of us knew she was waiting for Moonchild to try something so she could electrify her to cinders. “This ridiculous escape attempt.”

“You know,” I said with a laugh, “I haven’t really had a plan
 up until now? I’ve kind of just been running, actually. Ever since I woke up at the Facility, I’ve just been moving on instinct. So far, it’s been working out pretty well for me.”

“You’re going to need
 
a plan,” Moonchild said. “Not that it’ll help you. You’ve brought Abraxas down on your head. What they’re going to do to you will make your rich Senator mommy look like a day in the park…”

“I assumed Abraxas was a person,” I said, cocking an eyebrow. “A...Super
, like you. Maybe one of these ‘Leashed’?”

Moonchild winced, realizing she’d just said too much. And that she was no longer able to lie.

“Abraxas is the name of the organization we belong to,” she said, nodding towards where her collar sat on the passenger seat. “Or belonged
 to, in my case. You more or less tendered my resignation the moment you unlocked my Leash. How did you do
 that, by the way?”

“I’m the one asking the questions here,” I said. “I’m surprised to hear you say that. Panoptica sounded pretty confident she could get you back.”

Moonchild sighed heavily. “Panoptica likes me,” she said, rolling her eyes to the ceiling. “And she trusts people far too much. I wouldn’t take her offer seriously, by the way. Both of you are just as dead as I am once Abraxas gets their hands on you. All three of us are too risky to be left alive.”

“Interesting. Why does Panoptica disagree?”

“Because I’m one of the top three Leashed in the entire organization,” she said with a scoff.

“Damn,” I said with a laugh. “You don’t think too highly of yourself, do you?”

Her eyes narrowed. “You’re the one who took away my ability to lie,” she shot back. “I’m the most powerful Super to take the Leash in years. Although if they’d managed to get collars on you two back at the facility, you’d probably give me a run for my money. Again, not talking you up. Can’t physically lie. But Panoptica overestimates the value one Leashed, even a very powerful one, has to Abraxas.”

“Duly noted,” I said with a nod. “How many Leashed are there, by the way?”

“Dozens.” She shrugged. “I can rattle off most of their names and power profiles, but no one has the full
 roster of the Leashed. It’s all very need-to-know – which characterizes the whole organization if you ask me.”

All of this was very interesting, and thanks to my powers, I knew Moonchild wasn’t winding me up. Not consciously, at any rate. Yet I detected more than a little bullshit in her reasoning. If the facility 
was some kind of training ground for Supers, why hadn’t I detected any of that inside of Doctor Campbell’s head? There was something funny going on around here for sure.

I was tempted to say something about it, but kept my mouth shut. There was no guarantee things I said to this woman weren’t getting back to her handlers, Leashed or not.

“I want your opinion on something,” I said, checking the road ahead for hazards.

“Of course,” Moonchild said, with just a hint of reluctance. “Go on and shoot. I can’t fucking lie to you anymore – I’m an open book.”

“Say you’re Panoptica,” I said, glancing at Moonchild from the rear-view mirror. “You just found out one of your best agents has been taken hostage by a pair of fugitives with superpowers. And if you use your scanning ability – which I’m assuming is her power, given the name and all – then the hostage gets shot.”

“I’m uncomfortably aware of that possibility,” Moonchild whispered. “I wish you would just let me go. I’m free
 now-”

“I keep telling you, you’re not,” I said, growing irritated with her pleading. “So what would you
 do in that situation, Moonchild? Where are you assuming the fugitives run? Where do you deploy 
your troops?”

Moonchild pursed her lips in thought. She seemed to be giving actual credence to my question, which was more than I’d expected. My powers had ripped away her ability to lie to me – for the moment at least – but they didn’t force her to cooperate with me. That was all her.

“First, I’d put a security detail on your mother, Senator Klein,” she said. “Your obvious first target would be her – so obvious, honestly, that I’d send the troops just as a security measure. You’re probably not stupid enough to walk into that trap.”

I laughed. “Go on.”

“Second, I guess I’d lock down the airports,” she said, her eyes narrowing. She was beginning to realize I already had a plan in mind. “Come up with an excuse – a computer virus shutting the system down or something like that. That would force you to travel by road, which limits your options.”

“All good ideas,” I said – but Moonchild wasn’t done.

“Oh, and if I’m Panoptica? I’m still
 tracking you.”

That made my eyes widen. “Pardon?”

The redhead nodded towards the collar on the passenger seat. “You don’t really
 believe that thing only goes one way, right?”

“Shit,” I grunted, looking at the thing like it had just sprouted fangs. “How do we block it from reporting to Abraxas?”

Moonchild’s brows furrowed together. “You should just chuck the damn thing out the window. I’d rather die than have that collar around my neck again.” She shuddered to punctuate the statement.

“I’m not ready to do that yet,” I said, picking up the collar. “It’s too valuable. Maybe there’s something I can do…”

While using just enough of my brainpower to concentrate on the road, I silently pushed
 into the little device, feeling the contours of its minuscule brain. My first impression of the thing was slightly off – this wasn’t a rudimentary AI, but something alive. It was biological or magical; both possibilities were so shocking that I would have believed either of them.


Can you understand me?
 I thought into the Leash. There was very little chance whatever this thing was understood language, never mind English, but it was worth a shot.

No answer.

The more I fiddled with it, the more I began to understand. As I focused my thought across its surface, performing the mental equivalent of giving it a good squeeze and a shake, I noticed faint lines flowing from the tiny device into the open air. It was a signal; a broadcast.

Wait a second. Was I seeing
 the data it was transmitting back to its owners? And if so, how the hell was I able to do that?

It was a good question – for another time. Just then, I had more important things to focus on, like stopping the flow of information. Another mental tendril slid into it, cutting neatly through the line connecting the device to the outside world.

I felt a tiny wince of pain from the device. I’m sorry,
 I thought at it, trying to send as much regret as I could along with the words. I don’t know if this is going to hurt you – if you can even BE hurt in the traditional sense. But I’ve got to throw those bastards off the trail.


One more twist and it was done. The Leash gave a plaintive, mechanical bleep and went silent.

Moonchild gasped from the backseat. “What did you just do?”

I swallowed hard. “Your Leash isn’t transmitting anymore. I broke its ability to send signals. Everything else about it should keep 
working, but I can’t really be sure without testing. I’ve never worked with something like this, after all. What are these things?”

From the look on Moonchild’s face, she wasn’t even listening to me. She just stared at the collar in my hand, something like awe filling her expression.

“I can’t believe you can do that,” she whispered, shaking her head. “If the Leashed ever found out that they could be truly freed – that you can break the collars and
 destroy their ability to report back to Abraxas...well.”

I grinned. Something had just occurred to me – something wicked as hell. “Might start a rebellion in the ranks?”

“Let’s just say that would change a lot of people’s moral calculus real fucking quick,” Moonchild said, staring out the window.

Interesting. My idea was getting better and better all the time. Something inside of me ached to flesh it out, to put some meat on the bones. Starting with the redhead in the backseat.

“Including yours?” I asked.

Moonchild didn’t answer for a few minutes. “Maybe,” she finally said, aiming a hard look at me in the rear view. “If I’d been given a 
choice.”

I nodded. In truth, I’d expected this. After all, this woman had just recently been trying to kill me.

“What if I gave you that choice now?” I asked. “Claire and I haven’t decided what to do with you yet. We might just let you go – especially now that Abraxas can’t use your Leash to track us. Or…
”

Claire smiled and put a hand on Moonchild’s thigh. I hadn’t spoken into her mind, but I didn’t need to – she and I were on the same wavelength. “Or you could join us.”

Moonchild’s face twisted. Instantly I realized I’d made a mistake.

“Join you? Like you
 did?” She pushed Claire away, frowning. “You didn’t get a choice, girl. This guy made you his puppet
. What makes you think I want to walk down the same road as you?”

I grit my teeth, irritation filling my chest. “I did what I had to do,” I said, my tone heated. “Claire was trapped inside the Facility, the same as me. When I discovered the drugs they were feeding me didn’t work, I reached out and touched her mind.”

“And?”

“I didn’t know how to use my powers.” Confessing that made me feel awkward, so I moved on fast. “I needed a way to test them, and Claire was the only person within range.”

“I was insane,” Claire said in a little voice. She met Moonchild’s eyes and didn’t waver. “Broken. They did that to me at the Facility. Daniel fixed
 me with his powers. I love him.”

“I’m sure you do,” Moonchild said, rolling her eyes. “No, dear – the truth is, you’re addicted
 to Daniel.”

The word brought me up short. “Come again?”

Moonchild sighed. “You’re not the only telepath Abraxas has on the payroll,” she explained. “Although the corporate types prefer the term ‘radical empathy’
 to describe your category of powers. None of our people have your kind of ability – if Abraxas recruited you, you’d jump right into the top two or three Supers just from what I’ve seen out of you so far.”

“Not interested in flattery,” I shot back. “What do you mean, ‘addicted’?”

“Again, I remind you that you’ve removed my ability to lie,” Moonchild said, giving me another one of those world-class eye rolls. “So it’s not flattery, not that I’d ever waste it on you
, anyway.” 
She glanced down at the bottom of the seat before continuing. “Continued exposure to ‘radical empathy’ causes...changes
 in people. The effects are remarkably similar to those who are addicted to drugs or alcohol.”

My eyebrows shot to my hairline. “My powers make people addicts? Addicted to what?”

“To you
,” Moonchild groaned. “At first they just think more highly of you. Maybe find you more attractive than other people with similar profiles. Eventually, they want to be with and around you more and more. If left unchecked, these addictions blossom into full on infatuations – with all the romantic content that implies.”

My jaw hit the floor. “If I use my powers on people for long enough, they fall in love with me,” I said flatly. “That’s what you’re saying.”

“I am. And I-”

“Can’t lie,
 yeah. You’ve told me three times.” I swallowed down my irritation and continued. “So when does this happen to you, Moonchild? Because I’ve been using my powers on you since the moment I met you.”

She shrugged. “It’s already happening.”

When neither of us answered, she sighed heavily. Her shoulders sagged, like someone trying to make the best of a bad situation. “I already don’t hate you nearly as much as I did when you threw me in the backseat of this car. I know it’s your powers, that it’s something you’re doing to me that neither of us can control – but it doesn’t change the way I feel.”

I was poleaxed. Moonchild was going to fall in love with me? No, she was already
 falling in love with me. It was a side-effect of my powers. The only way to stop it would be to pull back completely – but doing that would allow her to use her own abilities on me. On Claire. She could escape and send us all back to the Facility.

“Maybe that’s bullshit,” I said. “Maybe you’re just getting to know me better.”

Moonchild rolled her eyes. “You’ll see. Or maybe you won’t, if Abraxas catches up to us. Speaking of which, what’s your plan? There’s no reason to keep it quiet now – Abraxas isn’t spying on us. How are you going to slip their net?”

Suddenly I was painfully aware of how drop dead gorgeous the woman sitting in the backseat was. I wondered if she’d end up like Claire, calling me Master and waiting on me hand and foot. That felt...wrong
 somehow, from a girl like her. I doubted it would come to that – something told me that even if she did fall for me, it would 
look a lot different than my relationship with Claire.


Hell,
 I thought, shaking my head. We’re probably going to all end up dead soon anyway. It’ll probably never come up
.

“We’re going to the airport,” I said nonchalantly. “Then we hop on an airplane, show up at Senator Klein’s rally, and totally fuck up my old family’s life. I’m looking forward to seeing their faces when they realize how badly they screwed up trying to lock me away.”

“What?” Moonchild was shocked. “You can’t possibly be that much of an idiot, can you?”

Claire stiffened in the seat next to her. “Don’t talk about Master that way. You’re already on thin ice-”

“But I just told
 him!” Moonchild threw her hands in the air, as if she couldn’t believe what she was hearing. “He asked me what I would do if I was Abraxas, and I told him I’d send people to the airport and to his Mom’s rally!”

“Adopted
 Mom,” I grunted. “We’re not blood.”

“Whatever. You’re going to do exactly what I told you would get you killed. I can’t believe what a fucking asshole you are.”

I grinned in the rear view mirror, feeling higher than ever. “I know you told me,” I laughed. “That’s why I’m doing it.”

Moonchild froze. When she spoke, her tone was markedly different. “You want
 to run into more of the Leashed,” she realized, sounding amazed. “You’re running towards the danger.”

“I can’t believe you
 haven’t thought this out,” I shot back. “Normal troops are worthless against people like us – you showed me that. And as you just taught me, I can sever Leashes. Remind me, Moonchild: what did you say would happen to your coworker’s morale if they discovered there was someone who could free them from their servitude to Abraxas?”

“Holy shit.” Moonchild sounded excited.

“This isn’t a trap for us,” I said, turning my attention back to the road. “It’s a trap for them
.”

I couldn’t wait to spring it.


Ten: The Perfect Drug


She’s such a tease,
 I thought, watching the seductive sway of Claire’s ass as she sashayed in front of me. She knows it, too. Even under the circumstances, all she can think about is being a dirty little girl for me…


I followed just behind Claire, my gaze glued to her tight outfit and prodigious assets as we made our way through the crowded airport. Since we’d had no chance to grab more than a handful of clothing on our way out of the condo, she was wearing little more than a pair of Daisy Dukes and an old punk t-shirt with no bra on underneath. Every few steps, she glanced over her shoulder to make sure I was still watching, then flashed some skin.

Watching her pull a strap from her shirt down her shoulder was one thing – seeing her hook both thumbs in her shorts and tug them down beneath her bare, dripping pussy while giggling was another. I didn’t need to reach into her mind to feel how turned on she was, to understand that behaving this way in a crowd of unaware people was making her boil over with need.

Next to me, Moonchild sighed. “This is the biggest waste of my powers ever,” she groaned, rolling her eyes.

“I know,” I said with a grin. “But it’s fun. Besides, you’re proving my theory. Mixing two Super’s powers together makes them way
 stronger than they were apart.”

As if proving my point, Claire stepped onto a nearby escalator and started making her way up, unwilling to wait for the automatic lift to bring her to the top. As she strode up the steps, it was like a river parted around her – people moved aside as if they’d been pushed by an invisible force, showing no more reaction than if they’d felt a gust of wind.

A heavy-set man in a business suit moved down a step, avoiding Claire neatly as she tugged down her jeans while she walked. A harried-looking stewardess glanced over and made a concerned face for the briefest moment before shrugging, the sight of my half-naked partner in crime stripping right in front of her not even connecting. It was like magic.

It was power – our
 powers. Moonchild and I, working as a team. Her light-bending powers made the three of us look like the most bland, unmemorable travelers and hid the fact that Claire kept taking off her clothes – and my mental powers soothed the worries of anyone who managed to peek through the illusion. Together we were practically unstoppable. As we reached the top of the escalator, the crowd reconfigured around us, giving us two feet of space at all times without meaning to.


If traveling was like this, I’d do it all the time,
 
I thought, sharing a grin with Claire. Hell, maybe I will…


“You two are so fucking cool,” Claire giggled. Without a care in the world, she stepped right in front of a woman pushing a baby carriage down the crowded thoroughfare. The overworked mother was just able to jerk out of the way in time – it cost her so much effort that she stared at the empty spot in the crowd, trying to figure out why she’d done what she just did.

“Don’t push it,” Moonchild said. Sweat beaded on her forehead. “It’s hard enough keeping us hidden without you fucking with random people.”

“Oh,” she said, stopping. “Then I definitely shouldn’t do this…”

I watched, spellbound, as Claire tugged her short-shorts almost all the way down to her knees. In full view of everyone on the concourse, she palmed her bare mound and slipped two fingers into her dripping folds. A gasp of pleasure left her lips and her eyes rolled back in her head as she rubbed herself. I swear her lips were forming the word Master
, which just did terrible things to me…

“You definitely
 should not do that,” Moonchild snapped. “You’re seriously taxing my powers, bitch. You want to be the reason your Master gets caught?”

Claire pulled her fingers away and hiked up her shorts. “Fine

,” she groaned, locking eyes with me as she ran her tongue over the digits. God, she was nasty. I loved it. “But I need to freshen up before the flight.” She glanced over at the nearest restroom. “We’ve got time for that, right, Master?”

I pulled out my phone and checked the time. It was a model we’d bought at a store in the airport, and I was still figuring it out. “Sure,” I said, pointedly not checking with Moonchild first. “Take all the time you need, babe. You know we can make this plane leave as early or late as we want.”

“Damn straight,” Claire purred. I was always at least a little bit connected to her now, the bond between us flickering without conscious thought. So it was that I felt the sudden flare of heat between her thighs, like someone had opened an oven inside of my mind.

Claire squeezed her thighs together and nibbled her lip before turning away. “Be right back,” she said. “Try not to take any new playthings while I’m gone.” Then, before Moonchild could protest, she stepped into the bathroom.

Into the men’s
 bathroom.


If there’s a stronger ‘come-fuck-me’ signal in the world,
 I thought, watching the door slam, 
then I haven’t seen it.


“I need to freshen up, too,” I said, glancing over at Moonchild. “Be right back.”

She made a face. “Can’t you two save this for the plane? I’m already working overtime trying to make you look normal instead of a couple of half-naked, horny idiots…”

“Just make sure no one comes inside,” I said, giving her a playful punch on the shoulder. “Put up a ‘closed for cleaning’ illusion on the door or something. Although you’re welcome to hop in if you want…”

For a moment, I thought she was actually going to say yes. There was longing in her expression as she watched the door, and I didn’t need to be a mind reader to know she was picturing the things Claire was doing in there as she got herself ready for me.

Then she shook her head and scoffed. “Go. But be quick. I’ll scream inside my head if I need you.”

“Awesome.” It was probably a mistake, but who cared? Claire and I were both worked up, high on our escape and the constant running from place to place. We needed to blow off a little steam before taking on Abraxas and the Leashed. I certainly did.

As I stepped into the men’s room, Claire was bent over the counter facing the mirror, her legs spread and her shorts sitting in the sink. She had her ass stuck up in the air and was fingering herself openly, moaning as she watched her cheeks flush and her body tense with bliss. It was so fucking gorgeous.

She glanced at me over her shoulder as I shut the door behind her. “I already checked the room,” she whispered, wiggling her ass back and forth. “We’re the only ones in here. There’s no one to watch us.”

“Would you like
 there to be?” I glanced backward. “I could tell you were an exhibitionist from the way you got off on fingering yourself in that crowd, babe. If you want an audience for this, I’d be happy to grab a few people to cheer us on…”

She shook her head. “I just need you
, Master. Please, please just fuck me?”

Now that, I could definitely do.

I stepped forward and grabbed Claire’s ass, squeezing the firm flesh as I mounted her from behind. One hand unlatched my belt, freeing my cock, the other gave her a firm slap so I could watch her ass jiggle. Claire cried out in mingled pain and pleasure, clinging to the sink as her legs shook.

“You’re a bad girl,” I said, pushing the head of my cock against her tight folds. “You just can’t stop exposing yourself wherever you are, can you? Even in here, in front of the mirror.” Something occurred to me. “You like that, don’t you? You want to see yourself, and see other people seeing you. It gets you off knowing they’re getting wet, or hard, for your tight little body…”

“Ngggh, it makes me wet to know I’m making you
 hard, Master!” Claire ground her pussy against me, the tip of my cock pressing into her channel as her ass bounced. “I don’t know what’s happening to me, Master, but it’s like...it’s like whenever I’m around you, all I can think about is you! You staring at me made me feel so fucking good – it makes me want to be around you even more! To serve you more and more! You make me feel alive,
 Master – you’re so fucking perfect, you’re so fucking big…”

 


I slid a hand around her throat, cutting off her words.

“That’s because you’re addicted to me,” I said, feeling uneasy. “Weren’t you listening to Moonchild? My powers are doing this. I made you an addict the night I reached into your mind and taught myself how to use my powers. You’re completely, helplessly addicted to me, Claire. You don’t just want to be my servant – you need
 it.”

In response, Claire did something I didn’t expect. Gripping the sink tight, she used it as leverage to push backwards, impaling
 
her pale, curvy body on my cock. I didn’t even thrust, yet suddenly I was balls-deep inside of her: buried to the base inside of her tight, perfect pussy. Holy shit
 that felt amazing!

“I need this
,” she panted, watching me over her shoulder. Her face was filled with pure, unadulterated love. “I need you
, Master. I love you so much...so much…
”


Holy shit.
 There were tears
 streaming down Claire’s cheeks. I’d heard that good dick could make a grown woman cry, but this was on a whole other level. She turned towards the mirror, shivering with need, waiting for my first thrust. Her lips moved silently, like she was praying for me to bless her with this fucking. Or maybe praying that I wouldn’t pull out.

Either way, it was the biggest self-esteem boost I’d ever felt. Claire didn’t treat me like a boyfriend, or even a husband – in her eyes, I was a King
.

A moment later, her King thrust inside of her as hard as he could, and Claire shattered.

“Oh fuck, yes
!” She screamed in triumph as her cheek hit the mirror, her hands gripping the sink tight for leverage to get me as far inside of her as I could go. The fat head of my cock slammed into her g-spot 
and rang it like a bell, breaking her mind into a million blissed-out, bimbofied shards of pleasure. Her channel gripped me tighter than a glove, spasming in time with her rapid heartbeat as orgasm overtook her.

I knew Moonchild could do tricks with light, but could she muffle these sounds? It didn’t matter – I didn’t care. Even if it brought security, there was no way I could stop. I thrust into her again and again, pumping hard right through her climax.

“Oh God I love you!” Claire’s face hammered the glass, howls of pleasure escaping her throat as she climaxed around me. “I live for you! I worship
 you! Please, please use my pussy! You own that fucking pussy, Master, you own
 it!”


I do own it,
 I thought, grabbing a handful of her hair and going deeper. Just like I own you
.

Any moral qualms I had about this arrangement fell away as I drilled Claire hard and fast. Every thrust into her tight, wet hole felt better than the one before. I thrust so hard the sink shook, pounding her with more savagery than I’d ever dared fuck a woman before. I used
 this girl, like she was my own personal sex toy. Like the only thing I cared about was getting off as hard as possible, while pumping as much seed into her as I could.

As I used her body, my power began playing with her mind. It was impossible not to: peeking underneath the hood was too much fun. I was careful not to create the same feedback loop
 that Claire and I had experienced once before – as mind-melting as that pleasure had been, experiencing it a second time would knock both of us onto our asses for hours. We’d be useless after.

Instead, I took hold of her mind’s eye and pumped it full of images. As my cock thrust into her like a piston, stretching her walls, I filled Claire’s brain with submissive thoughts. Everything I wanted to her think and feel while I was inside of her, the way I wanted her to act, all of it flowed from me like honey through her veins.

Suddenly Claire was mewling, whimpering with her tits buried in the sink. “Please, Daddy,” she panted, sounding so submissive and weak I nearly shot inside her right then and there. “Please use me. Please breed
 me! You own my fertility, Daddy, just like you own me…”

Another climax tore through Claire’s brain. I felt the echoes of it in my own pleasure as I braced my feet against the floor and pounded her as hard as I could. My balls slapped against her thighs as I gave her the hardest, deepest fucking of her life. Still I held myself back from the brink, as if waiting for something. For what?

Then Claire opened her mouth and told me.

“Take me,” she begged, watching herself get fucked in the mirror. “Take me, Master, please take me…
”


That’s what I’m doing,
 I thought, a little confused. Wasn’t I taking her in every way a man could?

Suddenly the tendrils in her brain twisted
. I hadn’t done that. Claire did it, somehow. She was opening herself to me, spreading her innermost core wide. The fact that I was pounding her brains out didn’t matter – whatever this was, it was much
 more intimate than any physical contact could ever be.


What the fuck!?
 My power moved of its own accord, lashing my consciousness tighter and tighter to Claire’s. We should have triggered a feedback loop by now, but somehow we hadn’t. Something was happening between us, something I couldn’t stop. Hell, I didn’t want
 it to stop. I could feel Claire feeling me, and I could feel Claire feeling me feel her. It was the most awesome sensation on Earth – yet this time, we weren’t having our brains turned into static mush.

In fact, it was like she was pulling me into her
. Yielding to me, the way her soft cunt yielded to my cock…

“Take me!” Claire arched her back, tensing like she’d been hit with a taser. Whatever was building in me was even stronger inside of her. “
Take me!”


I didn’t understand. And then I did
.

All at once the dam burst, and we were one.


The intensity of the feedback loop was just a practice run. The home game version. This was the big time.

Claire and I were the same person. Two conscious entities in two bodies, yet we were in both bodies at the same time
. I felt the way her soft interior wrapped around me with every thrust, and in the same moment how my hard cock ground against her walls to send sparks through her bloodstream. Both of us adjusted in moments, realizing exactly what positions and speed would give this new thing we’d become the most pleasure.

It went deeper than just fucking. I could feel the love Claire had for me, and the feelings I had for her. The ones I hadn’t allowed myself to feel in the rush of escaping from the facility – I felt them all now.

I knew her, and she knew me. Intimately
. More intimately than a couple that had been married for decades. I knew she wanted to fuck Moonchild even more badly than I did, that she couldn’t wait to grow our family into a harem of Supers with magical powers, that she desperately
 wanted me to make her pregnant.

She felt all my misgivings, my flaws, my worries – and soothed them away. I soothed hers at the same time – her fears that I would leave her, that I’d abandon her for someone younger and hotter as soon as I understood my powers could give me the love of anyone I wanted. She saw the traumas of my old family, and I saw the horror she’d been through before meeting me.

We forgave each other, and it was the most incredible feeling in the world.


They shall become one flesh.
 I wasn’t sure who’d thought it – her, or me. Either way, we weren’t married. This was something deeper than that – maybe what marriage was supposed
 to be. One flesh.

All the little things flickered through me as we built to the peak together. The thrill of watching Daniel’s cock harden in his pants when Claire fingered herself in public. The pure caveman need of watching Claire tug down her pants in a crowd and show off her round, perfect ass…

I was Claire. I was Daniel. I had no idea what
 I was, but I was about to come.

It washed over us both at the same time. The pleasure made the feedback loop look like a candle next to a roaring bonfire. My cock jerked inside of Claire’s pussy, spraying ropes deep into her core, and suddenly I was me
 
again. I was me, grunting and roaring with pleasure as I grabbed Claire’s hips and emptied inside of her, me having the most awesome, transformative, enlightening experience of my life.

The raw, primal, toe-curling orgasm was just the icing on the cake.

Everything was slow and languid after. I held myself inside of Claire, riding the high of the incredible sex we’d just had. I didn’t dare
 pull out – now that I’d seen what she truly wanted, I understood it like it was one of my own thoughts. I held her tight until every drop right where it belonged, then
 pulled out and slapped her ass with my cock.

“That was... wild,” I said, shaking my head.

Claire turned around, hiked her shorts up over her freshly-fucked pussy, and kissed me hard
. “I love you,” she panted, holding me tight. “Master, I felt you. I saw
 you. I...I think that was the purest expression of your powers.”

Part of me wanted to try it again – to fuse the two of us together. It had been...well, intense
 didn’t describe it. But I didn’t. Once was enough for now.

“It really was,” I said. “I kind of want to do it again, but...Jesus, I don’t know if I could handle it.”

She giggled. “Maybe once we’re in the air. And Moonchild can join us.”

I found myself matching her expression. “You think she’d be into that? Wait, I don’t have to ask – I was just you a few seconds ago. I know
 you think she’d be into it.”

“You felt everything,” she whispered, her tone filled with awe. “You know everything about me now. And I know everything about you.” She nibbled her bottom lip. “At first, I was so ashamed…
”

“Hey.” I pulled her close, stroking her hair. “We’ve both made mistakes, babe. Neither of us are perfect people. But we’re perfect for each other
. If there was any doubt of that, we just ended it, right?”

Claire laughed. “Absolutely.” She thought of something else, and spots of color rose to her cheeks. “So I definitely
 felt that you want to build a harem with me, right, Master?”

I regarded her evenly. “I felt that you
 want me to do that,” I told her, giving her a slap on her ass through the denim. “I didn’t understand that before, but I do now. It excites you to think of me with other women, doesn’t it?”

Claire’s blush deepened. “Yes, Master.”

“I saw that,” I told her. “It’s like the exhibitionist thing – it was caused by my powers patching over all the issues they gave you at the facility. You don’t think that your
 pleasure really matters. You get everything you need from watching me get off on you…”

She coughed. “It’s not quite that simple, Master. Watching you be happy and have orgasms...it completes
 me. In ways I couldn’t even describe a few minutes ago. I’m still struggling for the words…”

“We don’t need words,” I said, nuzzling her neck. “One flesh, right?”

She shivered against me. “Abso-fucking-lutely, Master. You and me against the world. Always
.”

There was more I wanted to say – so much more – but just then, something in my pants vibrated. For a moment I didn’t know what it was, then I remembered the cell phone I’d bought when we first arrived at the airport. Moonchild had loaded her own number onto it, just in case.

As it turned out she’d texted me a few minutes ago. I’d been too busy inside Claire to notice:


Got tired of listening to u 2 moaning,
 she’d typed, eschewing proper grammar and spelling. I hated it when people did that. Went 2 the food court for a bite
.

Claire read the message over my shoulder as she tugged her shirt back over her tits. “We’d better catch up with her,” she said.

“Agreed. Should we...should we try and explain this
 to her? Whatever this is?”

Claire laughed and shook her head. “No, Master,” she said, planting a kiss on my cheek. “Until you experience it for yourself, you’ll never understand. Maybe one day, if Moonchild really opens herself to us, we can explore that. But for now, this is a special bond – just between us
. Let’s just bask in the fact that we know each other better than any two human beings on Earth, Master.”

“I can do that,” I said, reaching into her pants and playing with her as easily as I’d scratch my own shoulder. Claire barely reacted other than to groan with pleasure – this was as easy and natural to us now as talking about the weather. “You saw inside my brain, Claire. You know you don’t have to call me ‘Master’, right?”

“I know,” she gasped, her tongue lolling out of the side of her mouth. “That’s what I want
 to call you.”

After a few more seconds of playing around, I let her go. The two of us washed up and headed out to meet Moonchild. Both of us were on fire with the amazing, world-altering feeling of this new bond between us. It was up all the time – no concentration required. Not 
as strong as it had been when we were having sex, of course, as it would take a major exertion of my powers to do that again. But I could feel her, and she could feel me.

The bond was the most amazing thing I’d ever experienced.

And in less than an hour, it would be shattered.


Eleven: Trapped Under Ice

“They delayed the flight.” Moonchild took a bite of her hamburger, not even looking up as Claire and I took a seat at her table. “You know what that means, right?”

The airport’s food court was so busy it felt like the entire city was in there with us. Every table other than Moonchild’s was fully occupied, with more than a few sporting people standing up next to the table while using it to balance their food. Only our table was empty – and from the way people were unconsciously avoiding it as they walked by, I knew Moonchild’s powers were the reason.

“Flights get delayed all the time,” I said. I grabbed two of Moonchild’s fries and ate them, savoring the way she glared at me as I did so. “Doesn’t necessarily mean anything.”

She gave me a desultory look. “You know that’s not the case,” she whispered. “They’re here, Daniel. They’re probably infiltrating the building right fucking now.”

I shrugged. “Okay. That’s exactly what we want.”

Without a hint of shame, Claire climbed into my lap. Her head fit perfectly against my chest as she wiggled her ass to get comfortable, 
grinding the firm flesh against the rapidly growing bulge in my pants. “Love you,” she whispered, smiling up at me.

“Love you too.”

Moonchild rolled her eyes. “You two sure got lovey-dovey fast. Did she finally let you put it in her ass or something?”

The insult stung. I was about to give her a rejoinder of my own, but Claire cut me off.

“We became one
,” she whispered, her eyes shining with devotion. “It was the most amazing experience of my life.”

Moonchild dropped her burger. It landed on the tray with a wet thwap
, spraying ketchup and mustard across her fries. “You did what
?”

“I, uh, thought we weren’t going to explain that to her, babe,” I said, feeling a little awkward.

“I’m not explaining it,” Claire said, the corner of her mouth turned up in a smirk. “I’m just telling her. There’s no way
 to explain it – not to someone who hasn’t experienced it.”

Moonchild stared at both of us, her mouth a little ‘o’ of shock. 
“Oh...kay,” she finally muttered, tucking a lock of red hair behind her neck. “I did not expect to hear that. Clearly you two had a lot more fun in that bathroom than I anticipated…”

I grinned. “Wishing you were there?” I asked.

Moonchild reacted as if she’d been slapped. “Certainly not!”

“And yet,” I said, “you had every chance to run. Claire and I were, well...occupied
. You could have left us in the dust, gone back to the car, and hightailed it out of here. All three of us know we’re not getting onto that plane without a fight, Moonchild. So why didn’t you bail?”

She had no response to that. She tried to take another bite of her burger, staring at it like it had suddenly become a rock in her hand. Then she tossed it back down to the tray with a groan.

“I don’t know why,” she said. “I’m not acting like myself. It’s all because of your powers.”

I shook my head. “I disagree. I don’t think my powers are doing shit to you, Moonchild.”

She let out a scoff. “I explained to you how it works. You…”

“You explained how you think
 
it works,” I said, putting a fist down on the table. “Unfortunately for you, I just saw the inside of this woman’s head in ways that medical science is nowhere near being able to replicate. So I know
 how my powers turned her into a naughty little addict.”

“Aren’t I just
?” Claire cooed. She writhed in my lap, already ready to go again. “Remember how I said I wanted to show off in front of someone, Master? I’ve found just the girl.” She grinned at Moonchild. “Make her shield us again, so we can get dirty…”

“Later,” I said, giving her side a squeeze. “I don’t think my powers work the way you think they work, Moonchild. Sorry to say it, but you’re not being compelled
 into falling in love with me. You’re just seeing the world outside of your Leash for the first time in a while.”

“That,” Moonchild snarled, “is absolute bullshit.”

I gestured at the crowds. “Look around. These people are nothing like you and I. Hell, they’re not even moving…”

I froze. When had the cafeteria gone so silent?

 


“They’re not moving,” I murmured, my gaze traveling around the room. “Nobody’s moving. What the fuck!?
”

“They just froze,” Claire said. She slid from my lap, dropping into her battle stance like it was the most natural thing in the world. “Moonchild. What is this?”

“I...I’m not sure,” she blurted, pushing away from the table. She rose to her feet, looking around the room in confusion. It was like we were standing in the world’s biggest, most realistic wax museum: the travelers and customers around us were as still as statues, froze in whatever they’d been doing a few moments ago. “One of the Leashed must be using their powers…”

“Good,
” I growled. “This is just what we want. Let’s snap a few more collars and build ourselves an army.”

Claire, meanwhile, was studying a young woman sitting at the nearest table. She was a cute blonde in leggings and a tight-fitting sweater, who’d been in the middle of texting someone when she’d frozen.

“Master,” she said, poking the side of the woman’s head. “Can you reach into this girl’s mind? Maybe find out what happened?”

I tried it – and pulled back instantly. Revulsion filled me.

“She’s...blank
,” I said, pushing
 outwards to encompass all the minds in the room. Where I’d expected to encounter a rippling, whirling 
mass of thoughts and emotions, the cafeteria was dead quiet. Instead of a churning, busy beach, I was watching a still pond where nothing disturbed the surface. “They’re all blank!”

I couldn’t do this – not even with every ounce of power I had. Whoever shut these people down, even temporarily, had a greater control of their ability in their pinky finger than I had in my entire body.

Suddenly I was very, very afraid.

“They knew,” I said, glancing at Moonchild. “They knew I freed you. The thing inside your collar must have told them before I cut the line. That means…”


Oh no.
 I reached out further, pushing to the maximum range of my powers. Already dreading what I was going to find.

People. Lots of them.

“They’ve got the airport surrounded,” I said, opening my eyes. “They’ve done something to these people.” I swallowed hard. “They’re going to take us.”

Lightning crackled across Claire’s fingertips. “Like hell they are!”

“Fuck the plane!” Moonchild pushed away from the table, her face frantic. “We have to get out of here now
, Daniel! They’re coming…!”

I knew they were coming. In fact, I could feel them. A small group of minds were converging on the food court, moving with a speed that shocked the hell out of me. There were simple patterns of thought flickering across their minds that spoke of military training, but the figure leading them was a complete enigma. I couldn’t touch their mind at all.

“One of the Leashed,” I said. “Gotta be. Leading a small team...five, six soldiers. Get ready.”

“Ready? Hell!” Moonchild shook my shoulders. “We have to run!
”

“No,” I said, gritting my teeth. “Running was never the plan. We take them out here and now.” I glared down at Moonchild. “Will you fight beside us, or run? Choice is yours, Moriah. I leave it to you.”

Using her real name shocked Moonchild out of her stupor. “I...fuck you,” she said, rolling her eyes. “I don’t have a choice. Not really.” She glanced towards the entrance of the food court, the beginnings of a plan forming in her eyes. “Pretend I’m not here,” she said, nodding at an unoccupied corner of the room. “Maybe I can sneak up on them…”

Just then, the team burst into the room. Moonchild winked out, bending light around her body as seven figures entered the food court carrying rifles. They were dressed head to toe in jet black tactical gear, like something out of a video game.

Next to me Claire stiffened, readying herself for the attack. “Whatever happens, Master, I love you,” she whispered, giving my hand a squeeze. “One flesh
.”

“One flesh,” I agreed with a grin. “Let’s get these fuckers.”

They fanned out, rifles at the ready. The lead figure held up a hand, freezing the others in position.

Then something happened I didn’t expect.

The lead figure reached up and took off their helmet, letting it fall to the floor of the food court. Ice filled the pit of my stomach when I realized who – or what – I was looking at. A perky face with a bright smile. Long blonde hair in a shimmering ponytail.

Doctor Campbell.


Holy fuck!
 That was Moonchild, who’d just screamed mentally at both of us loud enough for us to hear. They brought out the big guns, Daniel. That’s the Leashed known as Legion! She-


Doctor Campbell pulled out a gun with a bright, electrified tip. She pointed it with unerring accuracy at the spot Moonchild was hiding and pulled the trigger.

Bright light flashed from the barrel, striking Moonchild in the chest. She sank to her knees, the illusion around her rippling as it collapsed. Her mouth opened wide with pain and shock as she stared up at Doctor Campbell, the hope in her eyes fading.

My mind was still reeling. This isn’t possible,
 I thought, trying to make it make sense. We killed her! I watched her die – she can’t be one of the Leashed…!


“Scurrying and hiding like a little rat,” Doctor Campbell snarled, grinning down at Moonchild. “Tsk tsk. But it was ever thus for you, wasn’t it, Moriah?”

A moment later, Doctor Campbell was on the ground. Lightning flashed from Claire’s hands, striking the guards and their leader in a dozen places. The air sizzled with electricity as she cranked her powers up to eleven, screaming with rage.

“You hurt us!
” She howled, baring her teeth like a vengeful Valkyrie. “You fucking bitch!
”

Doctor Campbell never had a chance to get up. Claire was using one 
hand solely on Campbell, the rest on the guards – then, suddenly, both
 hands were fixed just on Campbell’s prone form. Her body curled into a little ball as smoke poured from her uniform, the air filling with the smell of scorched meat.

Claire screamed again and again, filling Campbell’s body with so much voltage that it twitched and shook involuntarily. Even in death, she danced like a puppet.

When it was finally over, Claire slumped against me. Her shoulders rose and fell with exertion, but the look on her face was one of savage pride. “Got her,” she grinned, winking up at me. “I got the bitch, Master…”

The guards watched impassively. Then, as one, they each took off their helmets.


Each of them
 was Doctor Campbell.

“No,” I whispered, shaking my head. “Holy shit, no…”

“I’m sure you already know you’re surrounded,” the right-most clone purred, as casually as if she were delivering an interview back in my cell. “There’s no hope of escape, Daniel. If you and your little friend agree to come along quietly, without any further loss of...vessels
, I promise you won’t be harmed.”


Vessels?
 
What the fuck was she talking about?


Legion,
 I thought, remembering Moonchild’s hasty warning. One who is many. This must be her power – to control multiple bodies. Fuck, are all these guards clones…?


She glanced at the smoldering corpse on the ground as she spoke, making a face like it was a spilled bag of chips she’d been looking forward to eating. This woman is insane,
 I realized. Crazier than me or Claire could ever hope to be
.

“Harmed?” Claire managed to get back on her feet, as tired as she was. “All you’ve done is harm us, cunt!”

A cold smile spread across Doctor Campbell’s face. No – across Legion’s
 face. One of the Leashed. Capable of controlling multiple bodies at once, and feeding them into a meat grinder with no more thought than clipping her nails. A fucking monster, in other words.

“Why would they put a Leashed in charge of the Facility?” I asked. “It makes no sense!”

“You know her
?” Moonchild gasped, struggling in the grip of her own Campbell clone. “Wait, that means-”

Legion punched her in the face. Moonchild slumped bonelessly to 
the floor, unconscious.

“Blabbermouth,” the Legion closest to me muttered, brushing a lock of hair away from her face. “Such a little rat…”

Something told me Doctor Campbell was about to kill her. I couldn’t let that happen.

“I freed her,” I said, stepping forward. “She didn’t try to escape you or Abraxas. She’s got nothing to do with this – this is between you, me, and Claire.”

Doctor Campbell laughed. “Our bosses have decided that dear Moriah is...more trouble
 than she’s worth,” the Leashed said with a smile. “She’s going to the same place you two are – back to the Facility.”

Claire shook her head. “We’re never
 going back there,” she said, oozing defiance from every pore. To my eyes, she’d never looked more beautiful.  “Master and I are one
 now, you bitch. You’ll never split us apart, not ever again…”

For a moment, there was genuine shock on Doctor Campbell’s face. Then her smug, holier than thou air resurfaced, smoothing over her features.

“Well well, you’ve relearned your abilities faster than I anticipated,” she said, letting out a mad little giggle. For some reason, that giggle scared me more than everything else that had happened so far. “No matter. We’ll restore you to your proper place soon enough, Claire. Don’t worry – we will
 fix the damage this man has done to you.”

Claire’s entire body shimmered with lightning. “I don’t want anything you can give me. Master is my life
. No one’s damaged me except for you!”

Doctor Campbell clucked her tongue and shook her head. “Do you have any idea how long it took me to break that little bitch?” She ignored Claire, speaking directly to me. “And you cured all of it without even thinking
. It’s going to take a lot of shock treatment to turn her back into the broken, insane wreck she was when you met her…”

For a moment, I faltered at the thought. Claire did no such thing.

She laughed.


“I don’t know how you’re standing here when I already killed you once,” she said, charging up a blast, “but I don’t mind doing it again one fucking bit!”


“Kill them!” Doctor Campbell roared, gesturing at her clones. “Open 
fire!”

They did. But not in the way she’d commanded.

The guards on the far edges of the formation turned inwards as one, raking the clones with automatic gunfire. Bullets rippled through the front line, sending Legion’s bodies down in gouts of gore and blood. The lead clone managed to avoid the worst of it by flipping over a table and taking cover – but her other bodies weren’t so lucky.

The civilians sitting around the cafeteria weren’t lucky, either. A good half-dozen were laying on the ground after the initial volley, either falling over or slumped where they’d been eating. My powers hadn’t allowed me to control Legion’s clones with anything like pinpoint accuracy. At least I’d managed to keep the fire away from Moonchild.


This is their fault,
 I told myself, turning away from the bodies. They forced me to do this.


I tried to believe that.

Once the carnage was done, the clones I’d taken control of surveyed it passively for a moment. Then they tucked their rifles under their chins, nodded, and pulled the trigger.

I waited a moment for the smoke to settle. “Get out here,” I commanded, forcing my mental power into Legion’s prone form. “I want to do this myself.”

Doctor Campbell stepped out from behind the table, grinning. “Surely by now you’ve figured out the score,” she said, cocking her head to the side. “It doesn’t matter how many of my bodies you kill, Daniel – I’ll just keep coming. The real
 me, the one wearing my Leash, is nowhere near here. You won’t be able to use your little spring-the-lock trick on me.”

I knew that. But what I was about to do was still going to feel good as hell.

I scooped one of the guards’ rifles off the ground and pushed the barrel against Legion’s chest. “Pull your troops back,” I commanded, sounding more in control than I felt. “Let us get on that plane, and nobody else needs to die.”

Suddenly all traces of an expression were gone from Doctor Campbell’s face. She stared at me with no more emotion than a mask in a museum case, her eyes deep pools of darkness.

“Death is not an escape for me,” she whispered, shivering as if recalling all the times her bodies had been destroyed. “We could have had so much fun together, Daniel. You and I could have ruled 
that Facility, together. It’s not too late, you know. Abraxas doesn’t give a shit how I run that place, as long as I get results. We could pick right back up where we left off…”

I leaned in close. “I saw inside your head,” I growled, fingering the trigger. “I know
 the kind of plans you had for me and Claire. I will never, ever,
 let you lay a finger on either of us again.”

Before she could say a word, I pulled the trigger. Her clone slumped to the ground, a smoking hole in its ribcage, dead before it hit the ground.

I was already in motion. “That’ll be their signal to attack,” I told Claire, dropping the rifle and stalking over to Moonchild. “Are you okay? Get up!”

Moonchild was still comatose, out like a light on top of a few downed civilians. I reached into her mind, trying to figure out how injured she was. If she couldn’t get up and fight, Claire and I would have to leave her.

“Come on!” Claire added in, grabbing Moonchild’s shoulders and shaking them. “Wake up! We’ve gotta get out of here…”

I did the only thing I could think of – I pushed a mental thumb down all the way on Moonchild’s pleasure center. Her eyes snapped open, 
back arching like a bow as a hundred gallons of pure orgasmic bliss coursed through her bloodstream.

“Unnngh gawwwd!
” she screamed, a ragged cry of pure lust tearing itself from her throat. She slumped against the floor, staring up at me like she wasn’t sure whether she wanted to kiss me or kill me. “Fuck, that almost made getting shocked worth it…”

“You’ll have to do that to me sometime,” Claire said with a grin. “We’re not going to free any of the Leashed today, Master – they saw right through us.”

“You’re right,” I agreed. “Let’s get to that plane. Before they do.”

Hopefully we could still get out of here. And if it wouldn’t be without a fight, then I wouldn’t mind tearing through a few dozen Doctor Campbell clones.

She deserved the pain.


Twelve: Flaming Telepaths

“This place is so weird,” Claire said, jogging backwards down the concourse as we followed her. “I knew the Leashed were powerful, but this...this is insane
! Are all your co-workers like this, Moonchild?”

The sounds of gunfire echoed behind us as we ran, feet pounding against the tile as we sprinted through the packed airport. I wasn’t sure what they were shooting at: in truth, Legion and her army of clones were probably just trying to make as much of a scene as possible. The chances this adventure didn’t end up on the nine o’clock news were slim, and a few bullet holes in a wall were probably enough to convince the media that all this was some foiled terrorist attack.

“This isn’t Legion,” the redhead muttered, trying her best to keep up. Moonchild was more than a little frazzled from her near-death experience, not to mention the massive bolt of pleasure I’d used to shock her back to life. “I don’t know who the fuck is freezing all these people. Maybe a new Super? I can’t believe I let you talk me into this shit…”

“Not too late to give up,” I said, giving her a hard look as we ran. “You could always go back and grovel for Legion’s mercy…”

Moonchild barked out a short, flat laugh. “You heard her. I’m damaged goods now as far as Abraxas is concerned. They wouldn’t piss on my head if I was on fire. I’m compromised,
 Daniel.”

“You still seem pretty promising to me,” I said, glancing upwards. “Okay, the plane’s right up there. Just past those escalators…”

The main bank of escalators split the airport in two both horizontally and vertically – you couldn’t get to the second floor of the concourse without them. Since the flight we’d intended to take – the one that led to the state where my adoptive mother was throwing a rally – loaded from that floor, we had to go up. Still, climbing them was a risky gamble. If we made it to the top before Doctor Campbell’s clones could catch up and get a bead on us, it was possible to shake them – but if they got close enough before we reached the second floor, we were sitting ducks. They’d turn the airport into a shooting gallery.

And all that was before
 figuring out how to get a plane full of frozen passengers and crew off the ground. But there was no other option.


This is no use.
 The thought appeared in the back of my mind and wouldn’t let go. They have us surrounded. There’s nowhere to run. What are we doing?
 But I knew what awaited us if we gave up: the facility, and Doctor Campbell’s “humanity,” and the return of all of Claire’s mental demons.


I’d rather die than go back there

, I realized – and wondered if I’d have to make good on that threat before too long.

Of course the stairs weren’t moving – like everything else in this hall of horrors, they were frozen. We took the down stairs upwards, seeing as there were only a few statuesque pedestrians to block the way. I hopped up them two at a time, not daring to look behind me.


Any minute now, Legion and her goons are going to open fire,
 I thought. The temptation to push
 outward and check was almost too strong to resist, but I knew I couldn’t split my concentration.

A few steps behind me, Claire took a tumble and went down with a groan, clutching her knee. “Shit,” she grunted, waving away my offer to help. “Just go. They’re right behind us-”

“There they are!” An authoritative voice yelled. “Open fire!”

I glanced up. It was a good twenty or thirty feet to the rim of the escalator – too far to jump. The bad guys had us in their sight – we were fucked. We weren’t going to make it.

I reached backwards and squeezed Claire’s hand. One flesh,
 I thought, sending the image through to her mind. I felt her smile as the two of us prepared to go out in a blaze of glory.

Then the guards opened fire – and bodies toppled.

When I opened my eyes, I saw the damndest thing: myself, lying on the escalator pumped full of holes. Only it wasn’t
 me. I blinked and my face was replaced with a random middle-aged man in a business suit, flickering before going back to my expression and outfit. Claire and Moonchild lay right next to the phantom me on the ‘up’ escalator, bleeding out.

I glanced back at Moonchild, who nodded. She put our faces on these people,
 I thought, and used her powers to hide us.


More dead bodies we were responsible for. But they’d died saving us, so I couldn’t be too upset about it.

The three of us scrambled up the stairs. Legion stepped into the courtyard, examining the three bodies on the escalator with a skeptical eye. “Targets down,” she said, putting a hand across her forehead. “That was easy. A little too
 easy, if you ask me…”

She grabbed the rifle of a guard next to her and raked the escalator with bullets. Fortunately for us, they all hit the bottom half
 of the escalator, pinging off and ricocheting to down frozen members of the crowd. We were nowhere to be seen – and the sound covered our tracks.

More gunfire erupted beneath us as I reached the top of the stairs, practically tossing myself onto the landing. I whispered a silent prayer of thanks as Moonchild and Claire reached the concourse along with me.

“Fan out,” I heard Doctor Campbell say. “Check all the corners. That light-bending bitch could be hiding them anywhere…”

“Light-bending bitch,
” Moonchild whispered, a wicked look on her face. “Claire. You hear something?”

She frowned. Then something changed in the air, and both she and I heard it. Running water, coming from somewhere close.

“What did you do?” Claire asked, sounding excited.

“Broke a water main and cast an illusion on the floor,” she said, grinning as she gestured down the escalator. “Blast that bitch for me, would you, dear?”

For the first time, the three of us were on the exact same wavelength. A team.

Claire stood up at the lip of the escalator, obscenities pouring from her lips. The group looked up in unison, fanned out across the floor of the concourse. The floor beneath their feet shimmered, the bare 
tile replaced with soaking wet tile covered in nearly a half-inch of water.

They had just enough time to raise their rifles before Claire blasted them out of existence. Doctor Campbell’s second strike team was just as dead as her first.

“That should slow them down, Master,” Claire said, wiping her hands on her jean shorts as she surveyed the carnage. “More bodies, I’m afraid, but nothing we can do about that. Now maybe if we can get to this plane, we can – what the fuck is that!?
”

Moonchild and I followed her gaze. Halfway down to the loading bays for the planes, a shimmering radiance hung in the air. It was semi-transparent, colors flashing across its surface like a soap bubble. What the fuck was this?

Motion flashed beyond the bubble. People were moving
 over there.

“Come on!” I didn’t know what this thing was, but I knew I wanted to be outside of it. Maybe once we breached the bubble, we’d be free. I grabbed Claire and Moonchild’s hands, the three of us dropping into a dead run. I lowered my head like a bull preparing to strike, wondering dimly if this bubble would be solid when we hit it. Were we about to knock ourselves out?

Then we passed through, and the very air changed.

It was like stepping into a whole new world. Instantly, all the ambient sounds we’d hadn’t even noticed we’d been missing rushed in: the sounds of people walking and talking, the buzz of automated announcements about flights over the speakers. A stewardess walking by froze in her tracks and stared at the three of us, covered in dirt and blood, before running away with a terrified expression.

“They don’t see the bubble?” Moonchild looked back at the shimmering wall, dumbfounded. “This is high level
 power, Daniel. Whoever deployed this shit doesn’t fucking play-”

Everything froze.

The stewardess stopped mid-run, the world around us congealing into a lifeless, motionless form. Sounds died; we were back in the frozen mannequin warehouse version of the airport. The shimmery bubble was now thirty or forty feet ahead of us, almost stretching to the checkout counters.

“Shit, it’s moving!” I turned around, expecting to see guards behind us. There weren’t any – for now. “I thought we’d escaped!”

Moonchild was quicker on the uptake – or maybe she just had more experience with the Leashed. “It’s an area-of-effect power,” she said, 
gritting her teeth. “We outran it – then whoever’s casting it caught up with us. They must have moved them into the airport after we blasted Legion’s second wave of attackers.”

“You’re saying they’re generating
 this!?” Claire and I shared a look. Now that it had been brought to my attention, I couldn’t help but notice the way the shimmery bubble refused to sit still. Almost as if it were walking – moving at a leisurely, unhurried pace.

“Damn it,” I growled, staring through the wall at our flight. “We’re so close! We can’t let them freeze the plane! If that Leashed gets any closer, they’ll blank out the whole plane and we won’t be able to leave!”

“We just have to get far enough away,” Moonchild said. She sounded like she was talking to herself. “But it keeps moving. We have to slow it down – or push it backwards. But whoever that Super is, they’re strong as hell! We won’t stand a chance-”

Claire let go of my hand and stepped forward. “I’ll go.”


What!?
 “Like hell you will!” I roared, taking hold of her shoulder. “I’m not leaving you!”

“Yeah, that’s not happening,” Moonchild said, her facade breaking for the first time. “We’ll fight out of here if we have to. Even if it’s 
over a pile of bodies…”

I was happy that Moonchild was finally firmly on our side. But Claire wasn’t so easily swayed.

“It’s the only way, Master.” Claire’s voice was deadly serious. “They have us surrounded. Whoever that Leashed is, they’re insanely
 powerful if they can freeze that many people. Sure, we might punch a hole through the back of the concourse and run – but how many people will die?”

My stomach turned. “I don’t give a shit about that,” I told her.

She shook her head. “I’ve been you
,” she whispered, putting her hands on either side of my face. “So I know
 that’s a lie, Master.”

“We don’t have time for this,” Moonchild snapped. Beams of light played around her fingers, letting me know she was holding a considerable amount of her power in check in case we were attacked. “Make a decision: run or fight?”

“Once you’re in the air, you can fly right out of here,” Claire assured me. “They won’t risk blowing up a commercial airliner – it would ruin whatever story they’re planning to spin.” Her fingers crackled with power as she let me go, turning towards the escalator with a determined look on her face. “I can hold them off long enough for you two. Just go!

”

“I...I can’t! Are you fucking kidding me?” I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “You’re mine
, Claire. One flesh, remember? I’m not letting them have you – think what they’ll do to you in that fucking Facility…”

“You think I don’t know that?” Tears streamed down Claire’s cheeks as she spoke, yet her expression remained as fierce as ever. “You mean everything to me, Master. Everything
.” She put a hand against my chest, sobbing openly now. “The most important thing in the world is that you get out of this in one piece, Master. Because you are the most important person in the world.
 No – you are
 the world. My world. Which means you have
 to get the revenge you deserve!”

“Claire, no! You can’t!” Yet even as I said it, I felt my resolve waning. The shimmering bubble moved another few steps, almost engulfing the plane. If we didn’t stop its advance, our only method of escape would be cut off. “I won’t push you into this. I’m not using my powers on you, babe. This is your
 decision. But please, please
, don’t do this…”

Claire wiped tears from her eyes. “I love you, Master.” She turned to me, and the full force of the love and devotion on her face nearly tore me apart. “You’re the best thing that’s ever happened to me. You’re my King. I’ll gladly
 die for you.” She glanced at the escalator. 
“But I don’t think that’ll be necessary.”

“What? You think you’ll win?”

“No. I think I’m too valuable to kill. Once you two are clear, I’ll surrender, and Doctor Campbell will take me captive and ship me back to the Facility.”

“Sweetheart.” I swallowed hard. “That sounds worse
 than if she just killed you.”

Claire shook her head. “She had too much fun breaking me the first time. I fought her a long time, Master. Now that I know that I belong to you – that I’m part
 of you – she’ll never be able to get under my skin again. Go get your revenge. Then come save me.”

She stood before me revealed, like a warrior goddess. “And burn the fucking Facility to the ground while you’re at it!”

Before Moonchild or I could stop her, she jumped
 over the escalator, firing lightning in all directions. The sight of her fully powered up was so beautiful, so spellbinding, that it was only when Moonchild grabbed my shoulder that I could look away.

“That girl just made one hell of a sacrifice,” she said, tugging me towards the edge of the bubble. “Let’s not let it be in vain!”

I felt like complete shit – but I ran. I heard the screams of guards as we tore down the concourse towards the plane, along with the triumphant roar of Claire as she brought down holy hell on the monsters who’d mistreated her. She might have been opening the way for Moonchild and I, but this? This was her
 revenge.


I’m going to save you.
 I pushed the thought into her mind with as much love as I could. Once I deal with Senator Klein, I’ll have all the power. We’re coming for you, Claire. I’ll shut the Facility down and walk you out of it myself. Then we’ll tear it down together, brick by brick. I
 promise you that, babe. I promise you.


A moment later I felt her answer me. I know,
 came the two words. Along with them was a tidal wave of adrenaline, the thrill of battle surging through my veins. Take your time. I’m going to have a lot of fun murdering Doctor Campbell over and over again before you rescue me.


There were tears of my own streaming down my face as Moonchild and I burst through the bubble, reentering the unfrozen world.

Once we were free, everything was easier. I pushed
 out in all directions, neutralizing the stewardesses and the security as Moonchild and I raced onto the plane. Go now,
 I told the pilot, heedless of any pre-flight checks or making sure all the passengers were on board. Get in the air, fast!


He did. We were in the air in minutes, despite flight control screaming at the cockpit everything from they’d lose their jobs to they’d be blown up if they lifted off. None of it mattered: only my power did.

It was only once we were thirty thousand feet in the air, well out of the range of Panoptica’s pulses or that strange Super’s freeze ability, that I collapsed into my seat and began to sob.


Those bastards,
 I thought bitterly. They’re going to make Claire hurt for this.
 She’d been right about one thing – she was far too valuable to be killed. She’d be taken alive – but not because of her innate ability.

They’d take her because Legion could use her to hurt me.

The fact that Claire wouldn’t have had it any other way, that she’d walked into the jaws of hell willingly, didn’t take the sting out of it.

She was in the hands of the enemy now. And it was all my fault.


Thirteen: In The Sky

A carpet of clouds lay just beyond the window. At this altitude, they were a floor instead of a ceiling.

Moonchild watched me, slowly and sadly weaving an illusion that hid us from the other passengers. “I’m just checking,” she whispered. “Everyone on this flight is clean, right?”

“Yes,” I muttered. I’d rifled through their minds myself. Abraxas hadn’t managed to smuggle a spy on board. Or if they had, they were good enough at it that I couldn’t detect them – which meant we were dead anyway and there was no use worrying about it.

“Good.” Moonchild rocked back in her seat, then passed a hand over her sweaty forehead. “I can’t believe we actually made it out of there. I was so sure we were dead. Thank God for kamikaze girl, right, Daniel?”

The rage in my face made her shrink back against the window.

“I should strangle you for that,” I growled, nearly reaching for my powers. “We were one
, Moonchild. One.
 You don’t understand…”

“You’re right,” Moonchild said, startling me. “I have no idea what it 
was like for you two. Maybe...maybe sometime you can try and explain it to me?”

I looked up into her eyes. If what she’d told me was true, then she was already falling madly in love with me. The only way to stop it would be to let her go. Anything else, and the two of us would end up in bed together.

But Claire was gone. Without Moonchild, I’d be alone.

“I’ll have Claire explain it to you,” I said. “Once we get her back. Because we’re going
 to get her back.”

Moonchild made a face. “Look, I appreciate what she did, Daniel. Truly, I do. Without Claire’s sacrifice, none of us would have made it out of that airport in one piece. But the fact of the matter is-”

“I don’t want to hear this,” I muttered.

“The fact of the matter is
,” Moonchild said, pushing on anyway, “she did what she did to get us out of my organization’s clutches. Once we land, we can take off in any of a hundred different directions and Abraxas will never be able to catch us. She’s set us free
, Daniel. The one thing I never in my life ever expected to be.”

Bitterness filled me. “If that’s what you really want, you can leave,” I 
grunted. “Once this plane sets down, we can go our separate ways if it pleases you. But for a minute back there, I thought we were on the same team.”

Moonchild looked offended. “I didn’t say…”

“You didn’t have to.”

She cleared her throat. “What about you? Your girlfriend is in the hands of the bad guys. She’s probably just settling into her cell right now. Yet you’re still planning to go to this rally. You’re putting your personal vendetta over saving the girl who gave up her life for you. So you can take your holier-than-thou bullshit and shove
 it.”

I shouldn’t have let Moonchild taunt me. After everything we’d been through, I was frazzled and exhausted. My skin was thinner than usual, which made it harder to shrug off her barbs.

“Claire saw every part of me,” I retorted, slumping back in my seat. “Everything
. The good and the bad. She knew when she made that decision that this was exactly what I was going to do. She understands why I have to do this.”

“Oh, does she?” Moonchild didn’t sound like she believed me.

“She’s seen what I’ve been through,” I said flatly. The last thing I 
wanted right now was to have to relitigate my childhood trauma with a near stranger. “Anyway, we have more important things to talk about.”

Moonchild scoffed. “More important than Claire?”

I gave her a long, angry look. “Who put one of the fucking Leashed in control of an underground facility?”

That shut her up right quick. Moonchild literally let out a squeak
 as her mouth slammed closed.

“Seemed like you had some things you wanted to say about that,” I mused. “Things Doctor Campbell didn’t want you to say.”

She held her silence a moment longer. Then a long sigh escaped from her lips, and her shoulders slumped. “You know how I told you there were only two or three Leashed in the entire organization more powerful than me?”

I nodded. “Yes.”

She made a face. “Legion’s one of those three. And she knows it, too. She’s always been one of my more...difficult
 coworkers.”

I let out a laugh. “I’ll bet.”

“I didn’t know she
 
was the one in charge when you woke up. That’s...unusual, to say the least.” From the look on her face, I knew Moonchild wasn’t exaggerating. “Your whole plan to free the Leashed might have been doomed from the start. Legion might be unleashed already
.”

My eyebrows shot to my hairline. “Really?”

“As members of the Leashed, we have certain...moral prohibitions,” Moonchild said, sounding like she’d rather have avoided this part. “Among them, friendly fire
 is a particularly big no-no. Any Leashed with a collar would’ve been incapable of harming me, captured or not.”

I nodded. That made sense. “You’re all psychos,” I grunted. “But you’re company psychos, so you’re more valuable alive than dead. They don’t want you killing each other.”

“Or doing other things to each other,” Moonchild said, clapping a hand over her mouth a moment too late. “God damn it, I hate that you’ve taken away my ability to lie…”

I was intrigued. “Like what?”

“Like...you know what. Fraternization
.”

The laugh I gave to this was much more mirthful than the last. “That’s a fancy way of saying ‘fucking’, isn’t it?”

If you’d have asked me yesterday, I would’ve told you Moonchild was incapable of blushing. She did so now.

“That’s not the important part!” She flailed her arms in a way that was endearingly awkward. “Clearly there is some kind of coup going on within Abraxas. Legion might be moving against the Council – or she might have already taken them out! For all I know, she could be in charge of the whole damned thing!”

“Hmm,” I said, suppressing a giggle. “I wonder if she’ll change the rules about fucking?”

Moonchild’s stare could peel paint. “Do you think about anything
 that isn’t sex?”

I leaned back in my seat with an exaggerated yawn. “Yep. Revenge, mostly.”

She heaved a heavy sigh. “Well, no one can say you don’t stay on brand, at least.”

With that, she leaned back in her seat, rubbing her eyes. It was clear that she was exhausted - I wondered if she was anywhere near as 
beaten down as I was. Probably even more so, considering the amount of pain Legion had put her through.


So Legion took over the Facility before I arrived,
 I thought, pondering what Moonchild told me. I bet all those guards I saw when I woke up were her clones. I wonder if it was just me, Claire and her in the entire Facility.


Something about that scared the hell out of me. If one of the Leashed was that powerful, could anything stop them? Or would Doctor Campbell take over the organization entirely, then the world?

I might be the only one who can stop her, I realized. Damn – who’d have thought?

I watched a stewardess make her way down the aisle, handing out snacks and drinks to the passengers. Even though I knew it was coming, it was still strange when she skipped our row entirely – as if it wasn’t even there. Moonchild’s ability hid us.


Mom,
 I thought, glancing out the window. God, it feels wrong to even think that word. Abigail Klein was never my mother.


What an unhappy life it had been. The glitz, the glamour, the TV cameras everywhere – none of it mattered a damn, because none of it was meant for me. Senator Klein and her husband were the 
Dursleys, and I was the Harry Potter they kept stuffed underneath the stairs and only brought out during parties. A prop, a puppet, a living PR stunt. Only instead of Hogwarts, I’d been tossed in the Facility when I brought on too much negative attention...

“I wonder,” I mused, my words making Moonchild perk up. “You think any of this involves my sister?”

She did a double-take. “Now that
 is one hell of a segue. What makes you think any of this has to do with her?”

“Haven’t seen her since all this happened,” I said. “According to the news, she ‘disappeared’ at the same time that I did. Only she didn’t end up in the Facility like me. So what happened?”

There were only a few options, as far as I knew. One was that she’d been killed, but for whatever reason, I discounted that almost immediately. Heather was just as adopted as I was, but Abigail had always liked her more than me. She’d had her own closet, after all, which was bigger on its own than my room. They wouldn’t have ended her life if they could help it.

So what? Had she been freed? Shuffled off to an island somewhere to make the double disappearance even more salacious and sympathy-grabbing? It made no sense.

“Yeah, that is weird,” Moonchild said, thinking. “I kind of assumed you
 had something to do with that. I mean, you have mind control powers. You didn’t, uh...use them on her, did you?”

“Are you fucking kidding me? Of course not!” I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “Heather’s not blood, but still
...that’s gross! I’d never do a thing like that to someone I knew so well.”

Moonchild’s brows furrowed together. The look she gave me was one of supreme irony. “You’re kidding, right?”

I swallowed hard. “I...I made love to a foreign dignitary during one of my adopted Mom’s politics soirees. They caught us both skinny dipping in the pool behind the mansion, while we were in the middle of having sex.”

Moonchild’s ears pricked up. “Damn
.”

“I didn’t know what I was doing,” I said, shaking my head. “I’d felt my powers before, little murmurs of them under the surface, but...honestly, I thought I was going crazy. The moment I saw her, it just took control
 of me. We clicked like two people have never clicked before. It was like a whirlwind. She was out of her dress and in my arms thirty seconds after ‘hello, I’m the Senator’s son’.” I grinned like an idiot at the memory. “Jumping in that pool was the greatest fucking moment of my life. Even knowing all the trouble it 
caused, I’d still do it again in a heartbeat.”

There was a strange look on Moonchild’s face. “That sounds hot,” she murmured.

“Really?” I cocked an eyebrow. “You’re making fun of me again.”

“I’m not,” she said, straightening up in her seat. There was something strange about her manner – her guard was up, but underneath it she practically crackled with energy. “Really, I’m not.”

“Then what? Remember, can’t lie.”

“Ugh.” Moonchild made a face. “Unlike you and your girlfriend, I’ve had exactly zero chance to relieve my stress since breaking free of my Leash. You two had plenty of hot, sweaty monkey sex every chance you got – but the only pleasure I’ve felt since gaining my freedom was that five seconds you shunted into my brain when you thought I was dead.” She crossed her arms beneath her breasts. “Which I did not ask for,
 I might add.”

“Better than slapping you in the face,” I said with a shrug. “I’m sorry you haven’t had a chance to get off since I liberated you from slavery, Moonchild. Is that what you wanted me to say?”

She rolled her eyes. “Whatever.” Slowly, her gaze traveled to the 
first-class bathrooms. “I’ll be back.”

“Where are you going?”

She gave me a sharp look. “To take care of a few things. I’m a mess,
 if you hadn’t noticed. I need to freshen up.” The fingers of one hand wiggled, casting a shower of translucent sparks over our aisle. “Don’t worry, no one will notice you while I’m gone. I’ll order us a couple drinks on the way back.”

“You’re leaving?” I sat up a little straighter. “You should stay here.”

“You
 stay here, and jerk off or whatever,” Moonchild snapped. For someone who accused me of thinking too much about sex, she sure seemed pretty fixated on it herself. “I’ll get you a bag of airline peanuts – it’s been too long since either of us ate anything. I’m ravenous.”

She rose halfway out of her seat and glanced over her shoulder at me. “Stay put,” she said, stalking across the aisle.

Heads turned, seeing her for the first time as Moonchild made her way to the stalls. People averted their eyes at the sight of her bloodstained uniform, and if that didn’t dissuade them the look on her face did the job. She reached one of the occupied restrooms and slammed the door behind her, tugging the handle so hard the wall 
shook.

I slowly counted to sixty, eyeing the rows up and down as people went back to doing whatever they’d been occupied with a few minutes ago. Stay put?
 I thought, grinning. No such fucking thing, Moonchild
.

Once I’d finished counting I made my way to her stall. She’d left the door unlocked, which I took as one hell of a sign.

Moonchild looked up as I entered, her jaw dropping open. She’d been in the middle of washing her face, spraying water on her cheeks to wash off the blood. Tiny wet stains across her arms and chest showed she’d been trying to give her uniform the once over as well.

“What the fuck are you doing?” Moonchild asked.

“I’m getting you off,” I said, shutting the door behind me.

Her eyes narrowed. “I’m not fucking you.”

“When did I say I was going to fuck you?”

Inside the narrow stall, there was just enough room for us both to stand without touching. I put a gentle hand on Moonchild’s shoulders and sat her on the closed toilet, looming over her. Then, 
like a gentle surgeon who promised to ease the pain, I slipped into her mind.

Moonchild shuddered as mental tendrils caressed her pleasure center. She slumped bonelessly against the toilet, her head lolling back on her shoulders as she rode the first stirrings of pleasure. “Oh fuuuck
,” she panted, sighing contentedly like someone slipping into a warm bath.

“That feel good?” I asked, grinning.

She shot me a look. “I wish I could say no,” she whispered, “but some asshole
 stole my ability to lie.”

“You’re gorgeous,” I said, meaning it. I looked her up and down, admiring her sleek curves and toned body. “Lay back and enjoy this, Moriah. I’ve been dreaming about doing this to you since the moment I snapped your Leash…”

The use of her real name shocked her so much that she sat up. Before Moonchild could say a word, I wrapped my mental tendrils into a thick nub and jabbed it against her pleasure center. Her eyes rolled back in her head, a growl
 of primal bliss tearing itself from her throat as pleasure infiltrated her body.

“Holy shit
 you’re good at that,” she panted, looking up at me 
appreciatively. “Fuck you really do know how to manipulate pleasure…”

“Better than a bottle of Xanax and a blowjob,” I said with a smirk.

Moonchild giggled, a blush rising to her cheeks. “Never had either
 of those,” she confessed, biting her lip as she looked up at me.


Oh yeah,
 I thought. She’s definitely falling for me.


“Here,” I said, reaching deeper into her mind. “Let me show you.”

I had no idea how I did my next trick: it came to me from the same well of thoughts and feelings I’d drawn on back in my cell with Doctor Campbell. I reached into my own mind, grabbing the memory of Claire giving me road head as we tore out of the Facility. My mental powers amplified it, until it felt exactly as good and sloppy as it was in the moment – then I pushed
 those memories into Moonchild’s head in real time.

Her mouth opened wider than an opera singer’s as her ass left the seat. Her body trembled with never before felt pleasure as my
 sensation of getting a blowjob became hers
.

“Oh wow
!” She let out a gasp of triumph and pleasure, her fingers grasping at Claire’s invisible head. “Oh fuck,
 she’s a good little cock 
sucker, isn’t she, Daniel?”

“The best,” I agreed.

Moonchild began thrusting her hips upwards, exactly as if she were trying to fill the phantom Claire’s throat. “This is so fucking weird,” she panted. “So different
. Is this really what getting your dick sucked feels like, Daniel?”

“Yep. I’ll get to the Xanax part in just a second.”

“Oh, I’m never going to complain about giving one of these again!” Moonchild’s tongue lolled from her mouth, drool trickling down her chin as she pictured sucking and being sucked at the same time. “Fuck, fuck,
 something’s happening. Am I...am I gonna cum
? Are you going to let me feel what a man’s orgasm is like, Daniel? Am I gonna get to feel myself explode in a girl’s hot, wet mouth…?”


She loves this,
 I thought, grinning. And I haven’t even gotten started.


“We can do that,” I said, pushing the pleasure higher. “Right now, I just want to relax you, Moriah. Soothe all those worries…”

I was as good as my word. Moving with muscle memory I didn’t even realize I had, I took hold of the sections of her brain that controlled 
anxiety and depression, working my power like a master painter wielding a brush. Moonchild’s mind was a canvas full of angry splotches of trauma and pain – but under me, all of it was quickly washed away.

“Oh my gawwwd,
” Moonchild moaned. She was heedless as to how loud we were – both of us knew it didn’t matter. I had a mental lock on the passengers and crew. “Fuck, this is therapy
! Holy shit if you could bottle this you’d be a fucking billionaire. I feel like I’m on top of the fucking world…”

“Well, we’re on a plane,” I said with a snicker. “So technically, you are
.”

She let out a giggle. Moonchild’s head lolled on her shoulders as she stared up at me, riding the hard, primal edge of pleasure. For a moment, thoughts flickered behind her eyes – then her face changed.

“Take your dick out,” she whimpered, writhing with bliss.

The temptation to do so was nearly overwhelming. I wanted nothing more than to rip off my pants, mount her on top of the toilet and thrust my bare cock hilt-deep inside of her. Yet somehow I held back.

“I thought you didn’t want me to fuck you?” I asked.

A wry smile curled at the corner of her mouth. “When did I say you were going to fuck me? Take that cock out, Daniel. I want to see you fucking stroke
 it.”


Alright,
 I thought, looking down at Moonchild’s beautiful body. If that’s what you want, that’s definitely what I can give you.


I tugged down my zipper and reached into my boxers. My cock strained at the fabric, hard as an iron girder and throbbing with need. The head beaded with precum as I wrapped my fingers around it and began to pump.

“Look at you,” I growled, jerking off to the sight of Moonchild’s pleasure. “You were so high and mighty when I first met you. Now you’re just a shameless little whore. Everyone turns into one when I put my power inside of them…”

“Shut the fuck up,” Moonchild snapped.

The words were so shocking that I almost pulled out of her mind. “What!?”

“You heard me,
” she growled. Fuck, how did she manage to look like the dominant one while laying underneath me moaning like a slut? “Shut the fuck up and make me cum

, Daniel. Put all that nasty shit you’ve got inside your head inside me so I can fucking feel
 it!”

I hesitated, holding myself at the brink. Are you sure you can handle that?
 I wanted to ask. But one look in her eyes, and I realized she could.

The mental tendrils around her brain formed into a fist, then punched
 straight into her core. The dam burst, and everything I wanted her to feel came rushing in.

It was more than just sex. Oh, anyone with a dollop of mind control power could send the sensation of a tongue on a clit or a mouth around a cock into someone’s brain. This was as far past that as Rembrandt's frescoes were to finger painting.

What I did to Moonchild in that airplane bathroom was art
.

My thoughts twisted around hers, firing contradictory and mutually exclusive fantasies into her brain. In one she was dominant, completely in control – in the other, she was tied up, being whipped, begging her Master for dick. Every sexual fantasy I’d ever had while looking at her slid into her brain and shattered, breaking into thousands of fractal patterns that skewered both of our perceptions.

It wasn’t quite
 what Claire and I had done in the airport, becoming 
one, but it was close. I felt Moonchild come again and again, the pleasure coursing through her beyond one or even multiple orgasms. My own climax was fast approaching – I was going to build her up to the peak of peaks, then jump off along with her.

Right before I could, the world exploded in front of my eyes.

I was looking at porn. Or, rather, I was looking at porn of me
. Claire resolved before my eyes, riding my cock like a champion as the world split apart. What the fuck!?


I didn’t have time to think about it. My orgasm hit me like a bolt of lightning, destroying my control I had over my powers. The delicate dance of fantasy and control dissolved, replaced with surges of pure pleasure pushing into my brain and Moonchild’s. Dimly, I felt my cock erupt, thick ropes of seed spraying off into the ether as I grunted and groaned like a fucking caveman.

It felt like it lasted for hours. When I came back to myself, I was standing over Moonchild. There were thick streaks of semen all over her shiny black uniform, the pearly white a wonderful contrast with the fabric. Moonchild’s face was almost as red as her hair, flushed with the enormous exertion of her and my powers.

“What…” I gasped, trying to get control of myself, “the fuck
 was that?”

Moonchild gave me a guilty smile. “That’s what I was picturing happening in that bathroom while I was standing outside, listening to the two of you go at it. Before I decided I couldn’t take it anymore and hit the food court.”

I leaned until the back of my head was against the wall of the stall, closing my eyes. “Oh yeah?”

“It was either that or kick the damn door open and join you.”

I laughed. “I kind of wish you had.”

When I opened my eyes, the pleased look was gone from Moonchild’s face. She sat up abruptly, shoving me so she could stand up in the cramped bathroom. “You’d better go back to your seat,” she said sharply, fixing her hair in the mirror.

I watched her for a few moments in disbelief. “You sure? We didn’t actually do
 anything. If I can make you feel that good without touching you, just think what I can do once you take your clothes off-”

“I’ll keep my clothes on, thanks.” She glanced down at her outfit with a pinched expression. “Though you’ve done your best to ruin it. I need to get all...this
 cleaned up. I’ll join you when I’m done.”

I couldn’t believe the total one-eighty she’d just done. For a moment, I’d thought we had a connection
. Not as strong as the one between me and Claire, but still?

“Moriah-”

“It’s Moonchild
,” she snapped, without turning from the mirror. “A don’t forget those drinks. Suddenly I am very
 thirsty.”

I didn’t forget the drinks. But by the time the stewardess appeared with two rum and cokes and a couple bags of airplane peanuts, both Moonchild and I were passed out in our seats. We barely even touched each other, but the orgiastic pull of my powers had left us as exhausted as if we’d fucked for hours.

We stayed that way the whole flight. By the time we woke up we were five states away, well outside of Panoptica and Legion’s dragnet.

It would be a while before we talked about what had happened between the two of us. Moonchild wasn’t ready.

It would take one hell of a revenge plot to get her to face the truth.


Fourteen: Monsters In The Ballroom

“Ladies and gentlemen, I present to you the soon to be re-elected Senator of our great state! Mrs. Abigail Klein!”

I watched from the balcony as the woman I’d been forced to call Mom
 for eight years stepped out onto the stage. She had the blandly good-looking face I associated with the kind of actresses who mostly did commercials – like what you’d get if you had a computer generate a composite based on a half-dozen female celebrities, but without any features memorable enough to stand out. Her suit cost more than most of her audience made in a year – probably more than she’d ever spent on housing and feeding me.

I was sure there wouldn’t be a single genuine word in her entire speech.

“Thank you so much!” Senator Klein flashed white, even teeth as she took the microphone. “Thank you all so much for coming out tonight to support this movement. Together, we’re taking on the intransigence of both parties – cutting away the red tape of Washington and reaching across the aisle to get things done together…”

“I hate that woman,” I muttered. Next to me, Moonchild snorted.

“You can’t hate
 
a politician,” she said, cocking her head to the side as she watched Abigail launch into her stump speech. “That’s like hating your dominatrix for whipping you. She’s only doing what you paid her to do.”

“That,” I said, staring at her, “is a terrible metaphor.”

Moonchild shrugged. “Whatever. Or it’s like the frog hating the scorpion for stinging it halfway across the river. It’s like ‘what the fuck did you think was going to happen, idiot’?”

Despite myself, I started feeling amused. “What if you don’t vote?” I asked, jostling her shoulder. “Say you just walk away – then
 are you allowed to hate them?”

“Then it’s like hating someone else’s
 dominatrix,” she said, watching Abigail go. “Or someone else’s scorpion. Wait – you don’t vote?”

“I’ve kinda been occupied,” I said with a smirk. “With the whole ‘being experimented on’ thing.”

“Oh.” Moonchild looked me up and down. “Well, I definitely won’t vote for your Mom, if you don’t want me to.” She leaned forward, dropping her voice to a whisper. “She kind of seems like a bitch anyway.”

Moonchild didn’t know the half of it. The horrors I’d experienced in the Klein household were of the variety you normally only confessed to therapists. Suffice to say, I had a valid reason to want the Senator to get what was coming to her.

If I’d wanted, I could have walked right down to the podium and put a knife through my adoptive mother’s throat. No one would have stopped me; even with thousands of people surrounding her, there were no protections that could save Abigail Klein from my powers.

But even though my gut churned pure acid as I watched her hype up the crowd, I knew I wouldn’t do it.

I had bigger plans for her. A quick death would be way too easy.

“Come on,” I said, standing up in my seat. Once Abigail’s speech was over, she’d retreat to a backroom for one-on-one meetings with her high-value donors – kind of like the ‘meet and greet’ rock bands did with their dedicated fans, only with way more money and corruption involved. Her guards would be minimal, making it a perfect time to strike.

We were halfway down the stairs, almost to the promenade, when I froze. Abigail had just started talking about me
.

“As I’m sure you’re aware, this has not been an easy year for me,” 
she was saying. I could almost feel the audience preparing their sympathy noises, their attention sharpening as Abigail reached this part of the speech. “I dearly miss my children, Daniel and Heather, and pray daily for their safe return. Despite the fact that we’ve had no contact from their kidnappers for the past nine months, I can’t do anything but believe that I’m going to get to hold my babies again someday. It’s the only thing a mother can do…”

Holy shit. Were those tears
 I was seeing in the audience? Jesus, Abigail was good. Kidnappers indeed. Fucking hell.

Moonchild’s assessment of the speech was no less on the nose than mine. “Jesus, she’s laying it on thick,” the redhead murmured, catching an angry glance from a bystander near the stairs who’d heard. “You’d think she actually missed you or something like that.”

“Anything she can do to appear human,” I said, ducking out of the crowd. Behind the back rows was a narrow concrete staircase that wound around the arena, which would normally be used for concession stands if this were a sporting event. Instead, they were filled with shills hawking campaign merchandise.

“Woman likes the look of her own face,” Moonchild said, glancing a stall selling Abigail Klein hats and shirts. She shook her head, giving the whole thing a dismissive shrug. “Who the hell buys all this shit?”

I didn’t know, and I didn’t care. The energy in the air felt electric; by now, Abigail must have been reaching the climax of her speech. She’d be backstage soon – and when she got there, I’d be waiting.

The green room was tucked away in a far corner of the convention center. Moonchild and I got lost a couple of times, making a wrong in the identically sloping hallways. I had to reach into the minds of a couple guards to get the exact directions.

The sounds of applause came muffled through the concrete wall as we rounded the corner. Had we been in the arena, it would’ve been nearly deafening: out here, it was a gentle roar. Abigail would be leaving the stage, replaced by a DJ playing a set of ‘patriotic club music’ for the hoi polloi
 to enjoy. It sounded like hell on Earth to me.

“This is it,” I said, ducking through an unmarked door. It looked like every other random hallway in the place, but the corridor it led to was ten degrees cooler and filled with stairs that wound the opposite way around the building. I compared it to the guard’s memory I’d peeked at and nodded.

By the time we reached the green room, we were ready. I pushed
 out with my powers as I walked, putting a giant blind spot in the eyes and ears of Senator Klein’s guards that was shaped like Moonchild and I. It was so easy to do with my powers now – the level of control I had made the Daniel who’d escaped from the Facility look like a 
toddler. I could kill Abigail, make her scream loud enough to shake the foundations of the convention center, and no one would notice a thing.

I reached for the final door – and Moonchild’s hand came down on it, wedging it closed. “You still haven’t told me the plan,” she said, a strange expression on her face. “What are we doing with her, Daniel?”

What was
 the plan? I’d had so much time to think about this since escaping from the Facility; in a way, it was all I thought about. Revenge powered me almost as deeply as my desire to control the people around me. I’d been fantasizing about this reunion from the moment Claire and I busted out of my cell.

“First, we pump her for information,” I said. “If anyone knows what happened to Heather, it’s her. I might not particularly like my adopted sister, but she doesn’t deserve to be tortured.”

Moonchild smiled. “I know who does
 deserve it,” she purred. “This bitch, right?”


Well, now
, I thought. Now that we were at the moment, I was surprised at just how game Moonchild was for all this. Maybe she was a little bit more evil than she let on. She was definitely salivating at the thought of making someone hurt who deserved it, in any case.

In that, we were in total agreement. I hadn’t decided if I was a bad guy or a good one yet, but one thing was clear: people who treated others the way Abigail did deserved
 what was coming to them.

“We’re going to hurt her,” I said, nodding. “Trust me.”

Moonchild nodded eagerly. “So...I blind her first, then you start in on the pain? Or did you want to do this in a way that leaves marks?”

I shook my head, laughing. “We won’t have to lay a finger on Abigail Klein to hurt her, Moonchild.”

She frowned. “What?”

“I’m going to take the thing she loves most in the world away from her,” I said, gently tugging her hand away from the knob. “The only
 thing she loves, in point of fact.”

Before she could argue with me I was inside, using my powers to scan the green room for inhabitants. I only picked up one signal; an irritated one that couldn’t have been anyone other than my adoptive mother, Senator Abigail Klein.

“What the hell do you mean, escaped?
”

I suppressed a snicker, deadening the sound of my footsteps in her 
ears. Not that I needed to – she was on the phone. I could hear her pacing back and forth, her heels clicking against the concrete. Abigail wore those goddamn things everywhere – even when she spent an entire day at home in the mansion, you’d hear the click-click-click
 of her traveling from room to room. I used to think she did it as a form of psychological torture: later, I realized she just didn’t care.

They projected a certain kind of image, and for Abigail Klein, image was everything. So if that meant wearing tall, strappy fuck-me heels with red bottoms to official events, it didn’t matter how much her toes and ankles protested.

“You didn’t tell
 me he had help!” Mom snarled, the tapping of her foot betraying her nervousness. I grazed the edges of her mind – not deep enough to be noticed, just enough to sample her emotions. She was pissed off as hell, and clearly taking it out on whoever had the unfortunate chore of being on the other end of the line.

She was also fucking terrified.


“Yes, I heard
 about the airport,” she snapped, cutting off whatever the speaker on the other end of the line had been saying. “Everyone and their goddamned grandmother has heard about the terrorist attack on the airport! But I thought all that damage meant you obliterated
 the fucker!”

Moonchild and I shared a look. It was hard for neither of us to bust out laughing.

“Well I’m glad you got somebody
 out of it,” Abigail said in an acid tone. I winced reflexively at the sound of it; I’d been exposed to that narcissistic spiel more than once. “If only you’d grabbed the boy who’s an actual threat, all of this might have ended up different!”

I sidled closer, pressing gently into my adoptive mother’s consciousness. I couldn’t help it – her tone was grating. I wanted to calm her down, soothe her in a way that wasn’t too far off from what I’d done to Moonchild.

My mental powers queued up a hit of Xanax as I prepared to round the corner. Let’s get you relaxed,
 I thought, gently pushing through her resistance. It’ll be good for you to chill – at first, anyway…


I froze, reeling. Touching Mom’s mind was like slipping into a warm bath – taking control was so easy and good that I realized something that shocked me to my core.

This wasn’t the first time someone had done this.

Abigail’s head rocked back on her shoulders as the relaxation hit her. “Look,” she muttered, slurring her words slightly, “just tell me this. We’re safe, right? He’s not going to fuck with us here?”

Behind me, Moonchild hissed. “What are you waiting for? Grab her!”

“Something's wrong,” I said, clutching the side of my head. “Moonchild, I’ve touched
 this woman’s mind before. Or someone else has. I know the signs of it like the back of my fucking hand!”

“Yes, I know.” Mom sounded like she’d downed a couple glasses of red wine between one sentence and the next. “Of course. I appreciate the security team being doubled. If he dares show his face here, Abraxas will be ready…”

“What’s gotten into you?” I could feel Moonchild’s irritation rippling off of her, no mind control powers needed. “Who cares if you’ve used her powers on her before? Why are you freaking out?”

“I never touched her,” I muttered. The world blurred around me; nothing made sense. Abigail, Heather, my family...I knew
 what they’d done to me. And what they’d failed to do. I still carried the scars.

I’d used my powers for the first time at that party.

But then, why was my mother’s brain so perfectly primed for control? As if someone had been ordering her around for years?

Why? WHY!?


“Yes, I’m taking the pills,” Abigail said, her tone clipped and even. “I know I’m
 safe, darling, but what if he decides to...I don’t know, use someone else to take us hostage?”


Pills? Safe?
 It took me a moment to realize what she was talking about. The same people who’d thought doping me to the gills inside of the Facility would keep me away from my powers must have given Abigail some drug designed to shield her from my mental abilities. Only it clearly wasn’t working, because I was already touching her mind.

As far as I knew, the only thing that could actually stop me was one of the Leashed’s control collars – and there was no way you could have talked Abigail Klein into wearing a thing like that.

With a grunt of frustration, Moonchild gave me a shove. The two of us shot past the green room’s divider, coming around the corner and nearly colliding with Abigail. She stared at us, then at her cell phone, her eyes going wide as saucers. All the color drained out of her face.

Before she could say a word, I snapped into motion. “Hang up the phone,” I said, pulling the proper levers inside of her mind. “Now
.”

Abigail complied instantly. The call ended with a mechanical beep, the screen of the cell phone darkening into a black mirror. It was the first time Abigail and I had laid eyes on each other for nearly a year. 
I savored the moment, watching the shock in her face deepen into the realization of just how screwed she was.

“You…” she croaked.

“Shut up
,” I snarled, robbing her of speech as easily as thinking about it. “You don’t fucking speak unless spoken to. Give me the phone.”

She handed it over without a word, though I could see her struggle through the wrinkles in the corners of her mouth.

Moonchild gave me a sideways glance. She looked worried. “What the fuck happened to you back there, Daniel? Is your head in the game or not?”

It was not.

“Your mind is like a fucking sponge
,” I said, nearly losing control of my voice. “I want to know who did that to you, and I want to know right fucking now!”

There was nothing but confusion in Abigail’s face. “What are you talking about?” she asked, shaking her head back and forth.

I sent a spike of pain so strong Abigail would have crumpled if I 
wasn’t holding her up. She tried her damnedest to scream; only a thin wheeze managed to escape from her throat. Her legs kicked out uncontrollably; her eyes whirled in their sockets.

When it finally ended, Abigail was like a rat caught in a trap. Her gaze traveled to the door, practically begging for someone to come in and stop us.

“You won’t get away with this,” she muttered, her eyes filling with hate. “I’m an important person.
 You don’t get to lay hands on me and live-”

I couldn’t take it anymore. With a scream, I grabbed both sides of Abigail’s head and lifted her off the ground.

Her feet left the floor with a disbelieving squeal. I heard Moonchild gasp behind me; if I wasn’t so focused on Abigail, I would have been gasping, too. I had no idea where this strength had come from – maybe I was using my powers on myself, overclocking my muscles in order to intimidate Mom. I didn’t care.

“Who!” I roared. “Who
 brainwashed you!?
 Because it wasn’t me, it couldn’t have been me-!”

Mom’s eyes rolled back in her head. A single word spilled from her lips, fringed with pain.

“Heather.

”

I dropped her to the concrete. Abigail landed badly, but I didn’t care. I ignored the way one arm jutted out at a strange angle inside of her power suit as I glared down at her.

“Heather. Heather.
 Fuck, that makes sense,” I said, pressing the heels of my hands to my forehead. “You always did treat her better than me.”

“It wasn’t on purpose,” Mom said, wincing with pain. “You were both little brats. Neither of you were worth the adoption. I told
 my advisors we needed to focus on kids from a third-world country. You didn’t hit any of the demographics that would’ve boosted turnout-”

“Enough,” I said, feeling suddenly drained. Now that I was here, face to face with the woman who had caused me so much grief, it all felt strangely anticlimactic. What had I expected – an apology? Some remorse? Closure? Abigail wasn’t even spitting defiance at me. She didn’t bother.

She just didn’t care.

I’d never been anything but a prop to her before my disappearance. Why would things have changed now?

“Tell us more,” Moonchild said, moving the conversation along when I wasn’t able. I appreciated that. “Both of the kids you adopted had powers?”

Something about Moonchild’s tone made Abigail’s mouth snap shut. “Yes.”

“You knew?”

“We...suspected.” Abigail grimaced. “It was why Abraxas forced the two of you onto me. It was an experiment – raise potential recruits in an atmosphere of political intrigue, give them skills that let them navigate situations requiring finesse.”

Moonchild nodded as if she’d been expecting this. “I’m one of the Leashed,” she said simply.

I didn’t think Abigail could have looked more shocked than she did when she saw me. I was wrong.

“You…” Abigail trembled, struggling to back away. “You’re one of them
?”

“I’m free now,” Moonchild said with a shrug. “Turns out your ‘useless’
 kid has a few tricks up his sleeve.”

Abigail looked stung.

“It makes sense,” the redhead continued, nodding at me. “We tend to break things when we get called in. Heads, treaties, corporate power structures...Abraxas never uses a scalpel when a rocket launcher would do. It sounds like you and your sister were supposed to be very important people, indeed.”

The revelation shocked me. “But I never…”

My eyes narrowed. Something clicked
 inside my head, and suddenly I understood everything.

“...you stole
 it from me.”

Abigail swallowed hard, then steeled herself. She thinks I’m going to kill her,
 I realized. And shit, why wouldn’t I?

“Heather and I, we were supposed to be stars
,” I said, baring my teeth. “That
 was your agreement. And you wriggled out of it the moment you met us. Only Heather got control of her powers faster than I did, which is why she got everything and I got jack shit!”

“Girls mature faster than boys,” Abigail said, staring at the floor. All the fight had gone out of her now – she was like a deflated balloon. “You’re right, Daniel. I robbed you of your future. Of your birthright. I never thought you or
 your sister deserved it
.” She spread her arms. “But at least Heather had the balls to go against me. All you did was cower like a little bitch!”

A dull pain filled my chest. I’d lost even more than I thought. I hadn’t just been tormented by Abigail – I’d been robbed of the life I was supposed to have. All because she was a narcissist who couldn’t see beyond her political career. It was almost staggering
 in its arrogance.

I tried to picture the life I should have enjoyed. That one, amazing day when the ambassador and I made love in the pool – would that have been every
 day, if Senator Klein wasn’t such a monster? Tears formed in the corners of my eyes as I grieved what I’d lost. What I hadn’t even realized
 I’d lost until this moment.


At least Heather got out,
 I thought, staring at Abigail. When had the woman gotten so small? Wherever she is, I hope she’s in a better place than I am.


“What are you waiting for?” My adopted mother lowered her head, staring at the floor. “Take your revenge, son. That’s what you wanted, isn’t it? Just go ahead and get it over with. I’m tired of all the Washington bullshit, anyway…”

It was. But something about this wasn’t right.

Moonchild pushed against my shoulder. “Come on, Daniel – make a decision. Are we going to kill this bitch or not?” Something twisted in her face. “Are you really going to let her talk to you like that?”

I was. Because unlike Moonchild, I understood why Abigail was winding me up. She wanted to escape me, of course – that was right at the top of her list of ways she’d like to end this encounter. But if it came down to it, she’d rather I kill her. As long as I didn’t do the thing both she and I knew I wanted to do.

“Mom,” I said. It was maybe the third or fourth time I’d ever actually used the word to refer to Abigail.

Her head shot up.

“Where’s Heather?” I asked. “Where’s my sister?”

Abigail was so gobsmacked that for a moment her mouth worked soundlessly, struggling to find the words. When she finally spoke, there was something in her face that hadn’t been there before.

“I don’t have the faintest idea,” she admitted, looking like a real mother for the first time. “They took her at the same time they took you, Daniel. They used different trucks-”

A blinding pain shot through my skull.

All three of us grabbed our heads, groaning in shock at the sudden stab of agony. It rolled from one side of my brain to the other, a familiar ache that made my teeth ache and the world go blurry. I recognized it instantly.


Panoptica,
 I thought, pushing through the pain. She’s back…


“Fuck!” Moonchild recovered first, her hand pressed against the concrete wall for balance. “They followed us. Of course
 they followed us…”

“They jumped on the very next plane,” I said, not taking my eyes off Abigail. My power worked inside of her head, so subtle that she didn’t even notice what I was doing.

Moonchild gave me a sharp look. “You knew
?”

Of course I knew. There was nothing that was going to get between me and my revenge – not even Legion. She could bring her whole fucked up crew of super powered sluts in choker collars to kill me if she wanted. It wouldn’t stop me.

Abigail let out a little moan as the alterations I made in her brain rose to the surface. “You...you bastard,” she muttered – yet all the heat was gone from her tone.

Whatever else I’d done with my adoptive mother today, I’d forced her to hold up a mirror to her own failings. She didn’t like what she saw.

I wished that feeling was more satisfying, but it would have to do. For now.

“You know what you have to do,” I said, cocking my head. “Right?”

Tears streamed down Abigail’s face as she nodded. “You’re going to ruin me,” she growled through gritted teeth. “This is going to destroy everything I worked so hard for-”

“Good. It should
 be destroyed.” I put a hand around Moonchild’s waist. “Let’s go, babe. Our work is done here.”

“What? Are you serious?” Moonchild looked from me to Abigail, then back again. “You didn’t do
 anything!”

“I did plenty,” I said. “You’ll see. Come on, let’s get the fuck out of here before the cavalry shows up.”

As we left the room, I took one last look at the woman who’d failed to raise me. Abigail sobbed openly now, fully cognizant that what I’d just commanded her to do would destroy her life. Her entire political career, the house of cards she’d worked so hard to build, was about 
to come toppling down, and there was nothing she could do about it. All she’d have to do to avoid it is keep her mouth shut – and yet, that was the one thing on Earth she couldn’t do.

Because I’d been inside her head. Giving her a compulsion
. One so strong she wouldn’t be able to shake it until it was exorcised, even though it would cost her everything.

I winked at Mom as the door closed, then sprinted down the hallway with Moonchild.

“I don’t understand a goddamned thing,” she said, huffing as she struggled to keep pace with me. “You told me you wanted revenge,
 you goof! Why did you decide to leave her in one piece? Sudden change of heart?”

I shook my head. “I told you. Hurting Abigail Klein would do nothing but make her a martyr. So I did the only thing I could – take away the one thing she loves above everything else.”

“What’s that?”

 


I grinned. “Her image.
”

There was commotion in the convention center by the time we finally shot through the double doors. I pushed
 out with my mental 
muscles, creating a blind spot in the center of the crowd as we pushed through the cramped dance floor. Guards filled in around the edges of the arena, shouting into walkie talkies as they received their orders from outside.

I looked around for any sign of Leashed I could use my powers on, but whoever Abraxas had sent were staying at a distance for now. That was good for us – it gave us cover to escape. Yet it was frustrating. When was I going to get the opportunity to stick it to these assholes?

Another blinding pulse rolled over our heads. Panoptica’s scanning ability crisscrossed the arena, and by the time it faded the guards were heading in our direction. They can’t see us,
 I realized, but she can.


Something clicked inside my head. As long as they have Panoptica,
 I thought, Claire, Moonchild and I will never be safe.
 Even if we moved across the country, or fled to some far-off part of the world, she’d be able to track us down. There was no hiding from those pulses – my mental powers and Moonchild’s illusions were completely useless in shielding us from it.

Which meant we needed to take her out.

I glanced back at the stage. There was a flurry of activity around the 
entrance to the backstage area, as Abigail’s aides tried desperately to stop their boss from returning to the podium. Fat chance,
 I thought with a snicker, leading Moonchild further towards the exit. They might as well hand in their resignation letters right now.


“Moonchild,” I said, having to yell to be heard over the crowd. “How close does Panoptica have to be to scan us?”

The question caught her off-guard. “Maybe fifty miles!?”

Shit. Too far. Way
 too far.

“You don’t think she might be closer, do you?” I held out hope that maybe she was just outside the arena, in a car or an armored truck or something like that. If she was nearby, we could strike, even if she had Legion defending her.

Moonchild shook her head. “They wouldn’t risk her. She’s probably right on the outer edge of her range right now.”

Damn it! “Alright. Let’s roll, then. Fuck…”

Far behind us, Abigail Klein finally broke free and made her way to the podium. “Everyone, please! Please quiet down – I have a very important announcement to make!”

The crowd, which was already on edge from the increased presence of guards scurrying around the arena, fell silent. All eyes turned to her – save for Moonchild’s and mine, of course. I was more focused on exiting.

“Nine months ago,” Abigail explained to the cameras, her face twisted in a grimace, “my adopted son and daughter were taken from me in the middle of the night by a clandestine organization that works with the United States government. What I need you to know is, they haven’t
 disappeared. I gave them away!
”

There were gasps around the room. I hesitated at the front door, trying to decide whether I wanted to hear this live, or on TV later.

I sighed and turned away, letting the door close.

I could listen to Abigail’s confession in full later. And honestly, it didn’t seem as important as it once had. My life was different now, thanks to my powers. What was more important was saving Claire from Legion’s clutches, and striking down Abraxas so me and my girls could live in peace.

And in order to do that, there was one Leashed above all I had to destroy.


Panoptica,
 I thought, shrugging off the latest scan as our car tore down the highway. 
You’re at the top of my list, girl. I’m either going to kill you, or turn you into my servant...



Fifteen: Dominance and Submission

“And tonight’s top story is one for the record books...or maybe the blooper reel.”

The newscaster, a young, fresh-faced blonde, beamed at the camera with her perfect teeth. “A rally for Senator Abigail Klein’s reelection campaign descended into chaos tonight when the Senator gave a bizarre, disjointed speech that appeared to validate some of the worst conspiracy theories surrounding her family…”

I sipped at my glass of whiskey, staring out over the city. After escaping the convention center one step ahead of Legion and her cronies, we’d driven until we could no longer feel Panoptica’s pulses – and then kept right on driving. Now we were hiding out on the top floor suite of one of the fanciest buildings in the city, decompressing.

I was confident we’d gotten far enough away to make ourselves safe from the Leashed – for tonight, at least.

An enormous flat screen TV dominated one of the walls of the hotel room. Abigail’s speech was the hot story on all the cable news networks. A panel of pundits were busy arguing over whether tonight’s events had been a confession, a bizarre prank or some psychotic episode. As I watched, one of the aides I recognized who’d 
tried to keep Abigail from going on stage joined in on a Zoom call, ready with a laundry list of excuses about the Senator’s ‘stress’ and ‘exhaustion’.

“This is boring,” Moonchild drawled. “No one gives a shit about one politician, Daniel. If you really wanted revenge, you needed to think bigger.”

I turned to the bed with a smirk, the ice in my drink rattling against the glass. Moonchild was splayed out on the king-sized bed, stripped down to her bra and panties with a plate of pizza in her lap. A half-empty glass of red wine sat on the bedside table, the bottle nearly empty. We’d ordered in from a nearby Italian place as soon as we got a locked door between us and the world.

Don’t worry, I tipped well. The manager at the front desk had been more than happy to open up the cash register and help us out with a little monetary donation.

“I’m beginning to wonder if revenge might not be slightly overrated,” I said, watching as Moonchild finished off another slice. How did she eat so much and keep that amazing figure, anyway? “What’s up with you, by the way? You’ve had a stick in your ass ever since I pulled you away from Abigail. Were you really looking forward to killing her that much?”

In response, Moonchild closed her eyes and sighed. She leaned back against the plush headboard, her long red hair falling over her pale shoulders. With a groan of relief, she took her wine glass and downed it in a single gulp, then licked her lips.

“Thank you for the last meal,” she said. “I would’ve preferred sushi, probably, but pizza and wine is nice. Go ahead.”

I cocked an eyebrow. “Go ahead and what
?”

Moonchild’s face went ashen. “Don’t make me say it, Daniel.”

I stared at her, not comprehending. “What do you want me to do to you?” A smirk spread across her face. “Are you asking me to give you the mile-high treatment again?”

A blush rose to Moonchild’s cheeks. “I heard what you told Panoptica,” she said in a whisper. Suddenly I realized she was trembling – Moonchild was terrified.
 “I’m the hostage, Daniel. You used me as a bargaining chip to get the Leashed off our backs. You told
 my handler that you would kill me if she broke the ceasefire and kept using her scans on us.” She glanced up at me, tears forming in the corners of her eyes. “They’ve finally decided catching you is more important than keeping me alive.”

Oh. Oh
. I stared down at Moonchild, feeling more than a little confused. “You can’t possibly want
 
me to kill you,” I said, cocking my head to the side.

“You have
 to kill the hostage,” she said, her lips forming a tight little line. “Don’t you see that? If you don’t do it now, they’ll know that you’re not as good as your word. That they’ll have leverage over you if they take the people you love...like your girlfriend…”

Suddenly it was all clear. I’d been holding Moonchild hostage – and Legion had Claire in the same position. By not killing Moonchild, I was as good as telling Legion I was too sentimental to put my money where my mouth was when it came down to brass tacks. They’d clearly reneged on the arrangement.

Which meant not killing Moonchild would be a sign of weakness.

But I didn’t want
 to kill her. Hell, I wanted to do something completely different to that gorgeous little superheroine.

“Moonchild,” I said, leaning over her. “I…”

“You know what you have to do,” she whispered. “Don’t be a fucking pussy, Daniel. Show them...show them that you’re a man of your word…”

“You’re right,” I said, climbing onto the bed. “I know exactly what I 
need to do.”

I reached into her mind and pushed
.

Moonchild arched her back, howling with pleasure as my power infiltrated her. Her ass left the bed completely, writhing with bliss as I shoved the remains of the pizza to the floor.

“Oh fuck
,” she whimpered, riding the high of my ability. After the concerto I’d conducted in her mind while we were in the air, slipping into her mind was both easy and intensely pleasurable. “Going to make it a fun death, huh? Well, I’m not going to fucking argue with you…”

I kissed her. I felt Moonchild’s shock through the bond, mingling with her pleasure. My knee spread her legs, grinding against the wet mound dripping through the thin fabric.

“I want you,” I growled. “I need you so fucking bad, Moonchild. I’ve got to have you…”

She hesitated for a moment, holding herself at the brink. Then, with a whimper, all her internal walls went down. A spike of pain erupted in my lip as she bit down on it, the taste of blood filling my mouth.

“You bastard,” she whimpered, wrapping her arms around me. “I 
was such a good girl before I met you, you know that!?”

I laughed, kissing at a throbbing vein in her neck. “You were never good.”

“Okay, I wasn’t good,” she mewled. “I did bad things. Really, really
 bad things. But I was obedient
. I always did what I was told, I never moved outside of my little box – and I never fell in love.”

My cock ground against the valley between her legs. Only Moonchild’s panties kept me from entering her, and I was about to tear those off with my teeth. Then that last sentence caught on my brain.

“Love?” I snickered down at her, gripping her arms as I pinned her to the bed. “Is that what you think this is, little girl?”

She shook her head, something wild and thirsty entering her eyes. “Oh, fuck
 no,” she panted. “I don’t love you, Daniel. But you’ve been fucking with my head since the moment I met you, and what I am
 is achingly, uncontrollably wet for you! Fucking feel
…”

She grabbed my wrist and shoved my hand between her legs. I tugged her panties to the side and slid two fingers into her warm, dripping slit. Holy fuck
 she was soft! Her silky walls gripped my digits tight as I explored her, sending paroxysms of lust through her body.

“I thought you were going to fuck me in that bathroom,” she whined, locking eyes with me. “It’s all I’ve been able to think about – even after you pumped me full of your powers, I’ve been so keyed up and horny I can’t stand
 it!”

I reached down and tore off her panties, then tossed them across the room. Her bra came next, unraveling in a pile of lace, and my face and hands were buried between her perky tits. Moonchild wrapped her legs around me, begging me to get inside of her.

“I don’t have a condom,” I growled against her neck. “And I can’t guarantee you I won’t supercharge your fertility while I’m fucking you, just to make you even wetter…”

Her eyes rolled back in her head. “You’re going to kill me anyway,” she said, a note of terror cutting through her lust. “You think I give a shit about birth control?”

Grinning, I guided the head of my cock into her slit and gently pushed. As I entered her, I forced myself deeper into her mind, amplifying every sensation until just the tip of my cock against her clit was enough to put her right at the edge. Moonchild turned into a wild animal beneath me, bucking and thrashing as the pleasure became too much to bear.

I dialed it back a bit, teasing her clit with my head. “You like me 
edging you like that, doll? I like driving you fucking crazy with my powers…”

“Just promise me,” she said, her face going serious for a moment. “Promise me you’ll get me off like you’ve never gotten me off, right before you turn off the lights…”

I thought about it and nodded. “I can do that,” I said.

She let out a relieved groan and wrapped her legs around me. “Then fuck
 me,” she growled, somehow managing to grab onto the dominant role by her fingertips. “Pound me the way you’ve been wanting to pound me since you saw me in that tight little uniform, stud…”


God damn she’s got a way with words,
 I thought, grinning.

Then I ratcheted my hips forward, thrusting deep into Moonchild’s cunt.

I filled her with one smooth stroke, bottoming out inside of her as my balls touched her thighs. It was an instant
 orgasm for the redhead, who’s screams were loud enough that everyone on this floor would be able to hear me fuck her. I liked the sound of that.

“There
 we go!” I roared, grabbing hold of the headboard and using it 
as leverage to fuck her harder. “Oh fuck, yes! Oh shit, your pussy’s so tight, Moonchild! Fuck, you’re making my dick feel so fucking good…!”

I could tell Moonchild liked that. Her nails raked my back as I pounded her deeper, harder. Her ass rose to meet me on every thrust, treating my dick like it was solid gold as it stretched her channel over and over again.

Then Moonchild started taking control, and things got even hotter.

“Remember in the airplane bathroom, when you made me feel
 what it’s like to get your dick sucked?” she purred, a naughty tone in her voice.


Couldn’t stop thinking about that, huh?
 I snickered. “Yeah,” I groaned, fucking her so hard the bed shook. “It was fucking wild!”

Moonchild nibbled her bottom lip. “Let me feel this
,” she begged, working her hips in a slow, amazing circle around my cock. “I want to know what it’s like to sink your big cock inside a tight, young pussy just this once. Before it’s all over…”

With a wicked smirk, I opened myself to her. More mental tendrils lashed themselves around Moonchild’s brain, connecting her to me with greater clarity and bandwidth. There was no ‘feedback loop’ - 
I’d more than conquered that now – yet I could feel the pleasure in her body as she ground against my throbbing cock, could smell and taste and touch all the things she was experiencing as the two of us fucked like porn stars.

“Oh wow
!” Moonchild’s head lolled back on her shoulders as the confusing, contradictory streams of pleasure collided in her brain. Most people wouldn’t have been able to handle it, but her super powers allowed her to ride the extreme bliss. She fucked me back even harder, knowing that she’d
 feel herself fucking her own pussy as she did it.

“Fucking great, isn’t it?” I panted. For a moment I lost my rhythm, just pounding between her legs like a fucking caveman. I could feel myself growing closer to the brink, getting ready to shoot. It was going to be a fucking geyser when I finally erupted.

Moonchild had other plans. She wasn’t quite ready for me to bust yet.

With a giggle, she grabbed hold of my shoulders and pushed, moving with a strength that was surprising even to me. My weight shifted and I found myself on my back, leaning against the headboard as Moonchild climbed on top of me.

“If this is really it,” she gasped, grabbing hold of my cock, “then I want to go out with a bang.
 
I’m going to show you exactly what having a super powered girl in your bed means, Daniel. Prepare to have your fucking mind blown…”

There was no way she was that
 amazing. As great as the sex felt, having her on top of me just wasn’t as great as full-on pounding her into the mattress. My hands went to her waist, preparing to slide her back beneath me where she belonged.

Then Moonchild began to change,
 and I realized how wrong I really was.

The hips I’d been holding were suddenly curvier, wider. Moonchild shimmered in my arms, her already gorgeous body flickering through a dozen different configurations. I watched her, spellbound, unable to do more than upthrust as hard as I could as I watched the show.

Between one thrust and the next, she went from a dusky brunette with the face of a famous actress and the body of an underwear model to a giggly, barely-legal cheerleader wearing the tattered remnants of a torn uniform. She rocked back, impaling herself on me over and over again, screaming in dozens of voices. Dozens of faces, each more beautiful than the next, as I grabbed her ass and pounded her as hard as I possibly could.

“Holy shit,
 
that’s amazing,” I growled, my cock jerking against the walls of her channel. I swore even that
 changed every time she slipped on a new persona, getting tighter or wetter or softer depending on who she was at that moment. It was the most incredible thing I’d ever experienced.

It felt like I was fucking dozens of women at the same time. The sensation was so strange and awesome that it nearly broke my brain.

The illusion shimmered, and for a moment she was Moonchild again, panting and sweating as she beamed down at me. Then she passed a hand over her face, and it was Claire who rode me.

I was shocked. A groan of strangled pleasure left my lips as Moonchild imitated her perfectly, her tight cunt riding me exactly the way my beautiful, brainwashed girlfriend would. For a few seconds I forgot that she was captive in the Facility, forgot everything
 except how amazing it was to have her body all over mine.


Claire,
 I thought, giving her ass a spank. Fuck you’re the best!


Then I touched Moonchild’s mind, and the illusion shattered.

She could tell from the look on my face she’d made a mistake. The light around her face rippled, Claire’s features dropping away in an 
instant. Moonchild lay in my arms, my cock buried balls-deep inside of her perfect tightness. She stared down at me with a worried expression.

“No,” I panted, cupping the side of her face. “Not that. You know that’s not what I want…”

“Then why were you fucking me so much harder when I was her?” Moonchild asked with a haughty laugh.

“Shut up,” I panted. “You know that was a mean trick.”

She relented. “Sorry,” she said quickly. “I got carried away.”

“It’s alright,” I said with a faint smile. “You just wanted to help.”

“I guess I was looking forward to having the three of us in the same bed,” she groaned, sliding down onto my cock as far as she could go. “Another thing I’m going to miss. Well, if not her, then how about this?”

Moonchild passed a hand over her face, shimmering with light. When she was done, the familiar face of Abigail Klein stared into mine.

“I’ve been such a bad
 Mommy,” the fake Abigail purred. God, she even managed to sound
 just like her. “I ruined your whole life, 
Danny boy. I’m a wicked, cock-blocking bitch! Don’t you want to take that frustration out on me?”

Was I into this? It was pretty fucked up. I should have said no, should’ve pulled out and insisted that Moonchild stay Moonchild.

But then my cock jerked inside of her, spraying precum against her walls, and both of us realized I was into it.

“If any man in your life had just once had the balls to bend you over and fuck your brains out,” I said, my eyes narrowing, “it might have loosened you up for once!”

“Oh, I know
, baby,” Moonchild-as-Abigail whimpered, putting just the right amount of remorse into her voice. “All I really needed was someone to teach me my real place! Someone like you
! You’re not afraid to bend Mommy over and show her what a good, hard fucking really is!”


This is so sick,
 I thought, pounding Moonchild harder. I shouldn’t be doing this.


But the fact that it was wrong just made it even hotter.

Besides, it was really just Moonchild riding me. It didn’t really matter who’s face she wore – she was still the same person.

But God damn
 
was getting to take out some of my frustration on a woman who looked just like Abigail fun.

“Come here, bitch,” I growled, sliding her off me. I couldn’t stand to have her riding me like that – I needed
 to be the one in control, the one calling the shots. I bent her over the headboard and thrust into her, burying my cock deep in her tight, perfect cunt.

“That’s right, Daniel, take control!” Moonchild was clearly enjoying being Abigail even more than I was. Her acting wasn’t quite Oscar-worthy, but as horny as I was, I didn’t care. “Pound me the way I know you’ve always wanted to! Fuck Mommy’s tight little cunt full of your load and make me pregnant!”


Fuck
! She’d just said the magic word. At the thought of breeding Abigail’s fertile pussy, my thrusts went into overdrive. I grabbed the back of her neck and pinned her against the mattress, her face down and her ass up as I went all the way in and all the way out, slow and savage. I watched my cock disappear inside of her then reappear like a magic trick, the veins in the side throbbing as I held back my climax.

Finally I couldn’t resist any longer. With a primal, caveman grunt, I buried myself as deep inside of her as I could and went mad. I hit the point of no return and kept on thrusting, slapping Abigail’s ass hard enough to bruise and pulling her hair as I used
 her body for the 
revenge I’d always wanted.

“That’s right, hurt me,” Moonchild-as-Abigail mewled. “Take out all that frustration on Mommy’s body, Daniel. I’ve been holding you back for years
, ruining your life, but now I’m finally underneath you where I belong…!”

A moment later the pleasure became unbearable. I sailed over the edge, roaring as my cock erupted inside of Moonchild. Thick ropes of hot, sticky seed flooded her channel, the detonations so intense I could feel them as they thudded against her soft, quivering walls. Moonchild let out a whine as she went over the edge with me, her face buried in a pillow as she shuddered and sobbed through her own orgasm.

I kept thrusting a long time, going nice and slow until my balls were completely drained inside of her. My brain was confused, foggy – part of me knew I’d been fucking Moonchild, while the rest was convinced I’d just sprayed my load inside of Abigail’s middle-aged pussy.

When Moonchild rolled to the side, her face back to normal, the confusion cleared.

“That,” Moonchild panted, “was definitely
 how I wanted to go out.” She collapsed against the pillow with a smile – a sweaty, freshly-
fucked mess. “Alright, go ahead. Do it, before I recover enough to be afraid again.”

I stared down at her, a faint smile on my features. “Do what?”

Her expression sharpened. “You know what. Taking a hostage gives you no leverage if you’re not willing to kill them.”

Grinning, I leaned over her. Then I planted a kiss on her cheek.

“But Moriah. Moonchild’s already dead.”

For a moment, there was confusion in her eyes. “What?”

“I killed Moonchild the moment I snapped your Leash,” I explained, tickling the portions of her brain that gave her doubt and disbelief as I did it. For her to raise resistance to the idea would have been a major setback. “You said it yourself – she’s damaged goods now. The Leashed don’t want her.”

Something impossible shone in her eyes. “But Daniel-”

“Your name is Moriah,” I grunted, pressing the head of my rapidly stiffening cock against her freshly fucked slit. “And right now, Moriah, you don’t need to turn into anybody else. You’re
 the one I want to fuck.”

Before she could react, I grabbed her by the hips and dragged her to the end of the bed. With her ass hanging over the edge, I was at the perfect height to bang her standing up. I grabbed my cock by the base and pressed it into her slit, slowly thrusting forward as I filled her.

This was different. Our first fuck had been fast, needy, filled with light shows and multiple appearance changes. This was about her and me. Just the two of us.

She met me on every thrust, staring up into my eyes as we fucked. Slowly her expression transformed, filling with the kind of love and devotion I saw every time I looked at Claire.

“I thought you said my powers wouldn’t make you fall in love with me,” I growled, rubbing her clit with my thumb.

Slowly, Moonchild shook her head. “They’re not,” she panted with a smile.

I leaned down and kissed her, hard and deep. Then my power went to work.

With more mental dexterity than I’d ever used in my life, I worked inside of Moonchild the way I had with Claire at the airport. The more we felt each other’s pleasure, the more the bliss skyrocketed – 
going way past the point of an orgasm. Only my mental control kept us from release, the dial ratcheting up higher and higher as the pressure built and built inside of our minds…


There!
 I screamed. Got it!


The two of us became one.

Unlike what had happened with Claire, this wasn’t an accident. I’d made this happen – because I wanted it to. I wanted Moriah to see everything inside of me; and I wanted the same for her.

Because I’d chosen
 her. I wasn’t sure exactly when I’d done it, but I had. I wanted her in my bed. In my harem, if you wanted to call it that. By my side as the three of us conquered the world, showing those who’d tried to control us exactly what idiots they were.

Moriah’s eyes rolled back in her head as a titanic orgasm rocked her body. The pleasure shot back and forth between us, amplified in a brain-shattering feedback loop. I shot again and again inside of her, each orgasm stronger than the last, completely losing control of my mental abilities.

It was insane. It bound us together forever.

When I finally came back to myself, Moriah and I were a tangled 
mess underneath the sheets. I was inside of her, thrusting without even being conscious of it. I buried my face in her cleavage as a final warm, blissful orgasm coursed through me, filling me with release. My cock jerked against her walls, but all that was left inside of my balls were a few drops. It didn’t matter – she was well and truly pumped full.

“That,” Moriah said after a while, “was the craziest thing that’s ever happened to me.”

“Claire and I did it,” I admitted, holding her close. With our naked bodies pressed together, we still felt kind of like one person. One flesh,
 I thought, remembering how Claire had put it. I couldn’t wait to connect all three of us this way. “Only it was an accident then. I didn’t know how to control my powers. I do now.”

“I know.” There was a strange look on Moriah’s face. “I...I kind of know everything
 now, I guess. About you. I was
 you. Fuck, that’s so fucking wild…”

“It is,” I agreed with a grin. “I liked it, though. I like you
.”

She caught herself and met my eye. “I love you,” she blurted, a blush rising to her cheeks. “But I guess you know that now, don’t you? You asshole
.”

“Hey now,” I said, leaning back with a sleepy smile. “How are you going to make fun of me now, Moriah? It’s not every guy that can use mind control to make his girl come for ten minutes straight.”

“Is that how long it was?” Moriah glanced at the clock, the time confirming her surprise. “Wow.”

For a while, we lay there together, staring up at the ceiling. It was a trip to enjoy the intimacy, the closeness. Moriah loved me. Did I love her?

My hand slid down to her ass, squeezing the supple flesh. Kind of
, I told myself. Although it was less ‘love’ than possessiveness, I supposed. Moriah and Claire were mine
, and that made me feel better than anything else on Earth. Made me feel like the kind of man who could conquer the world.


I’ve got to get my girl back,
 I thought.

Moriah had apparently been working down the same line of thinking. “We should assault the Facility,” she said, resting her head cheek-down on my chest. “Get Claire back. Then become the greatest team of villains this world has ever seen.” There was a fierce glint in her eye. “I want to make Abraxas bleed
…”

Just then, there was a knock on the door. Moriah sat up, surprised, 
but I chuckled and patted her shoulder. “I’ll get it,” I said.

She bunched the covers up around her body, hiding her tits. “Intruder?” she asked, more intrigued than scared. “Should I get the light show ready?”

“Nah. I’m expecting this one.” I threw the door of the suite open, still naked, to admit a frazzled-looking blonde in a rumbled business suit. She stepped into the room, her eyes trained on the floor.

“Holy shit,” Moriah said, letting the covers fall. “How in the world did you…?”

 


Abigail Klein stood before us. In contrast to our last meeting, where she was hurt but defiant, my adoptive mother was now well and truly broken. Shattering her career on live TV had taken all the fight out of her. She stared wearily ahead, waiting for the next humiliation.

“We were just
 talking about you,” I told her, giving Moriah a wink. “How funny you should show up right now, Mom…”

“I’m not your Mother,” Abigail said wearily. “If you’re going to kill me, Daniel, just please get it over with. You’ve already ruined my life – my career is over. I have nothing left.”

“What is with everyone expecting me to kill them today?” I asked, 
laughing. I gestured at an armchair in the corner of the room, next to the window. “Go sit down. And stay quiet. Moriah and I have things to discuss.”

Abigail barely spared Moriah a glance as she obeyed my command. The redhead had the covers around her thighs, allowing me to feast on the sight of her naked body. Her breasts and shoulders were covered with love bites, while there were clear bruises forming on her ass and around her throat.

I loved that – and now that I’d looked inside her head, I knew she did, too.

The wheels spun behind her eyes as she adjusted to the new situation. “You commanded her to follow us,” Moriah realized, giving me an appreciative look. “You gave her a second compulsion – one that took over once she made that speech.”

“It’s like you told me,” I said, hands on my hips. “You always need a hostage – one you’re not afraid to kill.”

Abigail crossed one leg over the other, smoothing down her skirt as she settled into the chair. Moriah looked my adoptive mother up and down, as if mentally comparing the illusion she’d created against the real thing.

“I guess you’re too tired to have fun with her right now,” Moriah drawled, yawning. “Are we going to make her sit there all night then fuck her in the morning?”

“We’re not going to fuck her,” I said, shaking my head. Abigail relaxed a fraction, and I realized she’d been expecting me to do just that. “I have a better plan for Senator Abigail Klein, Moriah. One that involves using her to the full extent of her value.”

As Moriah watched, I reached into my pocket and pulled out her Leash.

It only took a few moments of mental prodding to fix the thing I’d broken. The more I interacted with the strange collar, the more certain I was that the thing was designed
 to be opened and closed in this fashion. Whatever mechanical method of locking and unlocking Abraxas came up with for its agents had been grafted on later, after they no longer had someone with the mental ability to do what I did.

With the link restored, I thumbed the comms button and spoke, grinning like an idiot.

“Panoptica? This is Daniel. I’d like to make a deal…”


Sixteen: Children of the Grave

I expected shock and disbelief from Panoptica. Maybe even a little bit of humility.

I got none of the above. In fact, the voice that spoke through the Leash wasn’t even the woman herself.

“Daniel,” Legion purred. “How nice that you’ve finally decided to show yourself.”

I froze, a chill going down my spine at the words. No matter how many times I spoke to her, the voice of Doctor Campbell never failed to fill me with revulsion. And now she was here?


She’s been waiting for this,
 I realized. Sitting by the phone in case you called. Be careful, Daniel.


“Where’s Panoptica?” I asked, feigning a casual tone. “I was looking forward to hearing her whine a little bit more…”

“Taking a break,” Legion said smugly. “You need to give Senator Klein back, Daniel. You realize this, yes?”

My gaze traveled to Abigail in the corner. “That was the plan all 
along, Doc,” I said, sounding more confident than I felt. “I don’t want her. I’ve never been anything but a bargaining chip to her – why would she be any different to me?”

Abigail reacted as if she’d been slapped. Since Legion couldn’t hear it, she went right on speaking.

“Control of the Senate depends on Klein’s reelection,” Doctor Campbell said. “Normally we wouldn’t care about that, but Abraxas has a vested interest in making sure a few key bills go our way. Which is probably why, if you’ve been looking at the news, you’ve seen lots of discussion about
 that little speech you forced her to make the other night – but not much of the speech itself.”

“Fair enough,” I said, rolling my eyes. “I’m sure you people are very good at this.”

“Nothing’s happened that can’t be fixed,” Legion explained, “but she needs to be back on the campaign trail with a decent excuse pronto.” I could hear her vicious, acid smile through the other end of the line. “I think I already know what you want in exchange.”

I cleared my throat. “Two things,” I said, watching Moriah for her reactions to what I was about to say. “First, we do a straight prisoner swap. I’ll give you back Abigail Klein, and you free Claire.”

There was a brief pause. “Done. Your little skank is unimportant to my plans, although I was
 looking forward to some one-on-one time with her. What’s the second demand?”


I don’t even have to say anything,
 I thought, holding the band against my head. I know you’re lying
. There was no way Legion would have agreed to this – or any deal involving a transfer of prisoners – without a fight. At least a fucking negotiation. The fact that she wasn’t even trying meant she wasn’t even bothering to hide it.

Moriah’s face fell. She knew just as well as I did how the game was played.

“After the swap, we go our separate ways,” I said, my stomach sinking. “Abraxas leaves us alone, and we leave you alone.”

“Intriguing.” For a moment, I was strangely certain Doctor Campbell was rubbing herself as she spoke. “You really want to sign a peace treaty
, Daniel?”

Slowly, my gaze turned to Abigail. The woman looked small and frail in her chair, a competitor who’d been beaten down to the limit. Yet there’d been a time when this woman controlled my life.

“I want the same thing I’ve always wanted,” I snarled. “Freedom. I 
want the opportunity to become what I was always meant to be, with nobody holding me down. Not Abigail, not you
, not any Leashed-up psychos Abraxas might send after us. Leave me alone
, Doctor Campbell. That’s all I’m asking.”

“Your proposal is acceptable,” Legion said after a moment. “I’ll give you a set of coordinates. Not far from where you are. We’ve been tracking your location since the moment you reactivated the Leash, so we can pick a spot right in the middle…”

“No,” I shot back. “We choose the ground.”

This took her aback. I could tell from the sudden quaver in Legion’s voice. “Suit yourself,” she said after a moment. Where would you like me to betray you, then?
 That voice seemed to be saying.

“I’ve been studying some maps in my off time,” I said, watching the city through the window. From this distance, the twinkling lights looked like a field of stars. “Moriah and I are pretty sure we’ve figured out which old army base your people turned into the Facility.”

“Moriah?
” Legion sounded amused. “My, you two have grown quite familiar.”

I ignored the barb. “If I’m right, there’s a small lake about a half-mile 
to the west of the parking deck Claire and I escaped from. You should remember it, Doctor Campbell, since it’s where she murdered the hell out of you right before we broke out of there. You do
 remember being burnt to a crisp, don’t you? I’d feel terrible if you had some power to suppress your clone’s memories.”

I could practically hear Legion gritting her teeth. “I remember.”

I nodded. “That’s where I want us to meet. Right by the water. Bring Claire with you, and I’ll bring Abigail Klein. We’ll do the swap, then go our separate ways. Deal?”

Only now did Legion get suspicious. For once, I
 was the one agreeing to things too quickly.

“Wouldn’t you rather save the drive?” Legion’s voice had the same maddening calm that Doctor Campbell’s had held in the Facility. “We can come to you, Daniel! You don’t have to do anything…”

“Do we have a deal or not? I’m warning you, the things I have planned for Abigail will make that speech look like a charity auction-”

“Deal
,” Legion growled. “Be there at noon tomorrow. Shame I only get one night with your little tart, Daniel. I guess I’d better make it count.”

“If you lay a finger on her,” I said, “then the deal is off. You understand me, Legion?”

There was a pause. “You know, I think that’s the first time you’ve used my call sign,” she said, sounding amused. “I was beginning to think you were going to call me Doctor Campbell
 for the rest of our lives…”

“You think this is a game!?” I nearly slammed the Leash to the floor and stepped on it. How dare
 she? “You’re not the only person with leverage here, Legion. I can make things for you and yours very
 unpleasant.”

I heard her scoff through the line. “And how would you do that, exactly?”

With a smirk, I held the Leash out – towards Abigail. “Hey, Mom,” I said, artificially bright and cheerful, “tell the nice lady about your OnlyFans.”

In the same moment, I pushed
 inside of Abigail’s mind. It was so simple – the tracks across her brain were greased from multiple control sessions with Heather, and I was now dexterous enough with my ability to take full advantage of that fact. By the time Abigail opened her mouth, she wasn’t even forming words – I spoke through her, using her like a puppet.

“You have to get me out of here,” I made her say, literally putting the words in her mouth. “You have no idea what these perverted freaks have been making me do!”

“Senator Klein?” There was actual concern in Legion’s voice now. “Put Daniel back on the line. He has some explaining to do-”

“They made me strip
,” Abigail groaned. The words might have been mine, but the tone of loathing in her voice was all her own. “As if I were some kind of...of pornographic actress! They have a camera
, and they filmed me doing...doing...perverted
 things! You all promised me those pills would protect me – Abraxas promised me I was safe!”

Before Legion could say anything else to her, I turned away and lifted the Leash to my lips. “That’s right, bitch,” I said, savoring the moment. “It’s real easy for your people to hide one speech. A whole damn lot harder to ignore videos of your one hope of holding onto the Senate stripping down, sucking and fucking strangers. That’d be a real kick in the pants for her election campaign, wouldn’t it?”

“You...fucker
,” Legion snarled. “You wouldn’t dare-”

“One click and Abigail Klein’s OnlyFans page goes live,” I warned Legion. “And yes, I’m well aware it’ll be shut down within minutes. But copies of the videos will get dumped on every tube site on the 
internet. I’ll put that shit on TikTok if it means people will have eyes on Abigail getting her career ruined. Try me, Doctor Campbell. I really, really
 want you to try me.”

In truth, I’d done no such thing. I’d made the whole thing up – fabricated it from whole cloth, including the part where I’d made Abigail into a porn star. I’d never do such a thing in real life, and I didn’t know the first thing about setting up an OnlyFans. But I knew a thing or two about spite.

Which was why Legion didn’t doubt my commitment for a moment.

“I won’t touch your little slut,” she growled, though it sounded like it was taking everything inside of her not to go off on me. “She’ll be delivered to you happy and unharmed. With fucking bells on,
 if that’s what it takes. Happy?”

“We’ll see,” I said. Before Legion could say another word, I reached into the Leash with a mental tendril and severed the connection.

Abigail let out a low moan from her position on the chair. “You’re sick,” she said, sounding self-satisfied through all of her shame. “You’re a perverted little freak who uses his powers to control women. I should have strangled you and Heather the night those monsters at Abraxas dropped you off at my mansion…”

I towered over Abigail, commanding her with a mental push to look up at me. What she saw made her shrink back in fear.

The man she’d spent so much time denigrating and trying to destroy stood before her, unchained. Power flowed through me, a fierce look of pride on my face as I smirked down at her without a hint of worry. Abigail didn’t matter any more. I had Moriah, and soon I’d have Claire. My real
 family.

“I wasn’t a monster then,” I said, shaking my head. “I was just an innocent kid. You made
 me this way, Abigail. All of this is your fault.”

My power pushed against her brain, and she passed out. The all-powerful Senator slumped in her chair, drool trickling from a corner of her mouth as she began to snore.

There was no big moment of catharsis. No grand gesture where I either forgave Abigail or destroyed her completely. Her use to me was over; so I stopped thinking about her right then and there.

She simply no longer mattered.

My work with her done, I turned to Moriah. “I killed the Leash again,” I explained to her, tossing her the narrow band. She caught it without ever taking her eyes off me. “We can talk freely now.”

“That was amazing,” the redhead said with a smile. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen Legion get that pissed off before…”

I nodded. The blankets were warm as I peeled them back and got into bed with Moriah, prodding her with a mental push to throw her arm around me and snuggle up. In moments we were in the lap of luxury, all our problems forgotten for the moment.


Claire,
 I thought, holding the woman in my arms tighter. We’re coming for you, babe
.

When I glanced over at Moriah, she was watching me. Her dark eyes flashed in the dim light. “You know this is a trap, right?” she asked.

“Oh, definitely,” I said. “You heard Legion. She might as well have just said I’m going to stab you in the back
 straight up.”

That made Moriah giggle. “I’m guessing you have a plan, then?”

I grinned and kissed her. “They’re never going to know what hit them,” I said, lowering my voice to a murmur. “So this is what we’re going to do, doll. When they get to the lake, we’ll be standing there waiting for them…”


Seventeen: The Last Pale Light In The West

“You know what I love about the beach?”

I turned around, startled out of my contemplation of the waves. To tell the truth, this wasn’t very much of a beach – little more than a strand of rocky sand the length of a football field on the far side of some hills. A half-dozen signs stood out in the water warning people not to swim, as the water had once been used as part of a nuclear treatment plant. Not the warm, sunny picture you imagined when you thought of a day at the beach.

Doctor Campbell strode across the sand, dressed in the exact same outfit she’d been wearing that first day at the Facility when my cell door opened. It was as if she wanted
 to piss me off. Which, a moment later, I realized she absolutely did.

“Knowing you? Probably torturing ants with a magnifying glass,” I said. “Either that or burying kids up to their necks in the sand. Were you ever actually a kid, Doctor Campbell? Or did they grow you in a vat? Moriah and I have a bet going about that.”

My insults ran down Legion’s back. “It’s the sense of being on the 
edge of something great,” she said, ignoring me to look out over the water. It wasn’t the ocean, but the lake was large enough that you couldn’t see the other side over the horizon. “Something vast and unknowable, something bigger than you are or could ever be. It’s like the first step in a great journey, and you have no idea when or where the finish line is.”

I could feel my eyebrows furrow together. “It’s just some water,” I said. “It’s not even that much
 water.”

Doctor Campbell regarded me evenly. “Where’s Moonchild?” She made a show of looking up and down the beach, as if the girl were going to hop out from behind a dune at any moment. “She get cold feet?”

“She’s corralling the merchandise,” I said, gesturing towards the hill. The ground sloped sharply upwards there, forming a concave indentation in the earth almost like an awning. “Abigail’s been a bit of a handful. You know how politicians are.”

This was a lie, of course. Abigail was just as pliable as could be. But there was no reason for Legion to know that. Let her think we were just barely holding on by our fingertips.

“Of course.” She smiled sweetly, though the motion failed to reach her eyes. “We have your ‘merchandise’ on the way as well. You 
looking forward to having all this behind you, Daniel?”

I passed a hand over my eyes. This won’t be over until either you or I are dead,
 I thought ruefully. Legion would never give up on trying to break me, even if her handlers did their best to hold her back.

In fact – did she even have handlers now? From the way she’d spoken over the secure line, it certainly seemed like she’d managed to sideline Panoptica. Who was really in charge at Abraxas right now…?

My thoughts trailed off as a figure crested the hill, glanced down at the drop, then jumped. It was Moriah, dressed in a freshly-cleaned copy of her uniform. A few feet behind her was Abigail, the woman’s eyes fixed on the ground as she picked her way carefully down the slope Moriah had ignored. I’d given Abigail strict mental commands not to try anything during this meeting, although it wasn’t really necessary. She looked like she was just waiting for it all to be over.

Moriah practically skipped across the sand, heedless of Abigail dragging her heels behind her. She looked like someone enjoying a day at the beach, not a woman navigating a dangerous hostage operation. A grin spread across her face as she reached us - the look of someone who thinks nothing can ever hurt her.

“You’re chipper,” Legion noted with barely-concealed disdain. “How 
do we know this is the real Abigail Klein? I’ve seen what you can do with light, Moonchild.”

“Please,” I scoffed. “Abigail, tell the woman something only you would know.”

Abigail looked up mournfully.  “I first met you on New Years Eve 1998,” she said, spitting into the sand. “And all you and your rotten organization have done is fuck my life up
 ever since…”

Legion began to laugh. “Enough,” she said, holding up a hand. “Shut her up, please.”

A mental push
 was all it took. “Satisfied?”

“That’s the real Abby, alright,” Legion said, looking Abigail up and down with an amused look. “For the record, honey – you fucked your own
 life up. They call it a ‘deal with the devil’ for a reason.”

Abigail had nothing to say to that – but then again, she wasn’t saying much of anything at all.

Legion lifted a hand, and four figures appeared over the opposite hill. Three of them were dressed in black tactical gear, rifles strapped to their backs. The appearance of firearms only made my pulse quicken slightly. Each of them were masked up, but from the 
lockstep manner of their movement I was certain the faces underneath that kevlar were all Doctor Campbell’s.

The three with rifles led a fourth, shorter figure through the sand. This person was also dressed in tactical gear, but they moved with a herky-jerky sway that was nothing like one of Legion’s clones. My hands shook at the sight of them.


Claire?
 I wanted so badly to reach out and touch her mind, but it was taking all my power just to remain upright. I’d spent this entire time expecting Legion to betray us, planning for it – but what if she hadn’t? Had she’d actually brought Claire to the meeting, as she promised?

Moriah tensed next to me. “Why’s she in a mask?”

Legion gave an expansive shrug. “Same reason you’ve got the Senator on a short leash. That gear dampens her lightning powers. She was trying very
 hard to burn a few of my clones on the way out.”

It was a perfectly understandable excuse. I didn’t buy it for an instant.

The two of us gazed at each other across the sand. Legion had three clones, at least, but we had the combination of Moriah’s powers and mine on our side. Plus Claire’s, if we could get her out of that suit. I like those odds,
 
I thought.

Besides, I had the situation under complete control. Even if things went south, we’d switch to the backup plan.

I glanced from their hostage back to mine, sizing up the distance between our two groups. About as far as a high school quarterback could toss a pass. Fast enough to sprint if necessary, although the sand would necessarily slow people down.

“How do you want to do this?” I asked, watching the guards. Them going for their rifles would be the first sign of betrayal.

Legion shrugged. “On three, you let your hostage go, and I let mine. Both of them run across the sand – as fast as they’re able – then once they make it to their respective groups, we all go home. Sound good?”

It would have to do. “Alright. On three. One-”

Legion grinned. “Two…”

“Three!”

With a mental kick, Abigail Klein hustled across the sand. Just as I’d thought, the dunes made running in a straight line almost 
impossible. The Senator had to do a silly-looking crab walk, her legs extended to either side to keep herself from toppling as she ran as fast as she was able.

She only looked back at me once, with an expression of mingled anger and relief on her face. Probably she was happy to be rid of me – already dreaming of being free from my control, of being welcomed back into the bosom of an adoring public.

She’d never get the chance. Only it wasn’t my fault.

It was Legion’s.

The short hostage Legion’s guards let go had a much easier time of it. She ran nimbly across the tops of the dunes, jumping this way and that as if she were honestly enjoying the run. Then, when she reached the midway point between our two groups, she stopped.

Abigail tried to push past her, focused only on the goal. The hostage grabbed her around the waist and hugged her, pulling her close.

“What the fuck?” Moriah gasped. “What are they doing-”

On the opposite side of the beach, Legion’s guards unslung their rifles.

“Wait!” I growled, reaching for Legion. “Don’t-”

Too late.

All three guards opened fire. Not a single bullet was aimed at me or Moriah- instead, they focused on Abigail and their own hostage. Both of them went down, bodies pierced in a dozen places by high-impact rounds.

They were dead before they even hit the ground.

There was silence on the beach as the smoke rose into the air. Only the sound of waves reached my ears, mixing with the surge of blood from my own heartbeat.

Legion crossed her arms beneath her breasts, grinning at the pair of us. “You didn’t really think it would be that easy, would you?”

I couldn’t stop myself – I ran. Not away, which is what Legion probably expected, but towards
 the two figures on the ground. A pool of blood was already spreading across the sand as I reached the two hostages and kneeled down over them. Abigail was just barely alive, coughing up blood, but whoever lay next to her was stone dead.


Take her helmet off,
 I commanded Abigail. The force of my will reached through the pain and agony of her impending mortality. 
Do it!


With shaking, nerveless fingers, Abigail Klein managed to make her final act in life pulling a soldier’s helmet off of her head. The woman who’d adopted me, used me as a PR stunt and abandoned me collapsed to the sand, dead at last. No clever last words, no final act of defiance. Just darkness.

The helmet rolled onto the ground. The face underneath was Doctor Campbell’s.

Relief flooded me as I stood up. I barely even noticed that the three guards now had their rifles trained on me, or that Legion was gloating in ways that made her prior behavior look restrained. The hostage was a trick. She hadn’t shot Claire.

Claire was still in the Facility. I could save her.

Legion turned her attention to the three guards. As one, they all removed their helmets to reveal the grinning, flawless face of Doctor Campbell.

“Any contacts?” Legion asked, arching an eyebrow.

“Not a one,” the first guard said, pointing at me and Moriah and I. 
“Just these two.”

Legion tossed her head back and began to laugh. “I can’t believe you came alone,” she said, shaking her head in disbelief. “All this time, I’ve been hoping my first impression of you was wrong, Daniel. I didn’t want to believe someone as stupid as you could kill one of my clones. And yet all you’ve done is prove me right…”

I felt nothing but peace. The corner of my mouth curled in a smile. If Legion had noticed that Moriah was essentially immobile in the sand, she hadn’t started to question it yet.

“How’s that, Doc?” I asked, facing down the guns. “What was your first impression?”

More giggles spilled from Legion’s lips as she tried to master herself. It wasn’t working; she found all of this too funny.

“You’re a horny idiot,” she said, wiggling her eyebrows. “One who’s unable to see any further than the next wet, tight hole you can jam your dick into. Even if you’d somehow managed to escape me – which you didn’t – you’d never achieve anything with your powers. You’d just use them to get laid, because that’s the only thing your horndog mind can think of to want.”

I sighed heavily and wiped my forehead with the back of my hand. “Oh, that’s
 
what you thought?”

Legion nodded.

“God, I’m so relieved. I honestly thought you’d seen right through me.”

Legion’s face fell. “What?”

As one, her guards raised their rifles – and fired on each other. The sound of bullets tearing through flesh echoed across the sand as Legion’s face filled with rage.

“Not this time!” she screamed. She tugged a pistol out from behind her back and shot the remaining guard right between the eyes, killing them before they could open fire. “You think I didn’t prepare for that stupid trick, Daniel? Unlike you, I don’t make
 the same mistake twice!”

“I know,” I said, unperturbed. “I knew next time I faced you, you wouldn’t be stupid enough to sideline Panoptica.”

Legion’s lips twisted. “What does that slut have to do with any of this?”

I took a step forward. Then another, and another. Moriah and I advanced, moving in perfect lockstep. Still, still

, I could see Legion didn’t understand.

“You know what I
 love about the beach?” I asked in a mocking tone.

Legion raised the pistol and fired. She missed. Neither of us flinched.

“It makes you feel
 like you’re on the edge of something deep and unknowable,” I said, grinning as I got within arm’s length of Legion. “Like there’s a whole world of secrets just beyond your reach. But you know what you’re really
 looking at, Doctor Campbell? What you’re seeing the whole time you peer down into those depths?”

She put the gun an inch from my forehead and pulled the trigger.

“Your own reflection,” I laughed. “Nothing but a reflection.”

The bullet passed right through me, pinging against the sand. Something clicked behind Legion’s eyes and her jaw dropped open.

“You son of a bitch, you’re not here
,” she growled, glancing from me to the two bodies on the sand. “You’re just one of Moonchild’s stupid illusions…”

“Her illusions, my mental control,” I said, poking Legion’s forehead. My finger sank right in, as it was completely insubstantial. “Putting two Super’s powers together makes them so much stronger
 
than they’d be alone. I’m in your head, Doctor Campbell. Got you looking right where I want you to look.”

I didn’t need to be a mind controller to see how feverishly she was trying to think. “But if you two are working together to channel this, it means you’ve got to be close by. At least as close as Panoptica has to get to scan…”

Legion’s face went pale. “Shit.”

There was only one place close enough that was anything other than dry, barren desert.

The Facility.

Moriah and I were already there.


Seventeen: The Same Asylum As Before

Sparks flew before my eyes as Moonchild’s illusion dissolved. In the blink of an eye, I was no longer standing on a sunny beach, watching the look on Legion’s face deepen from ‘shocked’ to ‘seriously pissed off’. We were in the parking garage of the Facility: nearly in the same spot where Claire killed the original Doctor Campbell with her lightning powers.

I rubbed my eyes for a moment, waiting for the glare to fade. “That was a trip,” I muttered.

Moriah was only slightly less affected than I was. She shook her head back and forth, her long red locks flowing over her shoulders. “I’ll say,” she agreed. “It was a known fact within Abraxas that two of the Leashed using their powers in concert made them more potent than simply adding the two together. Still, to see such an increase…it’s staggering, Daniel. Why hasn’t anyone ever tried this before?”

“Reminds me of the hotel room,” I told her with a grin. Moriah’s cheeks colored as she remembered that wonderful moment of contact, the incredible merging of sensation when the two of us had briefly become one.

“Well,” she said, coughing. “Legion will be heading our way as 
quickly as she possibly can. Neither of us should be here when she gets back.”

It was a short ride on the elevator down into the bowels of the Facility. I tapped my foot nervously as we descended, trying to remember the layout of the place. My initial escape was mostly a blur, just the adrenaline rush of taking control of Doctor Campbell and springing Claire. Still, I was confident I could find my way back to the cells.

The elevator door opened. The interior of the Facility was just as empty as it had been during my escape, but now there was a curiously run-down quality to things on top of that. Almost as if whatever maintenance crews or custodians kept the place running had been let go, and not replaced.

“This place is a maze,” Moriah said, her eyes widening as she stepped off the elevator behind me. “How are we supposed to find Claire in all this? Locating one prisoner in all this is like picking a needle out of a haystack…”



I closed my eyes, focusing my power. “I don’t have to find her,” I said, my mind expanding in all directions at once. “I just have to let her find us…”

Just like the first time I’d used my powers in the Facility, I found the 
place practically deserted. The army of researchers, staff and administrators I’d have associated with an organization this large was nowhere to be found. Further and further I strained myself, trying to cover all the floors at once.

A terrifying thought occurred to me. What if Claire wasn’t here? Maybe Legion had killed her, or shipped her off to some other Abraxas-run location on the other side of the world?

For a moment, I panicked. Then something pulsed against the wave of mental energy, bringing with a one-word question that made my heart skip a beat.

Master?

“It’s her,” I said, smiling. Claire, hold on tight. I’m coming.


A spike of worry shot through the link between us. Master, it’s a trap! Be careful!


“It’s Claire!?” Moriah’s face expression brightened.

I nodded. “She says this is a trap.”

Moriah groaned and rolled her eyes. “Of course
 it’s a trap. Traps for Legion are like Pringles: once you pop, you just can’t stop. Makes 
sense she’d have a back-up plan.”


What kind of trap?
 I asked Claire. Not that it mattered – nothing would have stopped me from freeing her. Wild horses couldn’t drag me away from that girl. I’m not picking up any mental signals from your level besides you, Claire. Are there some of the Leashed in there with you?


There was a pause. I’m...I’m not sure,
 Claire thought. Master, please – I’m so scared. She’s been trying to break me…


My vision went red. I knew better than most exactly what ‘breaking’ a person meant in this context. I was going to make Doctor Campbell bleed
 once we were out of here.


Just sit tight,
 I told her, sending a soothing pulse through the girl’s bloodstream along with the thought. Master’s coming, baby. You, me and Moriah are about to turn this world upside down…


With her coordinates mapped out in my mind, it was easy enough to locate the cell block where they’d stashed Claire. We had to double back a few times, as the corridors weren’t quite as straight as I remembered, but we steadily made progress. I could feel the tension in the air thicken as we drew near, the set of Moriah’s shoulders bending with strain as we prepared for a fight.

Finally we reached the cell block. This one wasn’t quite the same as the one where we’d originally been housed. It was one long corridor, with cells on either end covered in thick, transparent glass doors. Each cell was empty.

“Claire?” I cupped a hand around my mouth, picking up the pace. She was close. “Yell for me, baby! Let us know where you are…”

As we rounded the corner to the very last cell, I realized the muffled thunking we’d been hearing for some time wasn’t a pipe – it was Claire hammering her cell door with her fists. The glass didn’t have a scratch on it, even as she pummeled it from behind with all her might.

Her face lit up like a Christmas tree at the sight of me. “Master!” she cried, sinking to her knees. “I knew you’d come for me – I just knew it!”

It was her. She was here, and we were all together, and everything was going to be alright. I put my hand against the glass, the pane the only thinking separating us from touching.

“You made me promise,” I said, grinning at her. “And I try to never break a promise if I can help it-”

A door in the top of Claire’s cell opened and a figure tumbled out. It 
rose up sharply, looming in the darkness behind the kneeling Claire like a monster out of a horror movie. As it stepped forward, I recognized the familiar face of Doctor Campbell. Legion.


Only this one was different. There was a slender collar around her neck, a single light on it gently flashing in the darkness.


It’s the real her,
 I realized with a start.

This Legion wore a Leash – meaning it was her true body, and not a clone. If I killed this Doctor Campbell, she’d stay
 dead. I intended to do just that.

But first, I had to get Claire away from her.

Doctor Campbell advanced steadily, grinning in the darkness. “I have to admit, that was a clever trick with the projections,” she said. “So clever that I’ve had to fall all the way back to my original body. Savor the sight, Daniel – this is a thing very few people have ever had the privilege to see. None of whom were allowed to live afterwards, in any case.”

Claire’s face turned frantic. She rose to her feet, slamming her body against the glass. “She’s here! Fuck, Master, help me!”

I knew what I had to do. Reaching out with mental tendrils, I 
grabbed hold of the lock on Claire’s cell and twisted. Just like with the Leashes, there was a tiny artificial brain controlling the operation of the door. A few seconds of the mental equivalent of lock picking and it would be at my command, same as Moriah’s Leash…

I blinked. Something was wrong. The lock wasn’t budging.

“Hurry!” Claire turned, charging lightning between her fingers. “Don’t get any closer, you fucking bitch!”

The two stared each other down. Claire, my
 Claire, crackled with electricity as she spit defiance in Legion’s face, ready to burn her to a cinder if she tried anything. Legion watched with an amused expression, her finger idly playing with the collar at her neck. I barely saw them: I was busy trying to get the fucking lock to give up, the same way I’d done to Moonchild’s leash. Damn it, why was this lock so much harder than the last one?

“You know,” Legion purred, sounding almost aroused, “I don’t think you’ve ever been given a full explanation of my powers, Daniel. You’ve seen me walking around with all these clones – these exact duplicates of myself – yet you’ve never really seen the process by which it all happens. How the sausage is made
, in other words.”

“I don’t care!” I forced more mental energy into the lock, trying to overheat it by sheer force of will. To my shock, it remained firm. As 
if someone…


As if someone had specifically prepared it to resist me,
 I thought, my jaw dropping open. Using the data they got from Moonchild’s Leash.


Oh shit. I wasn’t going to be able to break the lock in time.

Claire was all alone.

“You don’t care?” The pout Legion gave me through the glass would have fit right on the face of an underwear model. “I think you ought to care, Daniel. I really, really
 think you should.”

Then, before Claire could so much as fire off a single volt, Legion grabbed her.

Claire’s scream was sharp enough to travel through the walls, echoing over the glass. Legion hugged her tightly, her grin going too wide to be properly human as she shoved my girlfriend against the glass. Then her body went dark, and...and…

MASTER HELP MASTER HELP SHE’S INSIDE MY BRAIN

Claire began to melt around Legion, shimmering and bubbling like a lava lamp someone had thrown against a wall. Her facial features 
distorted, bones moving beneath the skin as Legion infiltrated her – the physical version of the mental connection the two of us had shared.

IT HURTS! MASTER HELP IT HURRRRRRTS!

I couldn’t turn it off. I had to feel every moment as Legion took control of her. Transformed her body, twisting her at the cellular level until there was nothing of the woman I loved remaining. Just another carbon copy of Doctor Campbell, her face pressed against the glass so hard it bruised.

Right before the end, a faint signal transferred through the bond, nearly dissolved by pain. One flesh,
 Claire whispered, then she was gone.

The woman I loved was gone.

I sank to my knees, sobbing. I’d had to feel
 her die – no, go through something worse than death. I could vaguely hear Moriah gagging behind me, the sight of what had just happened completely overwhelming her. I didn’t blame her, not one bit.

When I finally looked up, two copies of Doctor Campbell stood in the cell. One wore the Leash, but other than that, they were utterly identical.

The door of the cell slid soundlessly open. “Your turn,” Legion said, sounding like she was about to give me the best sex of my life. “Relax, Daniel. This will all be over in a minute.”

I couldn’t fight this. I couldn’t function
 at the sight of this. How was I supposed to resist Legion now? Killing Claire would have hurt me, but this – this was cruel. Inhumane. Sadistic.

Perfect for Doctor Campbell, in other words.

“Why did you do it?” I asked, glancing up at her with tears in my eyes. “Why would you...EAT HER,
 you freak!?”

The Doctor Campbell wearing the Leash shrugged. “We are Legion
,” she said, as if that explained everything. “I made a decision recently, Daniel. It was well on its way to gestation the first time we met in this Facility, but watching you has solidified it.”

“What’s that?” I asked, not caring. Nothing mattered now. There was nothing left for me, except…

Except…

Revenge.

The thought came cold and clear. I held myself against the floor, 
pretending like I was still too broken to look up.

“Supers are too dangerous to live,” Legion said with a faint smile. “As I’m sure your friend has figured out by now, most of Abraxas’ leadership is currently inside of me. Oh, there are a few of the Leashed running around, like that cunt Panoptica, but the backbone of the organization is broken. Soon it will all belong to me, and I’ll be able to run with the big dogs of the world. You know what I’ll do then?”

I shook my head. I had a feeling I wasn’t going to like the answer.

“Consume it all,” she said, making it sound like a spa day. “I’ll absorb everyone. Cities, governments, nations – all of it will be me.
 Just like I took over every person at this Facility to make the clones for my initial army.”

“You’re sick,” I said, sounding almost like Abigail. “Insane…”

“Your little crack about looking at my own reflection, Daniel?” Doctor Campbell ran a finger down the cheek of the woman who used to be Claire. “More on the nose than you’d think. But I like
 my own reflection. Oh, I most certainly do.”

I stared at the bare concrete, waiting for my moment to strike. I only had one chance – and to tell the truth, things were probably hopeless. Legion is too powerful to be stopped,
 
I thought, sending the words out in all directions to make sure Moriah heard them. Go out in a blaze of glory, babe?


I waited for Moriah to respond. And something did trickle into my mind – but it wasn’t Moriah.

Mmmaster?…

My fingers went white against the floor.  Claire? Is that you?


A faint sizzling sound reached my ears. There were sparks
 flowing from Doctor Campbell’s fingers – the Doctor Campbell who wasn’t wearing the Leash. How?


You bit off more than you could chew, bitch,
 I thought. That’s how.



Master!
 Claire’s voice crackled with distortion. I’m still in here, but she’s doing her best to eat me. I can’t…I can’t fight her…


Already the lightning was beginning to fade. Legion hadn’t even noticed it – she probably regarded it with no more concern than the death rattle of someone she’d just shot in the head. She probably went through this all the time – hell, she might even savor it.


Hang on, babe,
 I thought, sending it with all the love I could muster. I reached into my pocket, feeling for what I knew was there. 
Get ready to fire back with everything you’ve fucking got…


Legion bent over me, her skin turning black as her body stretched. I didn’t dare look up – even without seeing her, I got the impression of an open, hungry mouth.

“You’ll be with her soon,
” Legion growled in an inhuman voice. “You’ll all be together, watching me conquer the world and rule for all eternity. Doesn’t that sound even more fun than getting your dick wet…?”


At the very last moment, I struck. Legion reared back, the thing
 that she’d become dropping into a defensive posture as she prepared to ward off my last-ditch assault.

But I didn’t go for her. Instead I pivoted to the side and grabbed hold of the clone that used to be Claire. That still was
 Claire, somewhere deep inside, if only for a few more moments.

“What?” Legion looked like she wanted to laugh. “You can’t save her, you idiot! She’s already half-chewed – there’s so much of my power coursing through her veins I don’t know where she ends and I begin…”

“Your power,” I growled, pulling Moonchild’s Leash out of my pocket, “is fucking cancelled.

”

I slapped the collar around the clone’s neck. It fastened with a click, and a heartbeat later, the red light on the side flickered. The clone dropped to the floor, rippling, and by the time it hit the ground, it was Claire.

“No!” Legion roared. “You can’t-”

“Not to mention annoying as shit!
” I roared, pushing
 towards Doctor Campbell’s Leash.

Legion screamed in pain and rage, the half-formed monster she’d become reaching out for Claire again and again. Each time she touched her, the Leash pushed back her powers, repelling them as easily as it shook off my mental control and Claire’s lightning while it was around Moonchild’s neck. Claire lay on the ground, stunned, and every blow raining down on her hit about as hard as a fucking raindrop.

“Come here,” I roared, shoving Legion backward. Her shoulders hit the wall of the cell with a thud. She looked around frantically, realizing there was nowhere in the cramped confines to run.

“Yeah, these cells don’t give you a lot of room to maneuver, do they?” I aimed a punch in her direction and Legion twisted, narrowly 
avoiding it.

I’ll give this to Legion – she recovered quickly. I watched her visibly shake off the pain of losing her latest clone, her smile going savage as she turned her attention to me.

“Doesn’t matter,” she said, forming her hands into long, twisted claws. “Your powers don’t touch me! Your girlfriend was going to get to live forever inside of the great and mighty Legion – now she can die! All three of you will die!”

Those claws struck out again and again, seeking my blood. I backed up as far as I could, leaving the cell entirely and hitting the door of the one on the opposite side in my haste to get away. Legion kept right on coming, snarling with glee.

“I won’t even give you the privilege of becoming part of me!” Legion was more monster than woman now. Her bones shifted beneath her skin, as if she were trying to form more clones out of her own body. “If you’d just cooperated, Daniel, this could have been good
 for you! If you’d scratched my back, I would’ve scratched yours…”

Legion broke off in a scream, clutching at her face. Flares of light exploded in the space between us as Moonchild went all out, filling the air with a kaleidoscope of color. It knocked Legion back for a moment – and a moment was all I needed.

“Scratch this

,” I yelled, wrapping mental tendrils around the collar at her neck. Like the cell’s lock, this tiny AI was prepared for my powers. It put up one hell of a fight, screaming and screeching like a miniature version of the monster it adorned.

But it wasn’t as strong as me. And with Legion blinded by Moriah, I had the moment I needed to grab that stupid little daemon inside her Leash and twist it’s fucking head off
.

The collar shattered. Shards pinged against the wall of the cell as Legion’s Leash died a violent death. I’d pumped way
 more power into it than I expected: the resulting shock wave was enough to bring Doctor Campbell back to her senses, pivoting away from the two supers assaulting her.

For one horrible moment, Legion was free: unfettered from even the barest hints of morality Abraxas had tried to enforce. Her eyes shined with pure, unfiltered evil as she realized what I’d just done. A slow, horrifying smile spread across her face as the bliss of freedom rolled over her body.


“Thank you,
” she groaned in that barely-human voice. “For that, Daniel, I’ll kill you first…
”


Now or never,
 I thought, focusing my powers. For one moment, everything hung in the balance. If Legion escaped now, free from her 
Leash with the power to consume people and turn them into her clones, it would only be a matter of time before she conquered the world. Before everyone
 became her.

I raised my hands. Then I smiled.

“Freeze,
” I commanded.

Legion paused mid-step, one misshapen foot frozen a few inches off the floor. A confused look filled her face as she tried to move forward, then found she couldn’t. Her body quivered with energy as she fought me, trying to shake off my control.

Sweat broke out on my forehead. The mental tendrils around Legion’s brain slipped, then tightened. She’s breaking out,
 I thought, gritting my teeth. God damn it, she’s so fucking strong!


A gurgling, guttural laugh escaped Legion’s throat. “This
 was your plan?” she asked. Her voice was monstrous, with just a hint of her grating Doctor Campbell voice on the fringe. “Break my Leash and pin me to the ground like some kind of amateur? You can’t control me, Daniel! I am the most powerful Leashed to be born in a generation!”

She might have been right about that. But I wasn’t about to go down without a fight.

“Look at you,” the monster groaned, burbling with pride. “It’s taking everything you’ve got just to hold me back. You’re not even hurting me! Your powers are nothing compared to mine! Nothing!
”

Legion’s foot hit the ground. Slowly, with a halting shuffle, she took a step forward. Then another.

In moments she’d be on me. First she’d tear me apart, then she’d go on finishing what she started with Moriah and Claire.

“I’m not trying to hurt you,” I said.

Legion’s eyebrows furrowed together. “Huh?”

“I’m just trying to hold you still until my girls can fuck you up!
”

My power slipped – but for Legion, it was already too late. Hands wrapped around the monster’s throat from behind, crackling with electricity. Arcs of white-hot power coursed through Legion’s body as she twisted, staring into the face of Claire. The Leash around her neck clicked again and again, repelling Legion’s attempts to worm her way back inside of her.

“You can’t do this!” Legion howled. “You have no idea what a mistake you’re making…!”

“Seeing as she’s got the collar now, I’m pretty sure that makes 
her
 the most powerful Leashed,” I said, pulling away from Legion’s mind with a laugh. “I’m just glad she’s on my side.”

Smoke poured from Claire’s fingers as she turned up the heat. Legion’s feet left the floor, kicking madly as her body twitched from the assault. Thousands and thousands of volts coursed through her body as her clothes caught fire, filling the room with the acrid scent of burning flesh. It was too bright for me to see – all I could do was close my eyes, throw up my hands and wait for the end.

At some point, I felt Moriah wrap her arms around me, sobbing. I held her tight, pushing into her mind and blocking out the screams.

When it was all over, I opened my eyes. The thing that had once been Legion, Doctor Campbell and thousands of clones lay curled up in a little ball on the floor of Claire’s cell. Legion looked like nothing so much as a hotdog someone had left in the microwave too long – a pale gray, so dry that she resembled a rock. She looked like a statue someone had left on the floor.

Claire stood over her like a vengeful goddess. The twin storms of lightning around her hands died out, and there was silence in the cell. Her eyes met mine and she beamed, tears trickling down her cheeks.

“I killed her, Master,” she whispered. “The real
 
her. She can never hurt us again…”

Then we were hugging, and Moriah had her arms around both of us as she joined in, telling us how much she loved us. Around the world, what remained of Abraxas watched in slow-motion as the remaining Legion clones crumbled to dust, leaving behind nothing but the bodies of the helpless victims she’d absorbed. In the very oldest clones there was nothing left but a pile of half-consumed ashes.

All that was happening somewhere else, however. Right now the three of us were together, and it was everything I wanted it to be.

With a mental push
, I connected the three of us together. It wasn’t a full unveiling – we weren’t literally experiencing each others’ thoughts and emotions. This was just connection, warmer and more intimate than any hug. As both women sagged against me, holding me tight, I knew we’d never break this connection ever again.

No one was going to separate us.

“You did such a good job,” I said, kissing Claire’s forehead. “Thank you, thank you, thank you
.”

“We’re free,” Moriah murmured. “Not just off the Leash, but actually free
.”

I chuckled. “We weren’t free already?”

Moriah wiped the tears from her eyes. “You heard her,” she said, gesturing at the lump on the floor. “Legion hollowed out Abraxas – killed and absorbed all of their leadership, even before she walked into your cell. This Facility was all her:
 the researchers, the guards, everything.”

“Wow.” It was a lot to take in. “So all this is ours now?”

“If we want it.” Moriah’s eyes narrowed as she looked around the room. She could feel how both Claire and I felt about that idea. This was a bad place, with bad memories. “It might not be a bad idea to set up shop here, Daniel. Abraxas has been decapitated, but there are other groups of Supers out there. Not to mention any one of the Leashed left remaining could stage a coup, try and win back what Legion lost…”

Claire and I shared a look. “Fuck that,” I said. I’d never felt so sure of anything in my life. “Let’s burn this fucker down. We’ll make our own way, Moriah. You, me, and Claire.”

“Plus anybody else who comes along for the ride,” Claire giggled, giving me a slap on the ass. “Right, Master?”

I looked at the two women. Both of them could see inside my head – 
could feel the way I thought of them as my personal property. They didn’t care. They loved me, worshiped me – were helplessly devoted to me.


Moriah was right,
 I thought, reaching down and filling my fingers with handfuls of both Moriah and Claire’s thick, round asses. I’m addictive. And you know what?


I like it.

Together, we broke all the security seals in the Facility and poured kerosene everywhere. The sun hung low over the horizon by the time we made it back to the parking garage, a final trail of gasoline staining the pavement behind us.

“All we need is a spark,” I said, nudging Moriah. “You want to do the honors, Moriah?”

She hovered over the gasoline, lights flickering between her fingers, her lips pursed in thought. A moment later she turned away, giving me a strange look.

“I think I’d rather go by Moonchild,” she said, nodding at each of us in turn. “If we’re really going to be a new group of Supers, we’ve got to have call signs. The big boys will never respect us if we don’t.”


The big boys are never going to see us coming,
 
I thought with a grin. “Sounds good,” I said, sliding an arm around Claire’s waist. “What about you, babe?”

Claire thought about it for a few seconds, her head resting on my shoulder. “Oh, I don’t know, Master,” she giggled, nibbling at her bottom lip. “Why don’t you just choose something for me? You could tell all the other villains that you picked my name to show how deeply you control me…”

“I do
 control you,” I said fiercely. “But I want you to have this, babe. Go for it.”


The most powerful Leashed in a generation,
 I thought, watching her brow furrow as she tried to figure out a name. And she’s at my beck and call, completely devoted to my will. God, how did I get so lucky?


“Well…” Claire blushed. “This is kind of silly. But what about ‘Catastrophe?’”

Behind us, one of Moonchild’s sparks hit the trail of gas. It went up like, well, like gasoline
, the flames traveling rapidly through the doorway and down the staircase. We’d pumped enough explosives into the Facility that the whole place was about to go tits up.

“Catastrophe sounds great,” I said, giving her a squeeze. “I love it already-”

Something thudded deep below the Earth. The three of us raced out of the parking garage just in time as the Facility exploded, flames pouring from the ground as the whole thing went up like a bonfire in the middle of the oncoming desert night.

We watched it for a long while, arm in arm. No one could ever trap us there again – we were free.

Eventually, as we watched the blaze deposit smoke into the starry sky, Catastrophe shifted.

“Hey, wait – what about you
, Master? What’s your call sign?”

“Yeah,” Moonchild said, bumping me with her hip. “Tell us! It’s gotta be something cool, right?”

“And evil! Like a dangerous, sexy supervillain!”

I grinned against the flames, watching the first of many conquests burn. I’d chosen my new name already.

It fit me perfectly.


Epilogue: Career of Evil

Six Weeks Later

Panoptica watched the news scroll across her screen, her stomach sinking lower and lower. None of it was good – and all of it concerned her.

Oh, you couldn’t tell from a casual glance, of course. Although murders, robberies and instances of “mysterious suicides” among influential figures were all on the rise, it took someone with a keen strategic mind to see the strings pulling world events. To the untrained eye, it all just seemed like chaos – as if there was no plan to anything at all. Most people couldn’t read the tea leaves, see the change in organizations and governments going on behind the scenes.

Panoptica could. It was her superpower. And no one on Earth had ever dared to accuse her of being someone without a plan.

She sighed and looked out the window, placing the tablet on the top of her desk. Outside the window, Phantom City’s skyline cut against the night like a scored edge in steel. A full moon hung low in the sky, waxy and bright.

For the first time since joining Abraxas, Panoptica felt rudderless. Moonchild was gone; probably dead somewhere, either by the hand of Legion or that strange new Super who’d been tearing things up with his mental powers. The last time she’d received instructions had been weeks ago; for now, she’d been sitting in her tower waiting for someone to take control. It was unclear who’d eventually win out for top seat in Abraxas: but whoever they were, they’d need someone with Panoptica’s abilities. Her scanning, and
 her organization.

She’d be necessary again, and useful. It would feel good for things to go back to normal.

As if summoned by her thought, lights on the desk began to flash. “Ugh,” she groaned, tearing her eyes away with great reluctance. The city was a much nicer sight than those faces. “Another meeting?”

She was tired of having to pretend Abraxas was still running at full capacity. But if she didn’t represent them at these meetings, the other Super organizations throughout the world would smell blood in the water and move in.


I’d end up in a cubicle farm in Calcutta,
 Panoptica thought, reaching for the tablet. Scanning pickpockets for some low-level villain-


A figure shot out of the darkness.

Panoptica readied a scan, prepared to blind the intruder, but they were too fast. She took a knee in the chest and went down ass over teakettle, the chair against her back suddenly flat on the carpet. A man leaned over her, the knee that had knocked her down perched between her breasts and pushing against her heart.


We’ve been betrayed!
 Panoptica thought, panicking. She flailed out for anything she could reach: the tablet to call for help, something she could use as a weapon. She saw no collar, so this wasn’t one of the Leashed. If she could charge her powers, she could push them away-

Suddenly she couldn’t charge her powers. She couldn’t move
.

And she realized who the man on top of her had to be.

“It’s you,” the man grunted, only his eyes visible in the darkness. “I knew
 it had to be you. It was the only thing that made sense…”

Suddenly his weight was no longer on her. She could have run if his power wasn’t pushing in her brain, deadening her limbs. She felt no real sense of surprise or panic – just a low, exhausted throb somewhere in her chest. She’d been holding things together for so long, and it was finally over. The new Super had won.

Then the Super clicked the lamp on, flooding the room with light, 
and she was looking into Daniel’s face.

The face of her adopted brother.

“Heather,” he said, grinning. “It’s been a while, sis. Looks like you’ve been moving up in the world.”

She watched with mounting horror as Daniel noticed the tablet flickering on the desk, then went over to it and picked it up. Comprehension dawned on his face as he realized what he was looking at. He flipped the screen off, then put the tablet down with a nod.

“Good,” he said, sounding like he meant it. “I’m glad you’re in contact with everyone. I’ll have a message for you to give to them all later.”

 


“I’ll sound the alarm,” Panoptica protested, writhing against the carpet. If she could just twist enough to leave Daniel’s control for a moment, she could…

“No you won’t,” Daniel said. “And stop with that wriggling. It’s distracting.”

Suddenly she was twice as frozen as before. Only her mouth could move.

“What do you want?” she asked. She had a pretty good idea of what Daniel might desire from her after all these years. Her stomach sunk even lower at the thought. Today is a very bad day…


“I wanted to send a message,” he said, sitting on the edge of the desk. Perched like that, he almost looked like a gargoyle, watching over the city. “One your bosses will see. It’s open season, Heather. Abraxas is dead, and every organization that employs Supers is about to be at each other’s throats. I intend to savor the chaos.”

“My name,” she snarled, “is Panoptica
. I’m not your sister anymore, Daniel. I never was.”

“Oh, I know that!” He sounded pissed, and only now did she realize the state of distress her former brother was in. What might he be capable of when he was this angry. “I thought you were different, sis – really, I did. Or tried to, at any rate. You always treated me a little bit better than everyone else.”

She swallowed hard. Maybe it was possible to talk Daniel down. “That’s true,” she whispered, trying to make herself sound weak and helpless. She hated
 that. “We both suffered under Abigail, bro. We’ve both got the scars…”

For a moment, she thought she’d gotten through. Then Daniel’s face darkened.

“I saw
 
the scars,” he shot back. “The ones inside of Mom’s head. No, I don’t think you’re any different than her deep down, Heather. You’re just better at hiding what a monster you are than she was.”

He bent down low, looming inches over her. This is it,
 Heather thought, squeezing her eyes tight. He’s going to...to…


It was too horrible to think about. But she’d heard the stories about Moonchild. And that freak her brother liberated from Legion’s facility. He did things to them – awful, perverted things…

She felt his power working inside of her. Minutes passed. Slowly, she realized he wasn’t moving. He didn’t touch her, or even try to – he only stood just over her, close enough for her to feel the warmth rolling off his body. All the while his power coursed through her veins, touching spots inside of her mind. She couldn’t feel what he was doing, because he didn’t want
 her to.

Whatever he’d done, he wanted it to be a surprise.

Suddenly he stood up, pulling out of her mind completely. The shock of it left Heather gasping, her numb limbs tingling on pins and needles as she regained the ability to move.

He waited on the edge of the desk until she managed to sit up. Then he crossed his arms over his chest. “Done,” he said. She swore there 
was fire in his eyes.

“That’s...not what I expected,” she managed, looking herself over. She didn’t seem
 to be out of sorts. Had he done anything to her at all?

“What did
 you expect?” he asked, bemused.

“From what I’ve heard about you,” she said, trying to keep the revulsion out of her voice, “I’m surprised you didn’t make me…” She couldn’t even say it.

“Horny?” His eyebrow rose. “Submissive? Begging on your knees, to please me on your knees?”

There. There it was. She could have puked.

“I’d never do that to you, sis. You have to understand, I’m not a monster
.”

She backed up until the clear glass of the window was between her shoulder blades. It felt shockingly cold against the chill night air and the warmth of her penthouse office.

“I want you to know that I have control of myself,” he said, like a teacher instructing a particularly slow student. “So that when I get my revenge on all of you, you’ll realize – it’s not because I couldn’t 
control my powers. Or that I was horny, or bored, or some idiot who can’t keep a lid on my emotions or my need to get my dick wet.”

He leaned in close. Panoptica shivered.

“The things I’m going to do from this point forward will happen because I chose
 them,” he said, his voice more menacing than Legion’s had ever been.

“Where’s Moonchild?” Panoptica managed to gasp. She still hadn’t figured out what Daniel had done to her, but she was beginning to suspect it was even more awful than she imagined.

She reached out for her powers, since she could use them now that she was free. Let’s see how he likes a quick scan,
 she thought viciously. You made a mistake coming here, bro. I’m going to light this place up like a fucking Christmas tree…


“Moonchild works with me now,” he said with a shrug. “She and Catastrophe – that’s the girl I broke out of the Facility, by the way, the one with the lightning – they didn’t like the idea of me coming alone. I told them I’d be alright...what are you doing?”

Tears streamed down Panoptica’s cheeks. She’d finally figured it out.

Her powers were gone
.

“I can’t…” she sobbed, unable to say it. “My scans, I can’t…”

“You can’t use your abilities,” he finished, sounding almost sad. “I know. It’s not an easy thing to cut a Super off from their powers permanently. Blame Abraxas. Everything I learned was thanks to those little devices inside the Leashes – as it turns out, they make really good practice for severing someone’s abilities in the real world…”

She wasn’t listening anymore. He’d taken her powers! Her scanning, her mental shielding, her abilities! She was...she was...normal!

“I’m not special anymore!” she whimpered, finally losing her shit completely. “Why, Daniel, why!? Why did you have to do this to me!? Wasn’t I always nice to you?”

“You were,” he said, the words falling like heavy stones. “Exactly as nice as you needed to be. Which is why I’m returning the favor in your case.” He leaned in close. “That means you get to keep your life.”


Daniel!
 Childhood memories filled her – every interaction she’d ever had with this boy. Every chance she’d had to make his life better, to ease the horror of their shared parentage. She’d never taken the high road, not even after gaining her powers. She’d used them to enrich her own life at his expense.

It was a test, she realized. And she’d failed it.

When she opened her eyes, he was gone. All of her extrasensory abilities were ripped away – the world looked drab and boring now. Her career, her life – they were over.


One more thing,
 Daniel whispered into her head.


No more,
 she begged, sobbing her eyes out. You’ve done too much already.



This part won’t hurt,
 he said, a hint of a chuckle coming with the thought. You keep calling me Daniel. I want you to know, that man is dead. He died when the Facility went up, when the three of us torched Legion and every scrap of evidence that she ever existed.



Then who are you?
 Heather asked him. Or maybe she asked no one – maybe she was only speaking to a voice inside of her head.


My name is Compulsion
. The thought echoed through her brain like it was carried on an arena-sized stack of speakers. And I’m coming for all of you. I will have my revenge, Heather. Be glad your part in this is over.


Then he left her in the darkness, sobbing, completely alone.


Enjoyed this story? Looking for more hot Harem Gamelit?

Tamed goddesses, hot succubi and all the fantasy and sci-fi worlds you could ever want await!


Criminal Core: A Gamelit Harem Fantasy



I just thought I was making rent money when I signed up to have my brain scanned in some experimental clinical trial. Then I woke up hundreds of years in the future, in a prison in the middle of outer space. Turns out I'm supposed to run it!





The Oubliette is the most feared prison in the universe, but I'm so broke I can't keep locks on the doors. The galaxy's worst criminals break out as soon as they're locked up.





Only the gorgeous, law-breaking babes who've made the Oubliette their home can help me fix this place and strike fear back into the hearts of the galaxy's worst villains. But getting them on my side might kill me first - and if they don't do it, my psycho AI boss definitely will...





Criminal Core is an 80,000 word science-fiction adventure containing a harem of women, a strong-willed man who has no trouble juggling them all, and some absolutely EXPLICIT man-on-robot-on-gorgeous-alien action. You've been warned.



Criminal Core 2: A House Divided



The most dangerous prison in the galaxy has been split in two.





Half of the Black Oubliette is in Noah's hands, while half belongs to his psychotic AI ex-girlfriend. But the energy that allows them to upgrade the prison is totally under her control - and she doesn't want to share it any more than she wants to share HIM.





On his team are some of the most dangerous convicts in the galaxy: a stealthy cybernetic samurai, a hypnotic fairy princess, and a deadly alien succubus. They'll help him destroy the AI and take the prison back - as long as he keeps proving he's man enough to handle them all.





A house divided cannot stand. Noah has to win it all - or die trying.




Criminal Core 2 is an 65,000 word science fiction adventure containing a harem of women, a strong-willed alpha male who has no trouble juggling them all, and some absolutely EXPLICIT man on robot on gorgeous alien action. You've been warned.



Goddess Tamer: The Complete LitRPG Harem Adventure


Tame goddesses. Claim their power. Rule the world...

Inside Goddess Reign Online
, heroes pledge themselves to beautiful goddesses in exchange for power, fighting a never-ending war for control of the world! A few lucky players become Heralds, capable not only of shaping world events but also taking their goddess as a lover and companion.



Max dreams of eventually becoming a Herald - but when he accidentally opens the prison containing the long-captive Goddess of Mischief, he gets promoted overnight to her chief lieutenant! With her Trickster powers at his side, Max fights a war of revenge against the other goddeses, bringing them to their knees and teaching them all about their submissive sides.



But is his new boss a wronged woman seeking revenge, or a demon seeking total domination? And will it even matter when he finds out she likes being choked and spanked in bed?




Goddess Tamer
 is the complete seven part harem LitRPG by Neil Bimbeau. It contains elements of LitRPG with giant swords, horny goddesses, and a protagonist who uses illusion and manipulation to win the day. Also themes of alpha male dominance, harem romance, and MF, MFF and MFFF scenes! 18+ only!



Princess Tamer: A Gamelit Harem Fantasy



Hyperia Online
 is dying. So when programming nerd Jack discovers a way to charm the game’s three gorgeous Princesses right out of their castles and into his bed, it’s time for a nostalgia run of the VRMMO he was obsessed with in college. Soon he’s turning the game upside down, building a harem of fantasy babes and monster girls as he turns Hyperia into his personal playground.



After all, it’s not hurting anybody to conquer the world if no one’s playing the game, right?



Until everyone is…



Note: This novel is spicy, saucy, and full of harem goodness. You’ve been warned.



Alpha Online: A Novel (LitRPG Harem Series)


Build Your Harem. Conquer The World.

That's the promise of Seas of Kyria
, the world's hottest virtual-reality MMORPG. It's world is a free-for-all where Pirate Kings and Queens do battle on the high seas, competing for treasure and women. And the advertising lets you know that the world of Kyria is filled with a bevy of gorgeous, submissive women
 who are willing to do anything their Captain demands: as long as you have the guts to claim them!



Chris enters Kyria hoping for adventure, and soon finds himself the Captain of a crew of beautiful magically-enhanced babes
 who are both deadly and available at his beck and call! But other players want what he has - and when the Queen of the game
 sets her sights on claiming his harem, Chris will have to fight to protect the women he cares about - especially the one who wants to meet up in the real world...



WARNING: Alpha Online is a swashbuckling LitRPG adventure that contains explicit sex between one guy and his crew of rum-swilling, ocean-conquering babes! It contains harem romance, ancient magic, plunder, and lots of MF MFF and MFFF scenes! 18+ only!


About the Author

Neil Bimbeau is a graduate student from Vancouver, BC, specializing in psychology of the experimental variety. When he’s not showing brainy co-eds their horny, submissive sides, he likes to work out some of his dirtier ideas on the page.
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