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Serving the Dickgirl Superstar

Ollie needs to marry college volleyball superstar Irina Kotokova to prevent her deportation and save his job as her personal trainer. What he doesn’t count on is Irina wanting a lot more from him once they’re married, and worse she begins to treat him as though he’s something to be controlled. Is she as stuck-up and malicious as she seems? Or is there more to the tall and stoic Russian athlete? A dickgirl on male erotic story.


Chapter 1

The stadium went wild as Irina Kotokova slammed the ball right in between two diving defenders, racking up her fourth kill in a row and clinching our place as the number-one seed in the upcoming NCAA tournament. It had been a surprisingly tough match with both teams being on fairly even ground for most of it, but in the last five minutes, Irina had put the team on her back and gone absolutely crazy with her attacks to win it all.

It was a large part of the reason why they called her the Black Widow. Irina was a six foot six, one hundred and eighty pound Russian with over seven hundred kills in the regular season alone to make her the best outside hitter in the nation. Hell, she was the best college volleyball player in the last twenty-five years.

The celebrations only began to wind down ten or so minutes later, and as the team jogged back into the locker room to clean up I sighed and trudged along behind them with the rest of the training staff. While everyone else was in high spirits, high-fiving and hugging each other with the elation of winning a difficult battle, I was busy dreading what was about to come next.

The only thing that buoyed my mood was the grin and thumbs up Ashley shot me from across the locker room. She was an intern athletic trainer just like me, and she was also one of the only few normal-height girls that I regularly communicated with nowadays. Her bright green eyes and warm smile were a balm whenever I felt like quitting, and as long as she was there I felt like I could stomach anything.

Over the season we’d developed something of a rapport, commiserating over the troubles of dealing with student-athletes and their sometimes diva-like attitudes. I doubted that she had to deal with exactly the same things I did, but it was more than enough to know I wasn’t the only one suffering.

I gave her a smile and a wave and headed into the private massage room to start getting things ready, cleaning off the massage table and laying down a fresh towel on its surface.

The door opened a few minutes later, and Irina walked in wrapped in a towel that barely covered her important bits. That part wasn’t normal—every other athlete would wear either their volleyball uniforms or a tank top and shorts, even if they were ridiculously skimpy—but Irina preferred to be massaged nearly naked. Initially I’d assumed that it was a Russian thing, but the reality was much, much worse.

Like usual she had her phone in her hand and her earbuds in her ears, and like usual her icy blue eyes barely met mine as she nodded a greeting and then slid onto the massage table so that I could begin to work on her.

Despite her size Irina’s features were surprisingly feminine and delicate, with thick brown eyebrows that stood out on the pale skin of her face and plump pink lips that seemed to be stuck in a semi-permanent frown. Sparse freckles dotted her cheeks and nose, and though her teeth and ears were perhaps a little bigger than average those minor quirks only seemed to make her that much sexier.

If it weren’t for the fact that she was extremely good at volleyball she probably could’ve been a model instead, especially when she had her straight, armpit-length blonde hair out of its typical ponytail. It made me feel lucky that I was able to admire her perfect body up close, and more than that I was one of the few allowed to touch it.

As Irina’s personal athletic trainer I almost exclusively managed her physical condition. That included things like developing her exercise plan, treating and assessing her for injuries, and giving her massages both pre and post-game to keep her in tip-top shape. It was all normal for an athletic trainer and I had no problem whatsoever undertaking those responsibilities, but there was one additional, special task that I’d been instructed to perform by the head trainer:

Keep Irina happy.

It was an incredibly vague order, but it made sense given her status as a national superstar. If Irina wasn’t performing well the team wasn’t performing well, so for the most part whatever Irina wanted Irina got. She was even afforded her own small massage room so that she could prepare or decompress privately, albeit only for an hour pre and post-game.

I rubbed the massage cream into my hands to warm it and pulled the towel up enough to get at her long legs and began to firmly massage her quads first with long, slow movements. It was important to keep down her level of soreness, massaging out all of the fatigue and metabolic waste she’d built up over the course of the match. I moved on to her inner thigh next, and then down to her calves, ankles, and toes.

After doing the same thing to her other leg I had her flip over onto her stomach, and then I moved my hands up to massage her hamstrings and glutes. It was here where she usually began to squirm and moan a bit, and this time was no different. Luckily I’d learned how to ignore those things a long time ago, as otherwise it would’ve been nearly impossible to do my job.

I was just finishing with her upper back when she abruptly popped up onto her knees, and since her towel was too far up on her body I got a perfect view of her naked ass and the large, stiff dick hanging down towards the table. Already a long strand of precum was hanging from the slit of her cock to drool onto the towel below, and I swallowed hard knowing what I had to do next.

It was her usual post-game ritual. The first time she’d gotten up onto her knees and uttered the words ‘Milk me’ in her thick Russian accent I’d wanted to quit on the spot. I desperately needed the job if I wanted to be able to afford my last year of school, sure, but I wasn’t going to debase myself for it.

But then I’d thought of my poor mother who had already worked so incredibly hard to get me into college in the first place by taking on numerous extra shifts at the hospital just so that I could afford to live my dreams, and I realized that I couldn’t do that to her. The pay was too good and the benefits were better, so reasoning that I only had to do what Irina wanted until the season was over I’d given in much more quickly than I would’ve liked to admit.

For probably the fiftieth time in the last six months I leaned forward and began to press my lips against the smooth globes of her toned ass, drawing soft, pleasured sighs from her mouth. She hadn’t showered yet so every kiss was rich with the taste of her salty sweat, and I could feel the warmth from her still-steaming body on my face.

She pushed herself back in her typical signal for me to get down to business, so I gently spread her cheeks and lapped away at her hairless pink rosebud with long, slow licks, keeping my tongue dripping wet with spit and allowing it to run down her perineum. Every now and then I’d lick the smooth skin between her balls and twitching butthole to clean up my own saliva, and that especially drove her wild. She arched her back and her cheeks opened up for me even more, and with gusto I pressed my face deeper.

I told myself that I was only trying so hard because I wanted to get her off as soon as possible—that I was trying to make the torture end before anyone caught us—but if I were being honest with myself, I actually kind of liked doing it. Despite her clear disdain for me Irina was a tremendously attractive girl, and pleasuring her on a regular basis was frankly a lot more action than I would’ve gotten normally. It filled me with a strange sort of pride to hear her low groans and whimpers, and it made my own cock so stiff that I had to keep adjusting myself in my black uniform pants.

Speaking of cocks I noticed that the tip of hers was now dark red and visibly throbbing, so I brought both of my hands up to wrap them around the long appendage to give her what she was really after. In proportion to the rest of her it seemed average-sized, but if I had to guess it was actually a good eight inches; longer than mine, and thicker too. Since my hands were still slick with massage cream it was nothing to begin stroking her velvety steel rod, tightening my grip and pulling downwards towards the table to squeeze out large, heavy dollops of sticky precum.

Every now and then I’d play with her egg-sized pink balls, roughly squeezing and tugging on them because it was what she liked, but mostly I concentrated my attention on her cock. The wet squelching sounds my fingers made as I slid and twisted my hands up and down her shaft filled the small room, and the faster I increased my speed the louder her moans became. They were also beginning to come much more frequently now, and that combined with the blood I felt filling the veins of her cock told me that it wouldn’t be much longer now.

I stiffened my spit-slick tongue and forced it into her butt hole to speed things up, and immediately the muscles of her sphincter contracted around it. After all the time I’d spent munching on her ass it was loose and relaxed and malleable, and I swirled it around inside of her until she was shaking.

She didn’t stand a chance under my combined assault. With an especially loud, keening whimper, her cock grew in my hands and she shot her cum onto the massage table in thick powerful spurts. The pancake batter-like smell of semen filled the room, and I continued to milk her dick with gentle twisting strokes until she reached a hand down to stop me.

My lips and tongue worked on her twitching asshole for another full minute as she struggled to recover, and then she was abruptly moving away to sit up on the massage table.

Like I always did I knelt in front of her to clean her cock off—mostly just sucking the head into my mouth to get rid of any residual cum and milk the dregs that remained from her urethra—and when I was done she stood up and gave me a brusque nod. She then re-tied her towel and walked out of the little room, leaving me to clean up the mess she’d made.

I watched her go with confused feelings. I hated how trained she had me, and I hated even more how hard I was in my own pants. Most times I’d have to shuffle off to the bathroom to take care of my issue, and that especially disturbed me because I truly couldn’t stand her.

She was cold, demanding, and demeaning, and more than all of that she’d utterly ruined any chance I had of having a normal relationship. I’d fancied Ashley ever since we’d started working together, and if it weren’t for Irinia I probably would’ve asked her out months ago.

But how could I date her while knowing that I was eating another girl’s ass twice a week? That my dick got hard when I jerked another girl off and that I actually kind of liked doing it? I respected Ashley far too much to ever do that to her, so until the season was over I could only desire her from afar and hope that no one else snatched her up before I did.

I felt stuck, and short of quitting and finding myself unable to afford my last semester of college there wasn’t a single thing I could do about it.


Chapter 2

It was as I was busy taking inventory of our supplies that my boss—the head athletic trainer for the women’s volleyball team—poked his head into the room.

“Ollie?” he called, a strangely harried look on his face.

I looked up from my clipboard and furrowed my brow. “Sir?”

“Come with me. The president wants to speak with you.”

The room fell deathly silent as my co-workers stopped what they were doing to stare at me, and my mouth went dry. Why would the president of the school want to speak to me? There were thousands of kids at the school, and out of all of them I was probably among the least important.

The only reason he could possibly want to speak to me was if I were in a lot of trouble, so immediately I began to panic. My eyes found Ashley’s wide and concerned ones from across the room then, so even though I was completely terrified, I pasted on a smile for her sake and set down my clipboard.

“Sure, lead the way.” I walked out of the training room, ignoring the eyes I felt digging into my back, and followed my boss across the quad on stiff legs.

“What do you think he wants?” I asked, hoping for some kind of clue so that I could adequately prepare myself for whatever was coming.

The man winced—visibly winced—and my heart sank. “You’ll find out soon enough.” He glanced at me then, and probably noticing that I’d gone ashen tried to smile. “It’s not that bad,” he hastened to add. I didn’t believe a single word he was saying but gave him a tight smile and a nod anyway.

My heart was pounding harder and harder the closer we got to the president’s office, and by the time we were standing outside of his door I was almost having a panic attack. The two of us walked in together, and when I saw Irina and the head coach of the volleyball team sitting in the room too I was full-on spiraling.

Them being here couldn’t have been a good sign. Immediately I thought that they’d somehow found out what I did for Irina—that she’d lied about it and thrown me under the bus—and now I was going to be expelled and maybe even arrested for sexual harassment. My life was completely over and all because I’d been too afraid to say no.

I glanced at Irina to see if I could glean something from her expression but like usual she refused to look at me. She was a little more dressed up than I was used to though, wearing a soft-looking cream sweater and jeans rather than her usual dark blue hoodie and tiny volleyball shorts.

“Thanks for joining us on such short notice, Oliver. Please, take a seat,” the president said, motioning towards the only empty chair in the room.

I hesitantly nodded and perched on the seat’s edge, my underarms drenched with sweat.

Antiperspirant my ass.

“Don’t look so afraid, you’re not in trouble,” the president said, smiling in that vacant, phony way that most powerful authority figures tended to. Still it was enough to make my shoulders relax, though just barely. If I wasn’t in trouble, then why the hell was I there? Why were any of us there?

“I assume you’ve heard about what’s going on in Ukraine?” he asked, and when I nodded, he continued. “Well, the war is getting out of control, and since America has officially decided to throw its hat into the ring it was decided earlier this week in Washington that Russian nationals living in the states would be deported back to their home country. So far students appear to be safe, but there’s no telling how long that will last. There is, however, a clause written into the bill that states Russian nationals married to American citizens will be safe from deportation.”

My eyebrows rose. If Irina were sent back to Russia, there was no other way to slice it—the team was fucked. Forget winning the tournament, we’d be lucky to make it out of the second round.

I still didn’t know why they were telling me about it though.

“Okay,” I slowly replied, not sure what they wanted me to say because ultimately none of it personally affected me.

The man leaned back in his leather desk chair and sighed. “I’ll come right out and say it. We need you to marry Irina.”

I waited a few seconds for him to laugh and say ‘just kidding’, and when he didn’t, my jaw dropped. “What? Why? Can’t she marry someone else? Maybe one of the basketball players?”

“No,” Irina immediately said in her thick Russian accent, speaking for the first time since I’d arrived. She wasn’t looking at anyone, her eyes focused squarely on her lap, but her voice was strong and sure. The room went silent for a short while after that, the other adults in the room glancing between each other uncomfortably, and then the president cleared his throat.

“She’s asked for you personally, and besides that, it makes the most sense. Outside of her teammates you’ve probably spent the most amount of time with her, and because of that your marriage will stand up much better to scrutiny if anyone decides to ask. It’s very unlikely that anyone will ask, but it’s better to plan for the worst and hope for the best, wouldn’t you agree?”

I was dumbfounded to learn that Irina was the reason I was there, and for the life of me I couldn’t understand why she’d picked me—until I did. I was her top choice solely because she wanted someone that she could order around, and I’d already shown that I had no backbone. No reasonable person would put up with her demands, especially not any of the guys on the basketball team.

Already I was her whipping boy at work, so to have to serve her outside of it too? I immediately shook my head. “I…I can’t. I’m sorry. You’ll have to find someone else.”

Her coach snorted and rolled her eyes. “You like your job, right? If Irina’s gone, there’ll be no reason to keep you on,” she said, not bothering to mask her threat. She was a tall middle-aged woman, clearly a former volleyball player herself, and her stern expression combined with her intimidating tone made me gulp.

“Besides,” she continued with a sharp smile, “the president has graciously agreed to set you two up with an apartment, vehicle, and basic living expenses until the end of the school year. Surely that’s a more than fair trade for just staying married until this whole war thing blows over.”

That part in particular sounded tempting—I’d love to not share a crappy dorm room with a messy slob who snored every night—but I’d be sharing an apartment with Irina. I’d have to see her at school and at home, and I wasn’t naive enough to believe that my face wouldn’t be buried in her ass every single day if we were living together.

“Can I have some time to think about it?” I mumbled, figuring that was the only thing I could possibly say to give myself some breathing room.

The president frowned, clearly displeased that I wasn’t jumping all over the offer, but nodded. “Of course. We’ll pick this up tomorrow.” Despite saying that he continued to discuss logistics with the older adults as though I’d already agreed, and through it all Irina wouldn’t even look in my direction.

He dismissed us all a few minutes later, and right as I was about to make my own exit the president stopped me at the door.

“Oliver, can you hang back for a moment? Close the door.” He waited for everyone else to leave and then stood, coming around to the front of his desk and leaning back against it to be more ‘personable’ like he was in some kind of after-school special. “I understand that this is all shocking and short notice, and I also understand that Irina can be difficult. But if you help us out here, you may just find yourself with a full-time job in the sport of your choosing after you graduate next year.”

My eyes widened at that. A guaranteed job would be a game changer for my life going forward. I could hit the ground running paying off my student loans, and more than that my mother would be able to finally take it easier without having me there to worry about.

Apparently misreading my expression, the man quickly continued. “And if it helps, you can divorce Irina right after the season is over if you really want to.”

“But if I divorce her, won’t she be deported?”

The man shifted uncomfortably. “It would of course be unfortunate if that happened, but it would be out of our control.” He sighed and rubbed at his forehead. “Look, this team has never been stronger. We went undefeated in the regular season, have won the ACC championship back to back the last two years, and Irina’s having the best season of her career by a long shot. Our school is so close to winning the NCAA championship for the first time in over thirty years, so we can’t miss this chance. I want that trophy, Oliver. Take the night and think about it, but we need an answer by tomorrow at the latest. I look forward to hearing good news.”

It was clearly a not-so-subtle dismissal, and with a numb nod I staggered back towards my dorm because there was absolutely no way that I could go back to work and face the inevitable stares and questions.

Truthfully it was no choice at all because the fact of the matter was that I needed this job. Even with it I was barely keeping my head above water, so getting fired or let go if Irina was deported meant that I might have to drop out in my final semester and that just wasn’t an option. It’d completely waylay my life if I had to quit so close to the end, and more than that it’d destroy my mom. I’d die before I let all of her hard work go to waste.

Irina was cold and rude and demanding, sure, but ultimately the president was right. I’d only have to put up with being her husband for three months, and after that I’d never have to see her face again.


Chapter 3

Like a good little pushover I agreed to marry Irina, and two days later I found myself sitting next to her in city hall. The president had used his many connections to give us what was basically a FastPass through the entire process which felt extremely unfair to those who were actually in love and wanted to get married.

It was a small affair, and only the head coach, one of the coaching assistants, and my boss were in attendance. Our marriage wasn’t exactly a secret, but the whole thing was still being kept largely hush-hush to avoid any kind of media attention. We didn’t want to invite any scrutiny so soon, and in the best case we’d be able to stay under the radar entirely and eventually annul the marriage with no one besides those involved knowing it’d happened in the first place.

I glanced up at Irina for probably the hundredth time since we’d arrived and once again found myself surprised by how great she looked. She was wearing a tight, tank-style white dress that stopped just above her knees, and she had a pair of dangly gold earrings hanging from her earlobes. Her straight blonde hair hung down to her shoulder blades, and her glossy lips and rosier-than-usual cheeks told me that someone had done her makeup too.

It was jarring because I was so used to seeing her bare-faced and ponytailed and had always thought she was pretty, but fully made up she was drop-dead gorgeous. If she weren’t such an asshole I might’ve actually been looking forward to it.

In contrast I’d just worn my usual black polo and uniform pants so she’d obviously put in a lot more effort than I had, but no one else seemed to mind. The whole thing was fake anyway.

They called our names, and then a few minutes later we were standing in front of a judge. She reached out her hands to me and I reluctantly took them, and as he began to read off the usual stuff about being there for each other in sickness and in health until the day we died, I felt my heart sink more and more because everything about this was wrong. I knew my mother especially would be upset that I was marrying someone just to keep a job, and for that reason I hadn’t mentioned a single thing about it to her.

Still we said our I do’s, and when the judge officially pronounced us man and wife a small, rare smile appeared on Irina’s face, even if she wouldn’t meet my eyes for more than a second or two at a time. She had to lean down pretty far to kiss me, and though I wasn’t particularly jazzed about it it wasn’t unpleasant either.

Our wedding witnesses clapped, and after a round of awkward pictures we walked out of the doors with our marriage license in hand to begin our new life together as husband and wife.

For the next two or three months, anyway.

The two of us got into the brand-new car leased for us by the school, and then we were making our way over to the fancy hotel the president had booked for us as a wedding gift. It was only for one night because Irina had to get back to preparing for the tournament as soon as possible, but since all expenses were paid I couldn’t really complain.

We had a silent and awkward dinner in the hotel’s expensive, swanky restaurant, stuffing ourselves with lobster and steak on the president’s dime, and then we were riding the elevator up to our room. It was a little terrifying because I didn’t know what to expect from the rest of the night. It was our first time being alone together outside of volleyball, and besides that we were married now. There was a very good chance that she’d want her usual treatment, and if I was unlucky she’d want more.

I opened the door to our top-floor suite and my jaw immediately dropped. It was easily the nicest place I’d ever stayed, with high ceilings and big glass windows that overlooked the city. A huge welcome basket sat on the small dining table, and when we began to paw through it together, we found condoms, lube, chocolate, champagne, massage oil, and a fancy card that read ‘Congratulations on your marriage!’

My face flushed at the clear implication that we’d be having sex, and when I glanced up at Irina I saw that she was already examining the lube with a little too much interest.

“Are you thirsty?” I asked, partly to distract her but mostly because I really needed a drink. She nodded, and I quickly popped the cork off of the champagne bottle and poured it into the two tall champagne flutes that had been set out on the table for us. We retreated to the swanky black leather couch together with the bottle and glasses in hand, and once situated began to sip at our drinks.

I’d never tasted champagne before, and to be frank the taste left a lot to be desired. Irina apparently didn’t share my opinion as she gulped hers down in one long swallow, and then she was holding her glass out to me for another pour.

I shrugged and obliged, and when she drained it just as quickly I went ahead and poured her a third helping. This time she actually took her time with it, and then we were sitting together in uncomfortable silence while she steadfastly kept her gaze trained on her glass.

“Would you at least look at me?” I finally sighed, frustrated. If we were going to be married for however long we needed to, we could at least be amicable with each other.

She didn’t move for a long while, her fingers gripping her champagne flute so tightly I was worried it’d break, but then her eyes slowly rolled up to stare into mine. She tried to turn away again a moment later but I held her chin with my hand. Her face was an impressive shade of red, and I found it odd because I’d thought Russians could hold their liquor better.

“That wasn’t so hard, was it?” I asked with a small grin, relieved that she was finally, actually looking at me. If she could at least do that much then maybe this wouldn’t be so bad after all.

And then she was kissing me.

Belatedly I realized that despite having been tongue-deep in her ass on numerous occasions our lips had never actually touched, and I froze under her unexpected attentions. She swung a leg over my lap so that she was sitting on my lap, aggressively forcing her long tongue deeper into my mouth, and I grunted in surprise when she began to grind her hard dick into my stomach.

I didn’t know where this was coming from. Up until now Irina had never seemed interested in me personally and had only ever cared about what I could do for her. So that’s why I was understandably surprised when her hand slipped into the front of my pants to grab my own straining cock, and I moaned. I couldn’t deny that it felt good—I was still a man after all, and Irina was nothing if not really hot—but things had gone far enough. I grabbed her wrist and pulled away from her lips, struggling to catch my breath and get my thoughts in order.

“What the hell are you doing?”

“You are my husband,” Irina said in her stilted English, staring down at me like I’d just asked what color the sky was.

“Yeah, but we’re not really married, Irina.”

Irina shrugged her shoulders. “I do not care.” She shook my hand off of hers and shoved her hand back into my pants, and it was then that I realized I had a decision to make. I’d been given very clear orders to keep Irina happy, but including sex in that command felt like a step too far. I already felt like a bought and paid-for whore sometimes, and if I let her actually fuck me then there wouldn’t be any doubt.

I was relieved when she pulled away, but it was only to pull her white dress over her head. I was more than a little surprised by the lacy bralette and thin, sheer panties that she was wearing underneath as I’d been certain she only owned sports bras and spandex shorts, and I briefly wondered where she’d even managed to find lingerie that fit her tall frame. Surely something like that was a custom order.

“Is it good?” she asked, teeth worrying at her bottom lip when she noticed me staring.

It was an expression I hadn’t seen on her face before and it gave me pause. Was she seeking my approval? Even though I could see her hard cock throbbing through the transparent material of her lacy panties, she was still extremely sexy. I nodded slowly because I didn’t know what else to do, and her shoulders fell with something like relief.

And then she leaned down to attack my mouth again, only more fiercely than before. I could tell she wasn’t all that experienced given the clumsiness of her lips, but I found it kind of endearing.

“Come,” she said, backing away and holding out a hand to me.

I reluctantly took it, knowing what was coming next, and she all but dragged me to the bedroom. I didn’t have much time to take it in as she threw me down onto the king-sized bed, and while I was still regaining my bearings she pulled my pants and underwear down in one fell swoop. My polo shirt was taken from me next, and then she was looming over my slim, naked form as though she were some kind of beast.

Her eyes slid up and down my body like she wasn’t sure what to look at first, and her hands hovered over me indecisively. I’d never been looked at with such clear lust before and it made me blush.

When she pulled out the bottle of lube that had been in the gift basket—which was wild because I hadn’t even seen her bring it into the room with us—I knew what was coming next.

“Wait, hold on,” I breathed, eyes widening with panic.

She didn’t seem to hear me as she popped the cap and leaned forward to pour it right below my balls and allowed gravity to carry the slick liquid down to my asshole. Her long finger gently worked its way into my ass, and the intrusion was so sudden that I had to squeeze my eyes shut against the odd feeling. Without waiting for me to fully adjust she added a second, and I was pretty sure I’d never felt more full in my life.

For a long time her fingers continued to twist and slide freely into my tight hole, and worse, it was actually starting to feel really good. I tried to tell myself that I didn’t like it—that I didn’t like her—but my traitorous cock was hard and drooling and my eyes were rolling back into my head as she began to rub insistently against something inside of me that sent sparks of pleasure shooting throughout my body.

I opened my eyes to look up at her, only to see that she was panting as she fingered me—literally panting—and I knew that if I didn’t stop things there was only one way that this would all end. I tried to say something and a moan came out, and unfortunately that very much had the opposite effect.

Her fingers abruptly left me, and before I could blink I found myself up on my hands and knees. I felt her climb up behind me and grab onto my hips to hold me in place, and after drizzling a lot more lube into the crack of my ass and onto her dick, she sandwiched her long cock between my ass cheeks as her large hands squeezed and kneaded the pliant flesh. She sawed herself along my twitching butt hole, further slickening it up with lube, and then her thumb went to her head to help line it up and press it inside.

I grunted at the burning sensation of my sphincter stretching to accommodate the fat head of her cock and my teeth dug lightly into my own forearm to help ground myself against the pain. To her credit she didn’t immediately start rutting into me, instead running her fingers up and down my back and sides. I felt something warm and wet land at the spot where our bodies met, and I belatedly realized that she was adding some of her own spit to help loosen things up a little more.

All too soon I felt her hips begin to push forward, and though I groaned and tried to get away by leaning forward she followed me right down into the bed, never stopping the slow easing of her cock into my ass for a single second. It felt like it took hours, but eventually her heavy warm balls rested against mine as she hilted herself in to the root.

“Fuck,” I gasped, feeling full in a way that was frightening.

She gave me a minute to get acclimated to my new role as her personal bottom, gently kissing my upper back until I relaxed a little more for her, and then she pulled out a couple of inches before sinking her cock back into my sucking hole. She repeated this slowly until it became easier, adding more lube and spit as she worked more of her eight inches in and out, and once she was able to slide her full length in without too much trouble the real sex began.

She pummeled me with long, powerful strokes, going so deep inside of me that her large sticky balls kept slapping against my own much smaller ones. Truthfully it was hard to enjoy in the beginning as it stung whenever she pressed too far, but alarmingly my ass seemed to be adjusting pretty quickly until my butt hole was tingling with a pleasure that I didn’t know was possible.

Her hand came around to briefly fondle my hard dick, still slick from lube, and just that barest touch was enough to make me spill onto the bed sheets with a high moan more feminine than I would’ve liked to admit.

I thought I heard her giggle but it was hard to say for sure given that I was so completely and utterly out of it. I’d never had an orgasm like that before. It felt like it’d taken over my entire nervous system, spreading out to the very ends of my fingertips and toes. Worse still she didn’t slow for a single second, her hips making loud clapping sounds as she gripped my ass cheeks hard and threw her entire weight into each thrust, sighing and cooing and making sounds so incredibly sexy that I soon found myself back at half-mast a lot sooner than I would’ve thought possible.

I truly couldn’t tell how long she fucked me for and only got a sense that things were nearing their end when I felt her hips begin to lose rhythm and her drool begin to drip down onto my back. She shouted something in Russian and let out a few guttural grunts before flooding me with so much of her sticky cum that I felt like I could taste it.

She continued to lay on top of me, letting herself grow soft in my ass while she planted sloppy kisses against my neck and upper back. She kept muttering things in Russian that I didn’t understand, and though in some ways her words sounded affectionate, that couldn’t have been right because Irina had never struck me as the kind of person to whisper sweet nothings and especially not to me.

The whole being soft thing didn’t last very long as I felt her get hard again a short while later, and then she was slowly thrusting up into my ass again, her cock making wet sucking sounds as it displaced lube and her own cum.

It was still only eight o’clock, but somehow I knew that I wouldn’t be getting any sleep that night.


Chapter 4

They’d set us up with a small apartment near the school, partly as a way to sweeten the deal and get me to agree to the whole thing but mostly to help sell the narrative that we were a young couple in love because it wouldn’t be very convincing for a married couple to be living in separate dorm rooms.

Once we were living together, my job as her personal athletic trainer seemed to morph into being her personal servant. I made her meals, did her laundry, and drove her around to where she needed to go. She’d demand I brush her hair for her every morning and every evening before bed, and she’d also insist that I kiss her when I was done.

I couldn’t understand her reasoning for that command in particular. It felt like a power move—a way for her to remind me who was in control—and I chafed under the demand. Not because I minded doing it, but because she expected me to.

She also demanded sex most nights, which truthfully wasn’t the hardest part of our arrangement. She’d jerk me off if I didn’t finish while she fucked me, or if she was feeling particularly generous she’d even give me a quick blowjob which I certainly couldn’t complain about, but she never let me be on top. Ever. Even if I’d grown to like feeling her hard cock slide into the deepest parts of me, I at least wanted the option to return the favor.

It was only once we were living together that I realized I hadn’t heard her speak much before we were married. Her accent was really thick, and quite often she’d mess up her words. She’d been much more embarrassed by it in the first couple of weeks, clamming up and stopping abruptly whenever she made a mistake. After that she'd power through with only the barest of winces, and I had to wonder if that was because she felt more comfortable with me or if it was just because she didn’t give a shit about what I thought anymore.

She’d try to talk to me sometimes in her stilted English, telling me about her family back home in Russia and asking me about mine, but truthfully I wasn’t very interested. Keeping her happy didn’t mean that we had to be all buddy-buddy, and besides, there wasn’t much of a point in getting to know one another when we’d be getting divorced soon anyway.

I didn’t dislike her because she treated me poorly, I just hated being at her beck and call. Sometimes I didn’t feel like a person when I was with her—like I was just some toy or tool for her to manage her urges—and it was never what I’d wanted in a relationship let alone a marriage. I wanted a partnership built on mutual trust and understanding, where both parties wanted what was best for the other person.

What Irina and I had was nowhere close to that.

Volleyball-wise though, things had been going great. We’d quite easily won our first two matches—once again thanks to Irina and her dominating performance—and were heavily favored by almost every single sports pundit to come out on top as the overall winner. What was strange was that I’d catch her glancing over at me after every kill or particularly good dig like she was expecting me to praise her or something, and when that happened I just looked away. Half because I didn’t want anyone else to suspect anything, and half because I didn’t like the squeezing I felt in my chest each time our eyes met.

The next two matches were a lot harder with the opposing teams focusing their efforts on shutting Irina down, but even with extra blockers in front of her stopping her was impossible. Once she was in Black Widow mode she was a machine, ruthless and cold and calculating and so very different from the Irina who would try to cuddle up to me on the couch at night when I was trying to work.

It was right before the championship game when things finally came to a head. We were supposed to be heading to our last practice of the year—mostly to work on plays and stay loose. Like usual I was waiting at the door with all of our things ready to go about half an hour before we had to be there, but strangely there was no sign of Irina. Normally she was pretty punctual when it came to volleyball at least.

“Irina, we’re running late,” I called into the apartment. She didn’t respond after a minute, and sighing, I walked into our bedroom. She was fully washed and dressed but was just sitting there on the edge of her bed, glaring at me like I’d kicked her puppy or something. “What are you doing? We need to go.”

“You did not kiss me,” she said with a frown. Her arms were crossed with clear consternation, and I felt my annoyance creep over into actual anger.

So I’d neglected to give her a kiss when we woke up. Big fucking deal. There was a lot to do with the championship game happening the very next day and I was exhausted—a problem Irina didn’t seem to share as she’d been perfectly happy to cum inside me twice the night before.

“Seriously?” She kept frowning and staring at me, arms tightening even more, so with a roll of my eyes I sighed and walked over to the bed to stand between her long legs. It was honestly somewhat humbling how she was still taller than me despite the fact that she was sitting down.

I tried to give her the usual peck on the lips to get it over with but she grabbed me around the waist and pulled me tight, shoving her tongue down my throat at the same time. She kept trying to make out with me until I pushed myself out of her reach, and from a few feet away I glared at her.

“What was that?” I asked, wiping at my mouth.

“Interest.”

I might’ve found her reply funny if I weren’t the one who’d get in trouble for not getting the team’s superstar to practice on time. “Whatever. Let’s go.”

She scoffed but thankfully stood and followed me out the front door, and then we got into our car to begin the short trek to the gym. Normally we’d walk it together as a warm-up, but with the championship game so close I had to keep her as fresh as possible.

“How is mother?” she asked as I slowly drove us to practice.

I was still annoyed with her, but I spared her a glance anyway. “Do you even really care?”

“Yes. Is why I ask,” she replied.

I sighed and rolled my eyes. “She’s fine.”

“Good.” She fidgeted in her seat a little and took a short breath. “Maybe she come to game. We can meet,” she finally said.

I felt my patience break. Somehow trying to bring my mother into the circus was the final straw.

“Can you stop?” I snapped, knuckles white on the steering wheel. “Just—stop. You don’t have to pretend like you give a shit, and you’re never going to meet my mom. Okay?”

Irina didn’t say anything after that, and the rest of the ride was silent save for the 90s pop coming from the radio. I was feeling a little bad about shouting at her, especially when I glanced over and saw that she appeared to be truly hurt, but I didn’t know what to say. What did she expect? It wasn’t like I’d married her because I wanted to, and why did she even care about meeting my mom anyway? I couldn’t understand what was going through her head.

She jumped out of the car as soon as I’d parked, slamming the door a lot harder than was strictly necessary, and I watched her stalk into the gym without so much as a glance back. A few of the players who’d been milling around outside peered into the car at me, and I sighed. Great. There was no way my boss wasn’t going to yell at me for ‘knocking Irina off her game’ now.

By the time I’d gotten our stuff into the locker room and made it out to the gym floor, Irina was already working on drills. It was supposed to be a light and easy day for the team to stay loose and go over formations, but evidently no one had told her that because she was attacking every single ball like it’d insulted her personally.

Clearly she was still in a mood.

Ashley—my fellow intern—came to stand beside me with a crate of water bottles, noticing where I was looking. “She’s been performing a lot better lately, don’t you think? She has a lot more energy, and she smiles now. Before she barely cracked one even when we won a game.” The loud, heavy sound of Irina’s palm smacking into the ball echoed in the gymnasium, and we both winced. “Okay, well she seems kind of pissed now, but she was smiling before.”

“Yeah, sure,” I said with a slight roll of my eyes. I had to imagine that getting to fuck most nights was enough to make anyone grin.

“I wonder if something happened. Maybe she got a boyfriend? She has all the hallmarks of someone experiencing new love.”

I choked out a laugh. “Love? Irina? I don’t think she’s even capable of feeling that.”

Ashley frowned. “That’s not very nice. Irina can be intense, sure, but that’s just how most top athletes are. They have to be if they want to be the best. It doesn’t mean she can’t feel like the rest of us.”

“You’d be surprised.” I was aware that I was being short with her, but I couldn’t stop myself. Irina just made me so angry—angrier than I’d ever been in my life—and I couldn’t figure out why.

She cocked her head at that, considering my words, and then shrugged. “I suppose you’d know her best, being her personal trainer and all,” she said. “Speaking of, you’ve been missing in action a lot lately, Ollie. Maybe you’re the one who’s found a partner? It’s kind of a funny coincidence that you both changed so much at the same time,” she teased, grinning and leaning closer to nudge me with an elbow.

I laughed awkwardly and was just about to reply when a large dark shadow loomed over us, and I glanced up to see Irina glaring down at us with her fists balled and her face the picture of fury. Ashley shrank back, clearly surprised, and then Irina grabbed me by the upper arm like I was a child and dragged me bodily towards the locker room.

I snatched my arm from her grip once we were behind closed doors and reeled on her. “What the hell, Irina?”

“I do not like you flirting with her. You are my husband.”

“Only on paper. I’m free to talk to whoever the hell I want.”

I’d thought she was angry before, but after I said that her face turned an impressive shade of red.

I swore she was breathing fire.

“No. You are mine,” she spat, getting into my face.

As intimidating as it was to have a girl nearly a full foot taller looking like she wanted to swing on me, I refused to back down this time. “I don’t belong to you, Irina. You can’t own people,” I ground out. “You know what? I’m fucking sick of this. I’m sick of you. Once this stupid game is over we’re getting divorced, and after that I never want to see you again.”

I watched her eyes go wide and her mouth fall open, something akin to horror spreading across her face. She jerked away as though I’d struck her and it surprisingly didn’t fill me with the satisfaction I’d thought it would, but I didn’t have time to think too much about it as the head coach came flying into the locker room with a harried frown.

“I just got a call from the NCAA board of governors. The other team is questioning your eligibility because of the war, and they’re sending an immigration officer over to interview you two before the match tomorrow. They’re trying to get you deported,” she said, looking simultaneously afraid and pissed off.

I visibly blanched, but Irina just hung her head and sulked with her arms crossed.

“Irina, did you hear me?” the woman snapped, turning to fully look at her when she didn’t say anything.

Irina shrugged her shoulders. “I do not care.”

“What do you mean, you don’t care?” Irina shrugged again and continued to stare down at her feet, and the coach rubbed her forehead. “I don’t know what the hell happened, but I can’t deal with this right now. Go home and prepare for tomorrow. The both of you.” She disappeared from the locker room as quickly as she’d come in, presumably to talk to the president and see what their options were.

I watched Irina move at a glacial place as we prepared to go back home, silently changing into her normal sneakers and sliding her hoodie on over her head, and I was doing what I could to not feel guilty about it because she was in the wrong here, not me.

I drove us back to the apartment, and as soon as I unlocked the front door she went into our bedroom and quietly closed the door.

Since I was the only one who seemed to care about her getting deported before the biggest match of her career, I began to look up the usual questions that an immigration officer might ask and surprisingly I found that I already knew the answers to most of them. We’d have to make up some stuff around our relationship and proposal, but as far as things I knew about her personally we were covered. It was a strange thing to realize that I knew more about Irina than I’d initially thought.

It was only then that I noticed I hadn’t heard a peep from her in hours, which was rare—normally she was right up under me when we were at home, following me around from room to room and pestering me with questions, so I actually began to get a little worried. I was angry with her, sure, but I didn’t hate her, and more than that I still had a job to do.

I opened the bedroom door and poked my head into the room. The curtains were drawn, making the room much darker than it had any right to be at six in the evening, but even through the gloom I could just about make out her large frame curled up beneath the comforter. “Irina, you need to eat something,” I said.

She didn’t move and I sighed loudly, annoyed, and flipped on the light. My eyebrows rose at the balled up tissues spread out around her head, and my stomach dropped.

“What’s going on with you? Are you sick?” I asked, rushing over to the bed and placing a palm against her forehead. I didn’t want to believe that I’d put up with her all month for nothing, because if Irina was sick, we were sunk.

She sat up then, and I could see that her nose was bright pink and her eyes were red and puffy. “You do not care if I leave. I was stupid to think you could love me.” She looked so sad, and the hiccuping sobs and fat tears rolling down her cheeks that followed her statement shocked the fuck out of me because Irina Kotokova didn’t cry. She just didn’t, and she certainly didn’t care how I felt about her.

Still, there was a clearly heartbroken girl sitting in front of me, and I hesitantly wrapped my arms around her as best as I could.

“You want me to love you? Irina, you barely tolerate me,” I said, pulling back to look at her.

She vehemently shook her head and wiped at her messy face with the sleeve of her hoodie, sniffling hard. “I always love you. I learn of job and ask if I can pick so I can see you.”

My mouth fell open. “You’re the reason I got this internship? But…why?”

For a moment I thought she wasn’t going to answer, but then she sighed and her shoulders dropped. “First day I not know anyone. Lost and not know who to ask. Everyone is scared of tall Russian girl, and no one looks at me. I wanted to cry. Then you walk me to class and give me your map. You were like angel.”

I racked my brain for any memory of what she’d described, and though I vaguely remembered giving my map away on the first day of school to my own detriment, that certainly didn’t warrant a four-year crush.

“Because of that? Irina, that was years ago. Why didn’t you say anything sooner?”

She miserably shrugged her shoulders. “Boys do not like big girls, and I did not know how to speak to you. Many think I am stupid because of my English, and I was scared you would too.”

That statement alone made me reevaluate all of our previous interactions in a different light. She wouldn’t speak to me because she was worried that I’d laugh at the way she spoke, and she’d barely made eye contact with me because she was nervous.

She wasn’t looking down on me, she was afraid of me.

All this time I’d thought she was cold and demanding, and while she was still a bit demanding, she was mostly just awkward and embarrassed by her accent. It certainly explained why she hadn’t spoken to me much before we were married, and when she had it was usually only a few words at a time.

But there was one glaring issue that just wasn’t adding up for me. “So why did you make me lick your ass?”

Her head dropped further. “I see you with Ashley before and get angry. She is small and cute, not like me. So I make mistake. I think, if I can’t have as boyfriend, then no one will. I knew it was wrong. I am sorry,” she said, hands fidgeting in her lap.

Surprisingly I wasn’t all that put off by her purposely sabotaging any chance I had at a relationship with someone else and was much more interested in the fact that she’d apparently had a huge crush on me since we were freshmen. “So, wait, you picked me to marry you because you liked me?”

Irina slowly nodded her head. “I was so happy when you say yes to marriage,” she mumbled. “I think maybe…maybe it was because you like me too. This month was my happiest. You are kind boy, and cute. You are only one who does not care who I am. You never call me Black Widow, only Irina. I want to be with you for so long, and then I have you. But not anymore.”

I could only shake my head at that. So many of our interactions made a hell of a lot more sense when viewed through the lens of her believing that I liked her. For one thing, her demands suddenly became asks. Her tone and inflection were so often harsh and direct that I’d assumed she was ordering me around, but looking back she’d never forced me to do anything. It was a cultural difference in the way we communicated, and now that I was thinking about it, I’d never even tried to refuse her. It was no wonder that she thought I was okay with everything.

She was just a normal girl who was tired of being seen as the cold, ruthless Black Widow and craved a little intimacy in her life, and now that I knew the truth, I was starting to feel terrible about shutting down her attempts to get to know me better. She really had been interested in learning more about me and my family and I just hadn’t believed it.

Still, I could only stare back at her dumbfounded. There was awkward, and then there was whatever Irina was. It was hard to reconcile the six foot six, nationally feared superstar with the uncomfortable, frightened young woman sitting in front of me. She was clumsy and a terrible communicator, sure, but she wasn’t malicious.

I found myself laughing a little, because no matter how you looked at it the entire situation was just bonkers. “You’re kind of crazy, you know that?”

Her shoulders fell and she nodded slowly, her discomfort clear in the way that she wouldn’t stop wringing her hands.

It was annoying how cute I found her in that moment, and with a long-suffering sigh I shook my head. “If we’re going to stay married, we have a lot to discuss. Our communication needs some serious work,” I warned.

Her eyes widened hopefully, and she snapped her head up to look at me. “Yes, of course,” she said, nodding quickly. She bit her lip and hesitantly held out her long arms to me, and with a small roll of my eyes, I leaned forward to hug her. She squeezed me so tightly that I could barely breathe, and I had to slap at her back to get her to let me go.

“I’m still mad at you, you know,” I said because I couldn’t let her off that easily for her bad behavior.

Irina pouted. “What do I do to forgive?”

I pretended to think about it for a moment even though I already knew what I wanted. “Will you let me take the lead tonight?” I asked.

She looked surprised, and then hesitant. “I need to wash face first,” she said. She moved to get up, but I held her fast.

I grabbed her chin and for the first time kissed her truly of my own accord. It was a slow and careful kiss—one that she kept trying to make fast and filthy—but I forced her to calm down and keep pace with what I wanted instead.

Her pupils were blown wide when I finally leaned back and it was as though she were in a trance-like state, her lips instinctively trying to find mine again. I pulled her hoodie and practice jersey over her head to reveal her plain black sports bra, and then I pulled that off too until she was just in her thin spandex shorts.

She covered her chest with her arms, and it was amusing to me that she was acting so shy considering that I’d seen her naked plenty of times and she’d been balls deep in my ass nearly every day since we’d been married. I moved her arms away and straddled her hips to grind against the solid length I felt beneath me, and her soft moans told me that she was enjoying the friction as much as I’d hoped. When she brought her hands up to try to grab my waist I forced them back down to her sides.

“I’m in the lead, remember?”

She pursed her lips and whined cutely, acting very differently from the Irina I knew, and the little trickle of affection I felt towards her was quickly growing into a flood. She was too intense and almost a foot taller than me, sure, but goddamn it if she wasn’t also adorable.

I got off of her to pull her shorts down in one quick movement and revealed her long dick to my eyes, and now that I was doing it because I wanted to I found myself really aiming to do what felt best for her. I slid the bulbous head between my lips and bobbed my head up and down her length until half of it was dripping with my own spit. Her hips rose to push herself deeper into my throat in shallow thrusts, and when I looked up at her to see if she was enjoying it she smiled down at me with vacant, hungry eyes.

After a few minutes of trying to take her all the way, I gave up and pulled her cock out of my throat, sucking in a much-needed breath of air before kissing the now dark red head while I gently twisted my fist up and down the steely shaft. “Still okay?” I asked.

“I want to fuck you,” she bluntly replied, and I rolled my eyes at her directness. It was much more endearing now that I understood her better, but we’d still have to work on the way she asked for things.

“Only because you asked so nicely,” I joked back. I quickly shucked my own clothing, and like usual her gaze went dark as she took in my leanly muscled form. I swore she was salivating as her eyes roamed over my body, her tongue coming out to wet her plump pink lips. I leaned over her naked body to grab the lube from its place on the nightstand and slickened up her cock with both hands, and the entire time she looked up at me as though she couldn’t believe what was happening.

I took a minute to slide a finger into my own ass, just to warm it up a bit for what was coming next, and I was surprised to find that it wasn’t really necessary. Apparently weeks of constant stretching and pounding meant that I was pretty much ready to go at any time, and truthfully I wasn’t sure how to feel about that.

I stood up on my knees over her, positioning my butt hole right over her faintly throbbing cock, and I winced only a little as I gingerly slid down her pole until I’d bottomed out. I gently rolled my hips against hers, and her icy blue eyes slid shut as she groaned into my ear.

Amusedly I realized that I was finally on top, even if it wasn’t exactly what I’d had in mind. She bit her lip as we roughly ground our hips together, looking up at me with such intensity that I was finding it hard to maintain eye contact. It was a far cry from the days when she couldn’t even meet my gaze, and now I was the one who had to glance away.

She brought her arms up to hug me tightly, pressing her small breasts against my chest and making it so that there wasn’t a single inch between us. Our hearts beat together beneath warm, sweaty skin, and then I felt her long, cool fingers gently wrap around my cock.

She was just holding it really, almost like she only wanted to confirm that I was hard and actually into sleeping with her, but as I slid back and forth against her it made a nice tight vice for me to fuck myself with. My cum quite suddenly shot out onto her stomach and up to her breasts, and her smug, delighted smile accompanied my pleasured gasps as I fell apart on top of her. I was only given a minute or two to regain my bearings before she grabbed me tight and flipped us both over, and I landed on my back with a soft ‘oomph.’

Irina leaned down to kiss me again, soft and loving and sweet, but with my mind still buzzing from my orgasm I realized too late that it was only to distract me from the increased speed of her thrusts and her decision to completely ignore the whole fact that I was supposed to be in control. I could only hang on for dear life as she slammed herself into me, my legs swinging uselessly in the air as she folded my body into a mating press.

I wished I could say that I wasn’t used to it—that she didn’t normally default to this position because it gave her complete control over me while also allowing her to devour my mouth with hungry kisses—but then I’d be lying. Really the only difference from usual was that I was happy to watch the way her mouth fell open and her face scrunched up as she focused on her orgasm. I felt lucky that she enjoyed so selfishly using my hole, and that thought in particular was one I never thought I’d have.

I squeezed down hard on the cock in my ass and that seemed to push her over the edge as her eyes rolled back and slid shut shortly afterwards. She buried her face in my neck and cried out while her hips lost control of themselves, and moments later I felt a rush of warm liquid enter my back passage and then out again to run down my ass. I rubbed her sweaty back as she fully collapsed on top of me, shuddering and gasping for breath while still trying to shove her quickly deflating cock as deep inside of me as she could get it.

It was only a few minutes later that she had the energy to pull back and press a bunch of eager kisses all over my face, and my heart swelled as I looked up into her clear, happy blue eyes. Only a few hours ago I’d never wanted to see her again and now here I was imagining what a life together would look like after we both graduated. If I had to guess, I’d probably be spending a lot more time on my back.

It was funny how life worked.

She rolled us over so that I could lean my head on her chest, the sound of her heartbeat strong beneath my ear. I became concerned when it suddenly sped up, and even more so when she took a deep breath before speaking.

“I am sorry for what I said,” she mumbled nervously. “You do not belong to me.”

I considered her words for a moment and shook my head. “We’re a team now. We belong to each other.” Her eyes lit up and then she was beaming, sighing happily and crushing me to her with her long arms, and immediately I knew I’d said the right thing. It was still odd to see her acting like such a normal girl, but then maybe she’d always been that way and I’d been too far up my own ass to notice.

Or too far up her ass, either/or.

Her breathing evened out sooner after that, and even though it was far too early and she really needed to eat, I let her go ahead and fall asleep. I had to imagine all the stress, crying, and sex had tired her out, and all of it had kind of been my fault.

Preparing for our immigration interview would just have to wait.


Chapter 5

We didn’t exactly ace the interview, but having worked with Irina so closely for six months and her having stalked me for almost four years we didn’t do too badly. Combined with us both feeling much closer after our heart-to-heart the night before we’d been able to put on a more than adequate performance for the immigration officer, and he left to join the crowd in the stands after giving us his stamp of approval and best wishes for our future together.

We exited the office together, hand in hand, and when Irina gave the locker room a smile and a thumbs up the rest of her team cheered and swarmed the both of us. The cat was clearly out of the bag about the whole marriage thing, but no one seemed particularly shocked which surprised me. Perhaps I’d been the only one oblivious to her feelings, since looking back even Ashley clearly knew how Irina felt.

Irina pulled us both to the front of the room, and I glanced up at her with confusion. She took a deep breath and squeezed my hand tighter before addressing the players and coaches still chattering excitedly.

“Other team try to cheat because they know we are better. Because they are scared of us. Let us show them why they should be.”

For a moment they seemed momentarily shocked by her speech but then they were cheering even louder, and I could only feel pride at her for feeling comfortable enough to speak in front of a room full of people. The old Irina wouldn’t have even tried.

I had to let her go to start preparing for the game, and more than that I knew she needed some alone time to focus and get into Black Widow mode. So while she was getting dressed and listening to Russian rap—it was surprisingly good, even if I didn’t have a clue what they were saying—I was busy filling water bottles and stacking fresh towels and doing all of the things required to support a number one ranked volleyball team.

An hour later we filed out onto the gym floor so that the players could be introduced, a minor celebrity sang the national anthem, and then the match was underway.

I nervously spectated from the sidelines as the teams began to battle it out. I’d always watched Irina closely—it was my job to manage her physical condition, after all—but now knowing who she truly was as a person it was enrapturing to see how different she was when she was on the court.

Gone was her awkwardness and self-consciousness. She had a chip on her shoulder now, angry that the other team had tried to split us up and have her deported, so she was playing especially hard today. It was a good thing too, because they were really giving us a run for our money.

For every point we scored they’d score one too, and for every block we made they’d dig two of our spikes. Over an hour later the sets were even at two each, and then suddenly we were down by four while the other team was at game point.

Things were already looking bad, but then disaster struck. Irina suddenly cried out after blocking a spike from the opposing team, and then she was jogging over to the bench while cradling her left hand. With my heart in my throat I grabbed my first aid kit to meet her halfway, and my boss and I looked the injury over carefully and quickly.

To our obvious relief It was just a jammed pointer finger, so I taped it down to her next one and gave it a short kiss when I was done. She looked surprised by that, so with a grin, I leaned up on my toes to give her a similar peck on the lips.

“Show them what happens when they fuck with us,” I said, gently cupping her face in my hands. I turned her around and smacked her sharply on the ass to send her back into the game, and the look of heat and joy she gave me in return made me smile harder.

From afar I watched her slide back into her persona as the ruthless Black Widow, and like she’d been given a shot of adrenaline she managed three kills in a row to put us right back on even footing. Everyone in the stadium was on their feet, shouting and screaming her nickname at the top of their lungs.

Truthfully I could barely watch, because whoever scored next would win it all. I didn’t know how Irina could possibly handle that sort of pressure, but she seemed so cool and unbothered that the rest of her teammates couldn’t help but relax too.

The other team served the ball to start a nauseatingly long rally, with neither team giving a single inch as they passed the ball back and forth across the net, and then Irina’s teammate made a horrendous mistake and set the ball far too high for Irina to reach.

But Irina jumped to chase it into the air, climbing higher and higher and higher still until it was like she was flying. Her arm cocked back like the hammer of a gun, and then it shot forward to slam the ball down towards the ground so fast that for a moment it seemed to disappear. She perfectly cut it so that the ball veered off to the side rather than into the hands of her blockers, and though the opposing team’s libero desperately dove and just barely managed to get a hand on it, she wasn’t able to dig it out and the ball flew out of bounds, clinching our school’s first NCAA championship win in over thirty years.

The stadium erupted with cheers. Streamers fell from the ceiling, and the band began to play in earnest to add to the already deafening noise in the building.

Someone nearby was screaming, and I belatedly realized that it was me. I wanted to run out to her on the court, to hug her and congratulate her along with her coaches and the rest of the team, but I also recognized that it was fully her moment. She’d worked so hard for it from the time she was young, and finally, her wildest dreams had come to fruition.

So that’s why I was understandably surprised when after exchanging high fives and hugs with her teammates for a minute, she made a beeline over to where I was standing on the sidelines. She picked me up and kissed me hard, and for a moment my breath left me.

The president came up to us next, shaking both our hands so vigorously that I was worried he was going to pull our arms from our sockets, and soon after that a woman timidly approached us with a microphone, flanked by a man holding a huge camera on his shoulder. I could understand her trepidation; Irina was rather notorious for glaring and answering questions with only a brusque yes or no at best. Now that I knew Irina better I understood that she wasn’t necessarily unfriendly, she was just awkward and self-conscious about her English speaking skills.

But this time she gamely turned to face her interviewer, gripping my hand tight enough to cut off circulation.

“Congratulations on an amazing game, Irina,” the woman said to start it off, pasting on a coolly professional smile.

“It was team effort,” Irina replied diplomatically. I felt awkward standing there with her, but then I realized that she was using me as a security blanket to help her get through it. I squeezed her hand to show my support, and her shoulders noticeably relaxed as a result.

The woman continued to ask her a few more questions that Irina answered fairly seamlessly, and then her gaze turned shrewd.

“You’re already at the top of every professional team’s watchlist, and after such a dominating performance I can only imagine that they’ll be beating down your door to get you to sign with them. Have you decided on where you’re going to go next year?”

Irina mulled over the question for far longer than the others she’d answered thus far. “I will need to discuss with husband first, we are team. But first, long honeymoon?” She asked, looking at me with what could only be described as unbridled lust, and under the full strength of her gaze I could only blush because it promised that no matter where we went I probably wouldn’t be allowed to leave the bed the entire time.

The woman seemed shocked that the Russian ice queen was married—and to a pipsqueak like me, no less—but she quickly schooled her face back into its professional mask and thanked her profusely before ending the interview.

I briefly wondered if my mother was watching the game and what she’d think of finding out that she had a brand new daughter-in-law at the same time as the rest of the world, and I cringed internally. It was definitely a conversation I wasn’t looking forward to.

“I love you, Ollie,” Irina said, apropos of absolutely nothing, and I could only stare up at her. We’d only just gotten on the same page the night before, so I didn’t know for sure if what I felt for her was love. I opened my mouth to reply, but she quickly pressed a finger to my lips. “Do not say it back. I wanted you to know so there is no question.”

I grinned and nodded before leaning up onto my toes to kiss her again, ignoring the stares and catcalls of the people around us. I didn’t know what the future held in store for us and we still had a hell of a lot of things to figure out, but I was optimistic. Irina loved me, and now that I actually understood her I was quickly beginning to fall for her too.

I didn’t see how our lives together could be anything less than amazing.


Subjugated by the Dickgirl Hero

For over two hundred years the demon king Eligor ruled the world of Astralia. And then the humans summoned the Hero—Willow—from another world. In the span of only six months she’s decimated his armies and sapped his power to change him into a frail, imp-sized version of his former self, and worse she forces him to become her personal servant. But Eli has a plan to get it all back, one that involves digging deep into his succubus roots.


Chapter 1

I felt my owner cross the barrier protecting our homestead and with a heavy sigh prepared myself to meet her.

It was so unfair.

I’d labored for decades building my empire: Forming alliances with the leaders of the various demon clans, capturing monsters to fight in my vanguard, and training daily to make sure no creature alive could best me in battle. Every waking moment of my life had been solely geared towards becoming the ruler of the planet Astralia, and after more blood, sweat, and tears than I thought I had, I’d finally done it. I’d finally conquered the humans and stood atop the world as the eternal demon king Eligor.

And then they summoned the Hero.

I hadn’t even known that it was something the humans were capable of, but apparently one of their saints had received a vision from their god showing them how. In a once in a century event where all three of Astralia’s moons were aligned with the sun to cast the globe in a full minute or so of darkness, the Emperor of the largest human kingdom sacrificed the lives of a dozen mages to perform an ancient ritual and dragged a young woman from her world into ours. By the time I became fully aware of her she’d already destroyed half of my monster army along with a chunk of my most powerful underlings, and even more frightening, she’d done it all alone.

Previous Heroes sent by the humans always had a core support party and access to an army of thousands. This Hero, however, had speed, strength, and magic on such a high level that any kind of help the humans could afford to give her would’ve only slowed her down.

The worst part of it all is that I had no one to blame but myself for the oversight. The humans hadn’t actively resisted my rule for decades, and I’d naively assumed they had finally settled into their rightful place at my feet. I’d gotten complacent just like the very humans I’d overthrown.

Even when the Hero—Willow—had shown up at my castle to fight me I hadn’t taken her seriously enough. She hadn’t looked the least bit threatening with her long reddish-brown hair, youthfully round face, and skimpy, tattered outfit. She only stood about six feet tall so I easily dwarfed her, and though her thighs were thick and strong-looking they were still barely half the size of my biceps.

So that’s why I was understandably surprised when she had me on my knees before her only ten minutes later. I’d been ready to accept my death and fully expected to feel her sword plunge into both of my weakly beating hearts.

What she actually ended up doing to me was the worst punishment imaginable for us demons who lived and died by their power. Using some kind of strange holy magic, she’d sapped all but the barest amount of the mana I’d accumulated over the centuries to leave me as a husk of my former self.

In the span of about a minute I went from a muscular, eight-foot tall powerhouse with blood red skin and obsidian curled ram horns to a pale pink, five and a half foot tall weakling with two pathetic stumps poking out of my dark hair. The only things that hadn’t changed about me were my golden eyes and my unruly mop of black locks, though since I was so much smaller now my hair fell to my shoulders rather than my pointed ears like it had before. I almost wished she’d just killed me.

Instead she’d offered me a choice that wasn’t much of a choice at all: either become her servant or be sealed into my own sword for eternity. Neither option had seemed very appealing, but figuring that getting stuck in a sword and slowly losing my mind would be much worse, I quickly decided on the former.

She’d taken me to her home and put up a barrier around her property so no one could get in and so that I couldn’t get out, and it also had the effect of completely blocking my unique mana signature from being sensed by the outside world. Unfortunately there was no one left in my army who had the strength to rescue me, so I had to imagine she was aiming to hide my presence from the humans.

It was just as well since I didn’t need rescuing anyway. Little did she know, I had a plan—a plan that was working beautifully so far. It was only a matter of time before I was strong enough to complete it.

“Eli?” Willow called as she opened the front door to the cozy two bedroom house we shared.

I rounded the corner with a smile, appearing for all the world like a houseboy eager to help his master. “Welcome home, my lady,” I said. I took her monster-blood covered steel sword from her, and like usual nearly dropped it because it was so heavy. “How was your day?”

Willow grunted tiredly and rolled her shoulders. “Busy. I found like a thousand monsters hiding out in the Virbalt Mountains and had to spend hours mopping them all up.”

I winced at the mention of her destroying a cache of the few remaining forces I had left. I’d specifically positioned them in a place where they wouldn’t be noticed by most humans in case of emergency, but of course she’d found them. They were some of my strongest creatures, and seeing as how I couldn’t spot a single wound on her she clearly hadn’t had any trouble at all slaughtering them.

“Well, I’m glad that you returned safely, my lady.”

She finally looked at me with a slight smirk. “I’ll bet you are.” She waited for me to hang up her sword to be cleaned and then grabbed me around the waist, pulling my much smaller body into hers. I could feel her battering ram of a cock pressing into my bare stomach and I grimaced against the goosebumps that popped up along my arms—unfortunately not because I disliked it.

With barely any effort whatsoever she lifted me into the air and kissed me, sticking her thick tongue into my mouth and drawing a grunt from my throat. One of her large hands roughly palmed my ass, and defying all logic her dick grew even larger.

“Would you like your dinner? A bath? Or maybe..me?” I asked after managing to pull myself away for air. My cheeks and ears went red with humiliation the moment the words left my lips even though I’d been saying them for months now. It was apparently a common saying from her world, but to have to say it to a whelp like her felt especially galling. I had hundreds of years of age on her.

“You really don’t have to say it if you’re going to be embarrassed every time. No matter how cute it is,” she giggled from above me.

“Can you just pick one?” I grumbled, annoyed.

Willow pouted and set me back down. “Fine. I’m thinking of taking a bath first.” She peeled off her pauldron, steel breastplate, and loincloth, and immediately her sweaty, musky scent filled the room. “Why does all the strongest gear never cover anything? Like, how does this loincloth give me 150 defense and 50 strength? I mean seriously.”

I frowned and cocked my head, completely lost as to what the hell she was talking about. She said a lot of strange things like that, always going on about ‘levels’ and ‘stats’ and ‘skill slots.’ I assumed it was something unique to her world, though whenever I asked for an explanation she’d only shrug and say it was too much of a hassle.

She kicked off her heavy boots last to make herself completely naked, and my traitorous eyes looked her over from head to toe. Even if I despised her I could admit that she was pleasant to look at, and I especially liked her long wavy red hair and her lean, strong body.

I picked up her things to be cleaned later and then followed her into the bathroom where I’d already filled the wooden tub with hot water. She sat down on the wooden bench next to it, and then I stood close behind her with a bath brush and a chunk of the homemade herbal soap I’d made.

Once I got a good lather going I began to scrub at her broad back with the brush. I used every ounce of strength I had to get rid of the smudges of soot and the black blood of my army, and when I was done there I moved to her front. I had to step right in between her legs to get close enough to wash her, and as a result I found myself brushing against her hard cock. Due to the differences in our size it came up to my chin, so with every breath I took I blew warm air onto its tip.

I finished running the brush over her arms and shoulders, but when I tried to step away he snaked her arms around my waist and pulled me close so that her cock was trapped between our slick bodies.

“You forgot to wash the most important part.”

With a roll of my eyes I squirmed away, annoyed that my halter top was now soaking wet. “Yes, my lady.” I set the brush aside to lather my hands up with more soap and then reached for her cock. The soap made it easy to slide my small hands up and down it, and they made crude, wet squelching sounds that accompanied her low moans. I made sure to work the soap into the light brown hair around her dick’s base, and I also dipped my fingers lower to clean her heavy balls.

She began to pant after a few minutes, her chest rising and falling faster with each stroke of my hands. I could tell by the way her cock expanded in my hands she was seconds away from cumming, and since I couldn’t have that I quickly let her go and grabbed a bucket of warm water to dump it over her head under the pretense of rinsing her off. She spluttered as the water dripped down her face, and it took everything within me not to laugh at the glare she shot me.

“All done, my lady. I’ll get your dinner ready while you finish soaking.”

“Tease,” she grumbled. She gave me a dangerous look as I bowed and left the room which was exactly what I wanted; the hornier she was now, the lower the chances of her noticing when I siphoned off her life energy in bed later.

Unbeknownst to absolutely everyone, my mother had been a succubus. She could siphon magic and energy from anyone she slept with, and though I hadn’t realized it until my body had been starved for power, I could do the same. It was then that a plan had begun to form—one which involved me sleeping with her to slowly but surely build up enough energy to escape the barrier and make it back to the darklands. The mana was much denser there, and with enough time I’d be able to return to my former state.

To her credit Willow initially hadn’t wanted to sleep with me; probably because she’d accurately guessed I was up to something. But over the course of a month I’d worn her down, wearing increasingly skimpy clothing around her to entice her into attacking me, and as embarrassing as it was to act like a common whore it’d worked. Probably a little too well.

The first time she’d been rough—there was no other way to describe it. I was nothing more than a warm sleeve for her cock as she rutted into me for hours, behaving like a mindless animal and cumming inside of me so much that my belly ended up inflating a little. Luckily my ancestry meant my body was made for sex, because otherwise I might have actually been in trouble.

After that she wanted sex every day, and while it did absolute wonders for restoring my power, I could feel my body slowly changing to both fit and crave her cock. Every time she slid into me my brain turned to mush, and until I felt her seed filling me I couldn’t seem to make my body calm down. It was a double-edged sword, because with each orgasm she ripped from me the more addicted I became.

I was just setting down the last of the dishes when Willow came out of the bathroom in a short, silky robe, the hem of it falling to the middle of her thighs. The tip of her now much softer cock poked out of the bottom, and when she took her seat she didn’t bother doing anything to hide it.

The meal was relatively simple—meat and vegetable stew, side salad, and bread—though watching her boorishly shovel the food into her mouth you wouldn’t know it. I’d strongly considered poisoning her early on and probably would’ve tried if it weren’t for the barrier around the property. I didn’t have the energy yet to break it and no one knew where I was, so I’d be stuck and would likely starve to death before the barrier weakened enough for me to escape. That and I was fairly certain any kind of poison I could concoct with my limited resources wouldn’t work on her anyway.

“Your cooking is so good. I don’t know how you make food like this with the terrible quality of the produce in this world,” she said around a mouthful of bread, and then she took a long pull from her tankard of wine.

I wrinkled my nose at the flecks of food she sprayed onto the table as she spoke. Apparently table manners weren’t a thing in her world. “Yes, well, I am over three hundred years old. It would be a travesty if I couldn’t cook something as simple as stew.”

Willow hummed and shrugged. “Still, thanks. It’s more than I can do.”

I didn’t know why she insisted on thanking me when I was her servant, but I bowed my head anyway. “Of course, my lady.”

We ate in relative silence for a while, accompanied only by the sounds of chewing and our spoons scraping the bowls, and soon after she finished the last of her wine she began to give me long, heated looks.

“Shall we go to bed, my lady?” I said after I felt her bare toes brush up against my calf for the third time.

In a flash she had me in her arms. “I thought you’d never ask.” I wrapped my legs around her waist as she easily carried me to the bedroom we shared. She threw me down onto our large bed, and while I stared up at her she let her robe fall from her shoulders to reveal her naked, statuesque form.

She crawled onto the bed until she was hovering over me, and then she wrapped me in a tight hug so that we were flush against each other. Her much larger, softer body easily pressed me into the bed so that I couldn’t have moved even if I’d wanted to, and taking full advantage of that she leaned down to shove her tongue back into my mouth.

For a few minutes she languidly kissed me, her lips making wet sucking sounds as she simultaneously ran her tongue along my sharp teeth. Her now throbbing cock head dripped more and more sticky precum onto my stomach with each beat of her heart until eventually she was able to easily grind it against me.

While I was distracted by her overwhelming every single one of my senses, her hands went to my black skimpy shorts to pull them down my legs. She yanked my shirt off next to send it flying into a corner, and like I was a half-cooked pancake she flipped me onto my stomach.

After letting her heavy shaft land in the valley between my ass cheeks, she used her large hands to spread them so that they better wrapped around it. Already I could feel my butthole twitching with anticipation, and even more embarrassingly I could feel myself getting wet. My ass was self-lubricating, something I hadn’t known until our first time together but was incredibly useful given her impatience when it came to sex.

Succubus biology could certainly be convenient sometimes.

Without any additional foreplay whatsoever she shoved herself in up to the root, stretching me open deliciously and making me groan louder than I’d wanted to. It felt like sparks were fizzing in my brain as she continued to dig her cock as deep as she could get it, the thick reddish-brown hairs of her pubes brushing against my ass. Her warm, heavy balls dwarfed my tiny ones to a humiliating degree, but I was already too out of it to care.

“I love how you’re always ready for me,” Willow sighed. “You’re the perfect little cock sleeve.”

I blushed furiously and tried to respond but my brain didn’t seem to want to cooperate. “Mmph.”

Willow chuckled at my inability to speak as she leisurely ground her cock into me, purposefully targeting the little spot inside of me that always made my eyes roll back into my head. It didn’t help that my own petite dick—which had been over a foot long before my subjugation—was more sensitive now, and with her soft bulk pressing me into the bed as she fucked me it rubbed firmly against the rough cloth sheets.

In no time at all I spurted onto the bed and went boneless as sparks of pleasure exploded behind my eyelids. It felt miles better than when I’d lain with any other woman in the past, which was as surprising as it was alarming.

Feeling my hole clenching and twitching around her, Willow immediately became rougher. She dug her fingers into my curly hair and shoved my face down into the mattress to muffle my wanton moans. She drove her hips forward with quick, firm strokes until the sound of our flesh slapping together filled the room, not stopping for a single second to let me catch my breath.

“Cumming before your master?” she breathed, slamming her massive cock home with a few especially hard thrusts that forced whimpering gasps from my throat. She was dropping the full weight of her hips onto my ass, using gravity to force herself as deep as possible. “Since when did you become such a disobedient little whore?” I could clearly hear the delight and ecstasy in her voice as she spoke, even as her words made me flush.

Willow moved her hands to my hips to lift them so that she could get a better angle, and if I’d thought her pace had been fast before it was blistering now. She was solely chasing her orgasm, my own pleasure and comfort be damned. Her needy cock was going to cum in my tiny hole whether I liked it or not.

For what seemed like hours I relished in the sensation of each individual vein of her shaft scraping against my insides, dragging high moans from my lips that only made her grow thicker inside of me. Incredibly I could feel another climax building as she greedily rode me like a common whore, and almost against my will I began to push my ass back against her hips to pull her deeper. I also found myself instinctively angling my hips so that she was grinding perfectly against the spot that I loved most, which had the unintended side effect of making me tighten around her even more.

My mind went blank and my body went taunt as I let loose a much more pathetic dribble of watery cum, gritting my teeth in an attempt to hold back my gasps. I wished I could say that it wasn’t a common thing for me to cum without being touched, but then I would be a liar. Willow either didn’t notice or didn’t care because she didn’t slow down for a second and actually redoubled her efforts.

It was when I heard her own pleasured whimpers that I knew things were finally coming to an end. A warm, slick wetness filled me a few moments later, and while she drained her balls I drained her life energy, hoping she’d believe the weariness she felt was a result of cumming so hard. Willow’s heavy body collapsed on top of mine to push me more firmly into the sticky mess I’d made, her warm weight a comfort as I felt her cock continue to pulse and twitch inside of me.

Her gasps and keening moans in my ear made it hard to concentrate and the pleasure even more so, but I grit my teeth and focused on my job even though I wanted nothing more than to give in to the warm feeling spreading throughout my body.

She only rolled off of me after her breathing calmed, her cock making a wet schlopping sound as she pulled it out of my ass, and feeling her cum leak out of me I tried to get out of bed before it could dirty the sheets.

More importantly, I could feel it; I officially had enough energy to break the barrier.

“Stay in bed,” she murmured tiredly, grabbing my forearm and easily pulling me back into her chest.

“I can’t. I need to clean up our meal and maintain your equipment, my lady.” I tried to get up again but her grip was like iron, so with a heavy sigh I gave up and settled back against her. The cleaning and plotting of my escape could wait for a few more hours, and she was awfully warm.

As much as I hated to admit it, I’d sort of miss my time with her. It had been the easiest six months I’d had in a while. It was nice having no responsibilities besides keeping up the small house and helping Willow out with her urges when she needed it, but I had things to do and humans to conquer.

I yawned, and it was right as I began to drift off that she spoke again. “I know what you’re up to, by the way.”

My dark blood ran cold. “My lady?” I asked. I did what I could to keep my voice light and my expression innocent.

”I can see you siphoning off my experience points every time we fuck. You didn’t think I wouldn’t notice, did you?” When my eyes widened she snorted, and an amused smirk spread across her face. “Don’t look so scared, I don’t care. The amount you were taking I could make back in about five minutes, so I think that’s a more than fair price for getting to pound your ass into the bed twice a day. I’m the one who’s taking advantage of you.”

I couldn’t speak as my plan crumbled before my eyes. It hinged upon me taking her by surprise and leaving before she was any the wiser, and since I didn’t have that anymore I just felt defeated. If she decided to take my power again, it was over.

Willow sat up on her elbow and leaned over me, resting her chin on an upturned palm. “Why are you so hellbent on ruling the world, anyway?”

“Because it is my divine right. I am the demon prophesied to sit atop the world as its ruler,” I mumbled robotically. I’d been saying that exact phrase for hundreds of years now, even back when I was little more than a young upstart going around trying to recruit other demons to my cause.

She cocked her head and hummed. “I don’t believe that’s why. Then, let me ask you this; does it make you happy to kill humans?”

“Happy?” I asked, confused.

“Yeah, like, do you enjoy it?”

“Enjoy? No. It’s a necessity.” At her confused look, I rolled my eyes and sighed. “Humans are irrational creatures who cannot be bargained or reasoned with; believe me, I’ve tried. And it’s not that I don’t understand why they hate us. We demons evolved from mindless monsters, and since the most powerful of us demons can control those monsters they think we’re responsible for everything a monster does.”

“Why didn’t you say anything about this before?”

“I told you; humans are stupid animals who don’t know how to listen. The only thing they can understand is violence and fear.”

“You do realize that the humans you’re talking about probably makeup around ten percent of the population, right? Most people are perfectly reasonable.”

It was a struggle not to laugh. “I’ll believe it when I see it.”

Willow went quiet for a long minute, her quiet breaths filling the room, and I almost thought she’d fallen asleep until she spoke again. “We’re taking a field trip tomorrow.”

“A field trip?” I asked, not completely sure what a field trip even was.

“Yeah, to the next town over. The Emperor has been running me ragged chasing down monsters and demons and I need a break. I’m sure you’re sick of being stuck inside of the barrier too, right?”

She was certainly right about that. I hadn’t left the property since she’d subjugated me and I was slowly losing my mind only being allowed to walk the same plot of land. Besides, now that she knew what I was up to she’d be taking my energy again soon, chances were this would be the last time I’d ever see the outside world again.

“I guess,” I mumbled miserably.

“Great! We’ll leave at dawn.” She tried to hug me but I rolled over to face the wall, turning my back on her to try to get some sleep. There was no point in pretending I liked her anymore, even as my traitorous body itched to be closer.


Chapter 2

It was actually closer to noon before we left the house because Willow never woke up early and she’d refused to leave until she had a warm, hefty load deposited in my stomach. I’d planned on giving the blowjob only the barest amount of effort, though to my annoyance the moment the head of her cock touched my tongue I couldn’t stop myself from wanting to take all of it.

Once we were outside of the barrier I’d briefly considered making a break for the darklands, but realistically I knew that she could run me down in seconds. Hell, a child could probably run me down in my current pathetic form.

I shot her a sidelong glance and begrudgingly had to admit that she looked rather pretty in her current getup. Instead of her usual steel breastplate and loincloth she was in a modest, flowy blue dress that perfectly complemented her eyes and braided red hair. On her feet she wore a pair of strange white shoes from her world—sneakers, or whatever she called them—and wrapped around her waist was a thick leather belt that held her steel broadsword. She could probably destroy anything that got in her way with her bare hands, sure, but I knew from personal experience that that could get very messy very quickly and monster blood was notoriously hard to wash out of cloth.

I too traded my usual outfit of short shorts and halter top for a simple pair of pants and long-sleeved shirt. It was only my second time wearing them, though already I sort of longed for my uniform. The clothes felt heavy and constricting and scratchy.

In no time at all we came upon a small village, and more than anything I was surprised by how peaceful it seemed. Most of the humans in the villages I’d visited had looked beaten down and miserable; probably because of me. Here though, everyone was smiling and laughing and just generally being an all around eyesore.

Seeing so many humans at once made my skin crawl. I hadn’t been around this many humans in at least a century, and that was when I’d been slaughtering my way through one of the many armies they’d sent to try to subjugate me.

“This is Fairhorn. It’s where I come to shop for groceries and stuff,” Willow said, smiling and waving at a passing couple. She stopped to chat with a portly man working one of the food stalls and then helped an old lady carry her groceries home, and already I was over the whole being outside of the barrier thing. They were nice enough to me too, but I wasn’t fooled.

“So is this what you wanted to show me? How popular you are and how happy everyone is now that I’m gone?”

Willow pouted. “I was hoping you’d see that humans aren’t the monsters you make them out to be. They can be good or bad, just like you demons.”

“Oh, sure, they’re on their best behavior because you’re here. They’d tear me apart if I was walking down the street by myself,” I said.

Her frown deepened and she opened her mouth to reply, though before any words could leave her lips she was attacked by three feet of germs and blonde hair.

“Ms. Willow!” the little girl now attached to Willow’s leg exclaimed. “You’re back! I helped bake cookies!” She reached into the little wicker basket hanging from her arm and held up one of the treats for Willow to take. There were chunks of some kind of red fruit speckled within it, and it was shaped into a crooked star.

Willow made a big show of taking a bite and enjoying it, clearly playing up her reaction for the girl’s benefit. “Wow, this is amazing! I wish I was as good at baking as you are!”

The girl beamed and turned to me next, reaching into her basket for another one of the misshapen biscuits. “You can have one too,” she decided, holding it out to me.

I wrinkled my nose at the treat—there was no telling where her hands had been—but Willow nudged me in the back so I reluctantly took the offered cookie. Under their combined hopeful gazes I took a small bite, and my eyebrows rose because it actually tasted really good. We didn’t really do sweets in the darklands; it was mostly meat and root vegetables.

“Is it good?” The girl asked, grinning in a way that to my eyes looked smug.

I rolled my eyes. “Yes, it is good, child.”

“You talk funny,” she said, wrinkling her nose. She turned and skipped away, leaving me flabbergasted while Willow only laughed.

We finished eating our cookies right as we reached a small park, and after taking a seat on one of the stone benches she teasingly patted her lap. I perched myself on it reluctantly, figuring that since I was going to be trapped until she died I might as well get used to being at her beck and call.

“So? What do you think of humans?” she asked hopefully.

“I think they’re stupid and they smell bad.” Her face fell and I immediately felt bad. “But they’re not terrible,” I rushed to add.

“It’s okay, I was expecting an answer like that.” Her strong arms squeezed me tighter, and she sighed. “Do you know why I didn’t kill you after we fought?”

I paused for a moment before answering, because it was something I’d been wondering about for months now. She’d had me dead to rights, and if she’d just cut off my head that would’ve been the end of it.

“Because you wanted to humiliate the demon race?” I guessed.

Willow shook her head. “When I was first summoned to this world, the Emperor said that all demons were vicious, simple-minded creatures who didn’t have any real thoughts or emotions. I believed him up until I exchanged words with a couple of your generals, and then I figured that the best way to see if his words were true was to observe the most powerful and influential of them up close.”

My mouth fell open. I’d simply assumed she was pumping me for information that she could use against my people.

“Of course then you started parading that cute little ass around in front of me so I ended up taking the whole thing a lot further than I intended,” she said with a smirk. “Anyway, the point is, I wanted to get to know you, Eli. I wanted to understand why.”

It was tempting to tell her to fuck off. Despite being from another world she was still a human, and from my own experience I’d learned that humans couldn’t be trusted.

On the other hand, she had always treated me fairly; even kindly. I’d been watching her for months now, and unless she was a really good actress Willow seemed like a genuinely decent human. Besides, knowing a little bit about my background wouldn’t give her any kind of strategic advantage.

With my decision made I averted my eyes and sighed.

“Humans killed my mother,” I started, fighting to keep my voice strong. It was a story I hadn’t told anyone, not even my closest allies. “She was a succubus, and she worked as a prostitute in what used to be the humans’ Starfall kingdom before I destroyed it. She was an oddball in that she liked humans, and though she took their life energy when she slept with them she only ever took enough to sustain herself.”

I glanced up at her to gauge her reaction and was surprised to see that she was giving me her full attention. There was no judgment of my mother at all in her gaze.

“One day she had a client who did notice what she was doing. He was a holy knight from the Starfall kingdom, and the second he realized what she was he killed her.”

“I’m sorry,” Willow said.

“It was hundreds of years ago, I don’t care anymore. Plenty of demons have stories like that, and I’m sure the humans have stories about us too. That’s just the way this world works, and if that hadn’t happened then I wouldn’t have become the demon king,” I said, shrugging.

Willow frowned. “It doesn’t have to be that way though. Humans and demons can get along.”

For a moment I allowed myself to believe her words. I tried to imagine a world where our races could stop killing each other and find some common ground, and maybe even one where we worked together.

My better judgment kicked in soon after though, and turning my face away I scoffed. “Then you’re stupider than I thought you were.”

She didn’t say anything after that, which was rare for her. Normally Willow was all teasing smiles and flirty winks, so to witness her looking so defeated actually made me feel a little bad. She clearly wanted to fix things between the races, and I’d kind of shit all over the idea because of my own bias. It wasn’t fair of me to not let her at least try.

I was just thinking about apologizing when I felt a sudden drop in pressure, and looking up at Willow she’d clearly felt it too. I moved off of her lap and stood to squint up at the sky, using a hand to shield my eyes from the sun.

“What’s that?” I asked, noticing a steadily growing dark speck above us. “Do you—” I didn’t get to finish my words as she disappeared, the bench we’d been sitting on only a crater where Willow used to be.

Panicked, I whirled around to see Basbaza—the strongest fighter in my army and my second in command—looming over Willow’s motionless body. His long, greasy white hair clung to his forehead, and the black iron armor that matched his cone-like horns was in dire need of repair. Clearly he’d been living a hard few months.

I swallowed hard, because out of all of my underlings Basbaza was the one I worried about most due to his zealotry when it came to the old ways and demon superiority. He was a fierce believer in doing things by the book, sometimes to the detriment of himself and the people under his command.

He was also both larger and stronger than me even in my full form due to his sheer experience. He had hundreds of years of age on me and had been fighting for most of it, going up against Heroes, dragons, and leviathans alike. Hell, if he weren’t such a terrible leader and had any kind of tactical know-how it was possible that he would’ve been the demon king instead of me. As it were he was more like a crazy idiot that you pointed at any enemy you wanted to defeat.

“Basbaza,” I said, still shocked to see him. I’d been certain he was dead. Willow would’ve had to go through him to get to me, though apparently he’d managed to scurry away with his life; probably because she hadn’t known that more powerful demons had second hearts and could regenerate if both weren’t destroyed.

He turned to look at me with his glowing red eyes, and they widened as they took in my unimpressive form. “My…my liege? Is that you? What has happened to you?”

“A lot. How did you find me?”

His hulking figure fell to one knee. “I never stopped searching for you, and the moment I felt your magic I rushed to fight at your side. Do not worry, my liege. I will kill the hero,” he said in his low, gravelly voice.

“I’d like to see you try,” Willow growled. She slowly climbed out of the crater, her dress torn and red hair mussed, and she was pissed. She pulled her sword from its leather sheath and sprinted forward with murder in her eyes.

Basbaza drew his own sword with a crazed grin. “I will not have to try, child. I was unprepared for our last match and will not make the same mistake again.” With a speed belying his size he rushed forward to meet her in the middle, and when their swords met they made the sound of thunder. To my surprise Willow was the one who was pushed back, her sneakers digging up the cobblestone street as she fought for purchase.

She finally managed to stop him in his tracks, her teeth clenched and her face red from the strain of it, and then he kicked her hard in the chest to send her flying again—this time into the home of an unsuspecting human. She didn’t stay down for long though, and with a burst of speed she used her shoulder to return the favor, sending him into an already crumbling store.

They continued to exchange blows at a pace that I could barely follow, with each clash of their blades being accompanied by a bright flash and a loud clap of thunder.

For a while they seemed evenly matched, at least until Basbaza gathered his mana and used a body-strengthening technique to increase his speed and power. He brought his sword down faster and harder and I could see Willow struggling to parry each attack, but with each strike more and more of her enchanted sword began to develop cracks.

Eventually chunks of steel began to chip off of it too, and I could see the exact moment when Willow became truly worried. With one especially hard strike he ended up knocking her onto her back, and after that he was attacking too quickly and too strongly for her to get back to her feet. She was too busy trying to avoid being stabbed to notice him building up his mana again, and by the time she did he was already casting his spell.

An enormous explosion rocked the village right where she’d been standing, making my teeth chatter and knocking me off of my feet, and when the smoke cleared Willow wasn’t moving anymore. Basbaza strutted forward to loom over her prone body, large and smug and superior.

Logically I knew that I should just let him kill her. With her dead I could sit atop the world as the demon king once again, and this time I’d make sure to destroy every human stronghold so that they’d never be able to summon another Hero.

Instead I dug deep to use some of the energy I’d absorbed from Willow over the past few months to return to my original, hulking form. It felt amazing to be powerful again—to feel like there wasn’t a single person alive who could take me on. My clothing was pretty much destroyed now as a result of my rapid growth, but I hadn’t liked wearing it much anyway; I’d really grown accustomed to the freedom of movement that I had in my usual uniform.

I let loose a vicious roar and launched myself forward to knock Basbaza away from her and into the park’s stone fountain. As water from the broken pipe rained down onto his head, his expression changed from shock to fury.

“You would attack me to save the Hero? The murderer of thousands of our people? The conqueror of our lands?”

I didn’t have an answer for that because he was absolutely right; I was being stupid. Apparently I was silent for too long though as he snorted and shoved himself back to his feet.

“I see. Your time away has made you weak. I will do you the honor of slaying you before you can debase yourself and our race any further.” He went on the attack.

Unfortunately I was very rusty with using my mana, and it was all I could do to avoid being run through by his sword. I didn’t have a weapon of my own so I was forced to dodge his blows rather than block them, feeling his sword slice my skin when I was just a little too slow to avoid it, and in no time at all I was backed into a corner. It was embarrassing to find myself in the same position Willow had been in after only a minute—on my back, defenseless, and staring down the barrel of the end of my life.

I was going to die.

A misshapen cookie bounced off the back of Basbaza’s head then, and we both looked over his shoulder to see the little blonde-haired girl who’d greeted us earlier standing there. Her entire body trembled as she stared up at the demon with wide, terrified eyes, and I had to wonder what the hell she was thinking.

Still, it was just the distraction I needed. I’d been gathering my mana while dodging, and had concentrated just enough, using the dregs and lunged forward and stabbed my clawed hands into one of his two hearts.

Rather than recoil in pain as I’d hoped, he instead grabbed onto my arm to hold me in place, his grip too tight for me to get away. His sharp smile widened as he licked his lips. “I suppose you wouldn’t be much of a demon king if you died so easily, but that’s enough of your scurrying around. Do not worry. I will lead our people into a new age of prosperity.” He raised his sword high above his head and my eyes widened, but not because of him.

Unbeknownst to all of us Willow had regained consciousness, and unbeknownst to Basbaza she was right behind him and steaming. She cut off his arm with one vicious swipe of her broken sword, and with a second she cut off his head, splattering me with his black blood. For good measure she stabbed her sword through his second heart to prevent any chance at all of him reviving, snapping her sword in half in the process, and I watched him turn to stone before my very eyes.

Willow sneered and shoved Basbaza over with her foot so that he crumbled to pieces. Now that I could fully see her I noticed that her blue dress was almost completely destroyed to reveal a few scrapes on her exposed skin, but other than that she looked completely fine. Unsurprising, yet still annoying.

Someone tapped me on the shoulder and I turned my head to see the little girl kneeling next to me. She had some of Basbaza’s blood splattered on her front; probably from when I’d stabbed him through the chest.

“Um, thank you for saving me,” she said, smiling.

I shrugged my shoulders. “You saved me first.” It was only after hearing my own deep and gravelly voice that I realized that I was still in my original form. “Aren’t you afraid of me?” I asked, noticing a distinct lack of screaming and pants-wetting.

The girl cocked her head and blinked at me. “Why?”

I didn’t know how to answer that. Either the girl didn’t have a sense of fear or I’d lost a step. Still, it was oddly refreshing to be in my real form and not have humans running and screaming bloody murder for once; it kind of hurt my ears.

The girl’s mother appeared to usher her off, bowing to me as well as to Willow, and that confused me even more. She looked worried, sure, but not frightened; maybe because the Hero was there.

I felt the tug of exhaustion begin to set in from using so much of my stored mana in the battle and I quickly reverted back to my smaller form to conserve what little I had left. After only a few minutes of fighting I was back to where I was when I’d first been subjugated.

A pair of strong, familiar arms wrapped themselves around my shoulders. “You’re hurt,” Willow said, brushing my cheek with her fingers.

“I’m fine, It’ll heal.”

Willow clucked her tongue. “Nonsense, you need to get that looked at. Can’t have your pretty pink skin getting scarred.” She all but dragged me to the town’s one and only inn where a rather terrified-looking old woman was just beginning to poke her head up over the counter.

“Do you have any available rooms? One bed should be fine,” Willow asked, placing a large silver coin on the front desk.

“Y-yes, of course, Madam Hero.” She nervously grabbed one of the heavy iron keys from the wall, nearly dropping it because of her shaking, and slid it across the countertop. “The top floor suite was just recently cleaned.”

Willow smiled and thanked the woman before dragging me bodily up the stairs, and once we were inside she locked the door behind her. It was a much nicer room than I’d expected, with an attached bathroom and a large window overlooking the town square. A bed nearly double the size of our own back home was pushed against the far wall, and an ornate, plush carpet covered the wooden floor.

While I looked around the room with interest, Willow made a beeline for the bathroom. I heard the water run for a couple of minutes, and when she returned she had a rag and a steaming bucket of water in her hands. She sat naked on the edge of the bed and patted her lap with a raised eyebrow, and curious as to what she was up to I did as she requested.

To my surprise she began to run the warm rag over my skin, wiping the ash and blood from my naked body. It felt odd to have her tending to me for once, since up until now it had solely been the other way around.

Not that there was anything I could do to help her in her current state; she was already fully healed and had wiped herself down. I’d asked about her freakish healing abilities earlier on in my captivity and she’d mentioned something about a ‘passive HP regen’ skill, which to my ears sounded like complete and utter gibberish.

“You should take some of my experience points to help you recover. I gained like five levels from that last fight,” she murmured. I was shocked she was still willing to let me siphon off her life energy, and it must’ve shown on my face because she continued. “You helped a lot, so it’s only fair.”

Since she’d offered I readily began to refill the mana I’d used up during the fight, shivering at the tingling feeling of my wounds closing and the soreness in my muscles easing. I kept waiting for her to stop me but she didn’t, and finally I had enough to be back to where I was the night before. I wanted to keep going, but unfortunately I could only absorb so much in such a short amount of time before I got whatever the succubus equivalent of indigestion was.

I risked a glance at her face, curious and somewhat suspicious. “Why are you being so nice?”

“I’m always nice. Besides, it’s the least I can do to repay you for saving me,” she said with a shrug.

“I only helped you because it’d take me a hundred years to get back to my original strength without your mana. It’s the purest I’ve ever come across.”

“Mmhm.”

She squeezed me tighter, and when I felt something hard and hot press against my ass I rolled my eyes. “Are you ever not aroused?”

“I only got a blowjob today so I’m backed up,” Willow said with a pout.

I thought back to that morning when I’d sucked her off, my plump lips sliding up and down her thick cock until she’d cum directly into my stomach. I’d done what I could to drain her balls, so for her to already be asking for more shocked me.

“You can’t be backed up that soon. It’s been like six hours.” She widened her eyes and further stuck out her bottom lip, and I sighed. “Fine.”

She shot me a beaming smile and started to lean me back, but instead I used a bit of my recently stolen mana to augment my strength enough to stop her in her tracks. Her lips pursed, annoyed, until I pushed her down onto her back while I straddled her hips.

Normally she had full control whenever we had sex. I often felt like little more than a warm, tight hole for her cock, and as a result I usually ended up either on my back or my stomach.

But things were different now. I didn’t care so much about keeping her placated and happy and was much more interested in wrestling back some control. I ground myself onto her cock, watching with amusement as her eyelashes fluttered.

For a moment I considered teasing her and getting some payback for all the times she’d made fun of me, though that idea quickly went out the window the

I repositioned myself so that her cock was pressed up against the ring of my asshole, and with a small intake of breath I slid down her shaft faster than I probably should have. My ass pressed against her strong thighs, and when I fully bottomed out I shivered.

“Fuck,” she breathed, her hands coming to rest on my hips to hold me in place.

I shook off her grip and swirled my hips on her monster cock to better get used to her size, watching with interest as her face cycled through various expressions of pleasure.

My own much smaller dick bobbed between my legs, smacking against my smooth stomach on every downstroke. I began to leak precum as I worked myself up and down on top of her, and already I realized I’d made a huge miscalculation in who had the upper hand.

Willow clearly noticed my plight and her smile turned predatory. “Uh oh.”

To wipe the smug grin off of her face I leaned forward to kiss her, and when I did she raised her arms to wrap them around my back. For the second time I had to remove her hands so that I could maintain control, which while frustrating to her delighted me more than I thought was possible.

I arched my back to begin taking her tip to root, feeling her veiny cock slide against my insides. Each sharp jolt of pleasure made the pressure in my balls build faster and faster until every muscle in my body seized and I came, harder than I could ever remember in recent years to the point where I blacked out for a few moments.

At this point I was far beyond caring about cumming without touching my cock. When I opened my eyes again her long pink tongue was licking my cum from her lips, and it was only then that I realized I’d spurted a few thin ropes of cum onto her face, chest, and stomach.

“Even when you’re supposedly in control you still came first,” Willow said, blue eyes twinkling with amusement.

I squeezed my ass hard around her shaft and she shuddered. “Shut up.”

“If you want me to shut up then you’ll have to try harder,” she growled, gripping my smooth cheeks hard enough to bruise as she slammed her hips up against my butt. She began to pummel me with everything she had, and I was certain that the wet slapping sounds of our skin meeting were loud enough to be heard even from the first floor.

Though it was hard to maintain my composure against her assault, I had to smirk as she made sounds I’d never heard before. Her desperate gasps were strangely cute, and with each wild, deep thrust they only increased in volume and pitch. The smell of her sweat filled my nostrils as it flew off of her face to land on the both of us, and unable to help myself I leaned forward and licked some of the salty liquid from her cheek to draw another whimper from her throat.

Unlike myself though, Willow had actual stamina. She continued to fuck me with gusto, varying her pace between gentle, shallow thrusts and much harder ones that touched the deepest parts of me. In no time at all I came for a second time like usual, my eyes squeezing shut as I spilled a few meager dribbles down my own dick to pool into my belly button. It made me clench my ass hard, and to my absolute shock that was all it took to push her past the point of no return.

Her cock seemed to double in size inside of me, the stretch of it so delicious that it threatened to make me orgasm for a third time, and with a shuddering gasp she filled me with a strong, steady stream of steaming cum. It very quickly filled my back passage until it gushed back out of me to splash against her lap and then into the bed below us, soaking the sheets with her sticky mess.

The feel of her cock throbbing and squirting inside of me seemed to last forever, and though she climaxed she didn’t pause in her thrusting for a single moment. She finally collapsed backwards onto the sheets with me still in her arms after what felt like forever, her chest heaving as she struggled to catch her breath. Her skin was so slick with hot sweat that it felt a bit like I was in my own personal sauna, but I surprisingly found the feeling more comforting than suffocating.

As we lay in the large bed together, our bodies cooling in the warm summer air, I didn’t try to leave the bed this time and she didn’t try to remove her cock from my ass. She let it soften and slip out all on its own, causing me to squirm a bit against the feel of her viscous cum seeping out of my now gaping asshole.

She didn’t speak until her breathing had slowed, and when she did it was the absolute last thing I expected to hear. “I was thinking. What if instead of fighting, we try to make the demons and humans get along? We can establish a blended village nearby and if it works we can expand, spreading the idea of coexistence until the whole continent is on board.”

“The emperor will never send you back unless you destroy us demons to his satisfaction,” I mumbled tiredly.

Willow shrugged her shoulders. “Honestly? I don’t really care about going home anyway. I mean, I’m the strongest person in the world here, and your ass is too hard to give up. You’re too hard to give up, too.” She wriggled her eyebrows and grinned, and annoyingly my face grew warm in response.

“It’ll still never work. There are thousands of years of bad blood between the races. Nothing can conquer that much hatred.”

“Love can. It conquered you, didn’t it?” My face soured and I scoffed. Of all the childish and sappy things to say. What she and I had wasn’t love; it was begrudging lust at best.

“Whatever, I guess we can try your dumb idea.”

“Great! We can visit the emperor tomorrow and let him know.” She kissed my shoulder and settled in to sleep, and I shook my head in disbelief. She was naive and willful and a little bit foolish, but for the first time since I’d met her I didn’t think that was such a bad thing.


Chapter 3

“You what?” the emperor shouted from his jewel-encrusted golden throne. His gaunt face went red with anger, and to my amused eyes it made him look a bit like a shriveled tomato.

“Yeah, I quit. Effective immediately,” Willow repeated. She had her hands resting on her hips as she looked up at the man, and I couldn’t stop myself from grinning at the look of absolute disbelief on the emperor’s face.

“You—you’re never going back to your world! You can’t make it back without me!”

Willow shrugged her shoulders. “Yeah, about that. I was thinking I’d put down some roots in this world anyway. Maybe the two of us will start our own little kingdom.”

The emperor’s face suddenly turned white at the idea, and frankly, I understood. With Basbaza dead, Willow and I were the two strongest sentient beings on the continent; maybe even the world. If we joined forces there wasn’t a single person who could stop us.

Now completely panicked, he pointed a bony finger at Willow. “Capture her! She’s been possessed by the demon king!” he shouted, spittle flying from his wrinkled lips. The guards in the room cautiously approached us with their spears and Willow snorted.

“Are you sure you want to try this?” she asked, boredly, rolling her neck and shoulders. For added effect I used some of my stolen energy to change back to my original form, and the emperor shrunk back into his seat like the coward that he was.

The soldiers looked at her, looked at me, and then wisely backed down. It was nice to know that at least some humans had sense.

“I thought so. We’ll come by to talk trade and alliances in a few months.” Without waiting for him to reply Willow abruptly turned on her heel and walked out of the throne room.

I waited until we were outside of the palace walls to change back into my smaller form. I was eager to get started on this crazy plan of hers, especially since I already knew of some demon refugees that could use a soft place to land. It’d be tricky to convince them to not rip the humans in half, but details.

“I know I talked a big game in there just now, but you’re free to go if you want. Obviously you can’t kill humans all willy-nilly anymore, though.”

I stopped in my tracks to stare up at her. “Go? Why?”

Willow shrugged her shoulders. “I told you; I subjugated you to see if you were capable of actual thoughts and emotions, and you are. There’s no more reason for you to stick around.”

Panic rose within me at her words. I should’ve been overjoyed at regaining my freedom. I should’ve already been making my way back to my castle to plan my next takeover. Instead I found myself working overtime to come up with a decent enough reason for her to let me stay by her side.

“Well, no demon is going to join your stupid blended kingdom if I’m not there to vouch for it. I suppose that I can stick around a little longer to help out.”

Willow smirked, and I flushed. My excuse had been weak, and I fully expected her to say so.

To my surprise she only leaned down and kissed me hard, slipping her tongue into my mouth at the same time. One of her hands also slid into my pants to cup my bare ass, and when her fingers started to get a little too curious than what would be considered appropriate for a public space I had to push her away.

“You’re incorrigible,” I said.

“You just have that effect on me.” She reached for my hand, and since I was in a good enough mood I let her hold it. “So, for the name of our new kingdom, I was thinking of calling it Willowvale. Good, right?”

“Eh, I like Eligoria better.”

She narrowed her eyes at me, and I narrowed them right back.

“I guess we’ll have to fight for it to make things fair. The first one who cums loses,” she said with a wicked grin.

It wasn’t a fair fight at all because nine times out of ten I was the one who came first, and annoyingly my ass twitched with anticipation.

“You’re on.”


Night Owl & The Sparrow

Alfie's pretty sure he was born unlucky, but after being kicked out of the house the day he turned eighteen he’s offered a place to stay by the dynamic duo Night Owl and The Sparrow. But a dangerous villain has a dangerous plan and time is quickly running out to stop them. Can he do anything to help the heroes save the city? Even if it's just offering his body to the women as stress relief?


Chapter 1

I held my breath at the sound of the security system being armed and my heart pounded with equal parts anticipation and anxiety. Ten minutes after that the main store lights shut off, bathing the building in the orange-yellow glow of the backup emergency lighting, and that’s when I made my move.

Really it’d been a lot easier than I’d expected to hide out in the superstore. I’d simply walked in the doors of Wademart shortly before closing, headed straight to the aisle with paper towels and tissue, and made myself a mini-fort to hide in just like I’d seen in all of those videos I used to watch on WadeTube. It helped that I was so short and slim, even more so now that I no longer had access to regular meals what with living on the streets and all.

My stomach growled unhappily and I winced. It’d been a full three days since I’d had food with any kind of nutritional value, so that was the first thing I needed to tackle. I hurried over to the grocery section of the store, making sure to keep my head down to avoid getting my face on the cameras, and for once I was thankful that the police in this city were garbage. They were ineffective, lazy, and abnormally corrupt at the best of times, so I was confident in knowing that unless they had a clear picture of my face they probably wouldn’t expend too much effort trying to hunt me down.

I stepped into the Wademart deli and my eyes widened at the sheer amount of choice before me. There was fried chicken, salads, cake—things I hadn’t eaten in months. Eventually though I settled on a turkey club sandwich figuring that’d be the easiest and most filling thing I could eat, and salivating I ripped the plastic wrapper open before taking a huge bite.

I groaned luxuriously as the taste of salt and saturated fat assaulted my taste buds, and in no time flat the sandwich was nothing more than a distant, tasty memory. Truthfully it could’ve used a bit of mustard, but I wasn’t willing to spend even a single minute of my precious time searching for condiments.

I washed it down with a few swallows from the bottle of cola I’d found in one of the nearby fridges, and my hunger somewhat sated for the time being I was finally able to think straight. I figured the smartest thing to do would be to grab foods that were filling, easy to prepare, and high in calories, and since peanut butter sandwiches checked all of those boxes I made a beeline towards the canned goods aisle.

Before you think that I’m just some opportunistic thief, you should know that I wasn’t at all proud of what I was doing. I’d been poor my entire life, but crime was a line I’d never been willing to cross; mostly because I wanted to be nothing like my asshole father who seemed to only do crime. Gambling, assault, burglary—you name it, he did it, and proudly at that.

No, I wanted to be more like my mother and grandfather who while impoverished did everything in their power to remain upstanding citizens. For all of their struggles, they were optimistic and kind until their last breath, and I’d admired that part of them ever since I was young.

Unfortunately, morality was a luxury I could no longer afford. it was between life and death for me at this point, so while I hated having to stoop to theft, I hated the idea of dying of starvation a whole lot more.

I was just stuffing a second jar of peanut butter into my bag when out of nowhere I suddenly found myself flying through the air, dropping everything in my arms and letting out a rather girlish scream that I wasn’t very proud of. It took me a few seconds to gain my bearings, and when I did finally reorient myself I realized that I was hanging upside-down from the rafters by my ankles.

A young woman sauntered into view shortly afterwards, and my jaw dropped as I took her in. Most of what she wore was black save for the burnt orange of her vest and the white, stylized ‘S’ stitched over her heart. Her muscular shoulders were bare to reveal smooth, lightly tanned skin, and the lower parts of her arms were covered by what looked like some kind of armored black gauntlets. A long black cape hung from her shoulders to brush against the backs of her knee-high black boots, and as recognition began to dawn, fear wasn’t far behind.

“What’ve we got here?” she asked with an amused smirk, arms crossed casually over her chest. “You’re not Marymaker.”

I was too shocked at seeing the Sparrow in person to say anything. She and her partner both were infamous in our neighborhood since our borough had the highest crime rate in the city, and up until now I’d only managed to catch a glimpse of one of them zipping along the rooftops or seen the aftermath of their battles with the more violent gangs that roamed the streets. Never in a million years did I ever think I’d see one of them from two feet away.

“Not very talkative, are you? Well, we’ll see if the cops can get you to say anything.” She reached for one of the pouches on her utility belt, and that quickly snapped me back to attention.

“Wait! Please don’t call the police!” I shamelessly begged.

Her plump lips stretched wider. “Oh, so you can speak.”

“I’ll do anything if you let me go. I was just—I was starving. Please.”

The grin on her face fell into a pitying smile. “Sorry, kid, but you do the crime you do the time. Don’t worry, you’ll probably just spend a night or two in jail and pay a small fine; it doesn’t look like you’ve stolen anything over twenty bucks.”

I almost scoffed at that. A fine? I couldn’t afford to feed myself, so paying anything was out of the question. It was unfair of her to just assume that being arrested wouldn’t destroy me, and—wait, was she checking me out?

I almost buried the thought because no girl had ever shown any kind of interest in me before what with me being short, skinny, and broke, but she was quite clearly running her eyes up and down my body in a way that was making my cheeks grow warm. I fully recognized that it was a hail fucking mary and that she was probably going to laugh in my face, but unless I wanted to be sleeping next to some three-hundred-pound drunk named Stanley tonight it was the only play I had.

“I’ll…I’ll get you off if you let me go.”

Sparrow blinked and shook her head, taking a small surprised step back. She seemed troubled by the offer, much more so than I expected since surely one criminal or another had made a pass at her before.

“What?” she asked, staring hard at me.

“Yeah, I’ll do anything you want. Give you oral, eat your ass—anything.” Not that I knew at all what I was doing when it came to that stuff, but I’d seen more than enough porn to figure it out. Besides, there were worse things than sticking my tongue in a beautiful woman’s pussy in exchange for my freedom.

“I’m a hero. We don’t do that kind of quid pro quo stuff. It’s scummy.” Her eyes betrayed her true feelings though, and I could clearly see her looking me over with much more interest than she had before.

“It won’t be that, I promise. I’ll be doing it because I want to. You’re really beautiful.” And I wasn’t lying. Sure part of her face was obscured by the black domino mask, but it did nothing to hide her plump pink lips and high cheekbones. She was at least six feet tall with a lithe, athletic build, and her long raven hair fell in dark waves down to her shoulder blades. I had to wonder how that worked with crime-fighting; that much hair seemed like more of a liability than anything.

Her sharp green eyes stared into mine consideringly, white teeth gnawing at her bottom lip, and then a few seconds later she slowly put the little radio away and lowered me back down to the ground. She unzipped and pulled her skintight pants down to her knees in one fluid movement to reveal that she was wearing some sort of black spandex shorts underneath, and it was only then that I noticed the long, fat bulge pressed against her hip.

She had a cock twice as large as my own.

“You have a dick,” I said dumbly, because surely I was seeing things. Between my hunger, exhaustion, and the whole blood rushing to my head from hanging upside down by my ankles thing, I had to have been hallucinating.

Sparrow rolled her eyes and impatiently put her hands on her hips. “I’m well aware. You said you’d get me off, so…get me off.” Her tone was still light and amused, but even that couldn’t mask the clear hunger I saw in her gaze.

I gulped and slid to my knees in front of her, the cold of the linoleum seeping into my thin jeans. Up close it looked even larger, and my hand hooks shook as I pulled her shorts down to reveal her engorged, pulsing dick. Her shaft was smooth and thick and the head was a pretty pale pink that was growing redder with each passing second. I gently wrapped my hand around the base and studied it carefully, not sure where to begin.

After a minute or so of inaction, Sparrow tapped me on the top of the head to draw my attention. “Come on, hurry it up. I’m supposed to be on patrol and Night Owl will skin me alive if I don’t finish with this district tonight.”

I nodded quickly and opened my mouth to shove it in, figuring that it was better just to get started and hope for the best. The head smoothly slid against the flat of my tongue as it glided between my pursed lips, and from above I heard her softly sigh.

“There we go,” she said, breath hitching.

I bobbed my head quickly on her cock, desperate to do a good job in the hopes that she’d let me go once I was done—a task that was made much more difficult by the fact that I’d never personally received a blowjob in my life. I looked up at her face to see if she was enjoying it only to find that her intense green eyes were watching me closely, and for a long minute we kept staring at each other as I continued to work on her.

She bit her lip and smiled, and the coyness of it strangely made my chest tighten. Sure, I was sucking a dick, but it was the dick of a really, really hot girl. With the way my life was going this was the closest I would ever get to sex.

On a whim I swirled my tongue around the head of her cock and she groaned, one of her hands going to my curly dark brown hair to hold me there.

“Keep doing that,” she moaned, and I readily obliged. I wriggled my tongue all over the warm spongy flesh, and within minutes I could hear her breathing begin to grow heavier as her strong thighs began to shake against my face.

Huh. Tonguing the head felt really good. Nice to know.

My knees were just beginning to hurt from kneeling on the hard linoleum when she suddenly gasped and shoved herself deeper into my throat until I gagged. Her cock expanded in both length and girth, and I could feel every individual vein beneath the thin skin of her shaft as they filled with blood.

The sheer volume of cum that she produced was insane. Spurt after spurt of her warm seed splashed against my tongue and throat, filling my mouth almost instantly and since she was still holding my head tightly I was forced to swallow every bit of it. It was salty and thick and creamy, and while certainly not tasty, it wasn’t nearly as disgusting as I’d expected it to be.

After what felt like a full minute of gushing Sparrow finally whimpered and pulled her deflating cock from my mouth, stumbling backward with a shuddering sigh.

While I coughed to dislodge some of the cum that had gotten stuck in my throat, Sparrow stuffed her dick back into her spandex shorts with slightly shaking hands. “Whew, I’m usually not that quick of a shot. You’re pretty good,” she said, casually zipping her slim-fitting pants back up. Her cheeks were flushed red, and somehow that made her look even hotter. “So, why were you stealing, anyway?”

It took me a few seconds to regain my bearings, and even longer for me to clear the last slimy bits of her cum from my throat. “Because if I didn’t I’d starve. My dad kicked me out the day I turned eighteen, and it’s not exactly easy to make it in this city with only a high school diploma and no useful skills.”

Her lips twisted into something resembling anger. “He kicked you out on your birthday?” she asked, and when I nodded her frown deepened. “Well, I feel like a complete asshole now. Do you have anywhere else you can go? Maybe a friend’s house?”

I laughed bitterly at that. “If I had any friends I wouldn’t be here.”

“What about one of the Wade’s Ark shelters? They feed and house you there.”

“If you’re not waiting in line at mealtime, good luck getting anything. Plus you have to deal with all of the assholes cutting, and I’m not exactly big or strong enough to stop them,” I mumbled with a pathetic shrug.

Sparrow crossed her arms and stared me down, sharp green eyes scrutinizing. I didn’t know what she was thinking about, but her gaze felt invasive in a way that I wasn’t used to, especially since as a homeless kid people usually did their best to pretend that I didn’t exist. I was just beginning to squirm when she sighed and motioned for me to stand. “Well, come on then.”

Thoroughly confused I grabbed my bag and hastily pushed myself to my feet to do as she’d commanded, following her into the back of the store and out to the back alley where a sleek, matte black motorcycle was waiting. It didn’t look like any bike I’d ever seen before, and I’d seen a lot of them having helped out regularly at my grandfather’s shop before he’d passed. The machine was a monster and clearly meant for speed based on the thick, wide tires, and the 2,000cc engine.

Sparrow straddled the bike and started it up and the thing literally purred, sounding much, much quieter than I’d expected. “Hop on.”

“I thought you weren’t taking me to jail?” I said, already edging away as if she couldn’t just kick my ass and drag me to the police station if she really wanted to.

“I’m not.” She patted the seat behind her, and I reluctantly slid onto the back. It wasn’t like I had anywhere else to be, and even if she took me to the shelter she probably had some kind of sway that would get me a bed and some food for the night. She tossed a thin piece of cloth over her shoulder and it hit me square in the face. “Here.”

“What’s this?”

“A blindfold.” My face must’ve shown my skepticism because her lips quirked upwards into a smirk. “Trust me. I’m a superhero, remember?”

I didn’t know how that was supposed to make me feel better, but I begrudgingly tied it around my head because again, I didn’t exactly have any other options. Once I was blinded something slid over the top of my head—a helmet, it felt like—so I couldn’t have removed my blindfold even if I’d wanted to. She buckled the strap tightly beneath my chin, and after testing it to make sure that it was snug she wrapped my arms around her waist.

“Hold on tight if you don’t want to die!” she shouted, and with a loud, bone-rattling rev of the engine, she took off.

My stomach dropped as the wind whipped around me, and it might’ve been exciting if I weren’t completely blind. I didn’t know how fast she was going, but I could tell she was doing some insanely dangerous things based on the way I was thrown around behind her. All I could do was hold on for dear life and hope that the turkey club I’d eaten wouldn’t come back up because somehow I didn’t think Sparrow would appreciate me vomiting all over her cape. That thing had to be dry clean only.

By the time the bike fell silent beneath me my nerves were shot. She had to remove my frozen arms from around her waist for me, and when she removed the helmet and blindfold from my head I squinted against the bright fluorescent lights of whatever room we were in.

It appeared to be some sort of large garage or hanger, with a bunch of tool chests, workbenches, and shelves lining the walls. There were a few more motorcycles lined up right next to us and beyond those an entire fleet of futuristic vehicles that looked like they were straight out of Concept Cars Weekly. Hell, there was some kind of plane taking up most of the hangar.

“What the hell?” I murmured.

I wasn’t able to observe the vehicles further as she dragged me through a door and onto a wide, metal walkway lit solely by large overhead lights. It was pitch black on either side, and I peered over the edge with no small amount of trepidation.

She pulled me back by the hood of my jacket and I stumbled into her side. “Careful, it’s a long drop off the edge there.”

“Where am I?”

Sparrow cocked her head, carefully considering the question. “This is where I live. Sort of.” We stopped at a heavy metal door, and after putting her palm up to some kind of scanner, the mechanical sound of it unlocking echoed in the cave-like space. It slid open to reveal a circular room with a large decontamination chamber in the middle, and along the walls were four additional doors evenly spaced from each other.

She placed her hand against another pad next to the door on our left, it slid open into what could only be described as a luxury bunker.

“Welcome to the Owlcove.”

I gaped as we stepped into a tall foyer, immaculately designed with dark concrete and glass. A circular staircase led to a second floor, and straight ahead I could see a huge living room and kitchen. It was also pretty messy with clothes and trash strewn about everywhere.

“Before we go any further, some ground rules. Don’t try to go back the way we came, you’ll probably fall to your death and die. Don’t try to steal anything, you’ll activate the security system and die. Don’t try to go into Night Owl’s room, she’ll kill you and you’ll die.”

I was much more surprised that she was allowing me into this space than I was put off by the whole dying thing. “Wait, you mean I can stay here?”

The girl shrugged a shoulder as she led me up the stairs. “For tonight, sure.”

“Why?”

A strange expression flashed across her face. “Believe it or not, I know what it’s like to need a little help every now and then. I lost my parents pretty young and was kind of like you until Night Owl took me in. Anyway, put your hand here,” she said, motioning to another one of the hand scanners next to a fancy wooden door, and after I did as she asked she spoke again. “Computer, register guest user…uh, what’s your name?”

I blinked, just like her realizing I’d never given it. “Alfie.”

“Well, that’s adorable,” she all but cooed. She cleared her throat and turned back to the pad. “Computer, register guest user, Alfie, level 1 access. Override code: 5P4220W2UL32.” The panel lit up, scanning my hand with an eerie green light, and just like every other door we’d encountered so far it slid open like we were on the Starship Enterprise. Apparently regular old door knobs were too good for them.

“Okay, you have access to my room and most of the other low-security areas in here. If you put your hand on a pad and it flashes red that means it’s above your paygrade and no matter what do not try to force your way in. Computer can be pretty nasty if you try to damage stuff.”

I raised my eyebrows but nodded. I didn’t know what ‘nasty’ meant and I wasn’t planning on finding out.

She ran her fingers through my messy, curly hair and smiled. “Great! Now go shower, you smell.”

“Well, sorry about that,” I murmured, cheeks flushing.

She laughed at my sour face, and despite my embarrassment, I found myself smiling back because it was incredibly infectious. “While you do that I’m gonna tell Night Owl you’re here. I’d hate to see what she’d do to you if she found you just wandering around.”

She left me alone in her room, and almost immediately afterwards I headed into the bathroom. I started the shower, stripped naked, and then slid under the showerhead’s spray. The hot water felt amazing on my tired, beaten-down body, and I watched with detached interest as months of grime swirled down the drain. Apparently the whore’s baths I’d been taking in public restrooms hadn’t been doing much of anything.

I borrowed some of her fruity-smelling soap and shampoo to scrub myself pink, and by the time I was ready to get out I felt like a brand-new person. I wrapped myself in a thick fluffy robe I found hanging on the back of the door, and it was only then that I realized I didn’t have anything to wear besides the filthy clothing sitting on the tile. Now that I wasn’t wearing them I noticed that they really did smell so putting them back on wasn’t an option.

Carefully picking my way around the mess of her bedroom, I poked my head out into the hallway. “Um, Ms. Sparrow?” I called, my voice echoing slightly in the bunker. “Hello?” I waited another few seconds for a response but was met with silence.

She was gone.

Left with no other options I looked into her dresser for anything I could wear and after a little bit of rummaging around, I blanched. They were all girl clothes. Still, I didn’t have any other options, so I settled on a pair of stretchy spandex shorts similar to the ones Sparrow had been wearing, a pair of red pajama pants, and a white t-shirt with the New Haven University Hellcats mascot on it. She was a lot bigger than me so the clothes didn’t look too bad all told, and I gingerly walked down the steps to investigate the bunker further.

The first thing I noticed was the truly obscene TV hanging up in the living room. It had to be over 200 inches, taking up the majority of the wall, and an even bigger sectional couch that could seat a dozen people was in front of it. I found the remote and flipped it on to help with the oppressive silence. Unsurprisingly it was set to the news, where a news anchor was currently saying something about Marymaker robbing the New Haven University biology lab.

My stomach growled then, and I grimaced; the sandwich I’d eaten earlier had done absolutely nothing for me. I wandered over to the kitchen and opened the industrial-sized fridge, and for something so large there really wasn’t that much inside. All I could find were staples like eggs, milk, and then some mysterious-looking stuff in jars I wasn’t planning on touching with a ten-foot pole.

Luckily I found some apples in one of the drawers, and as an afterthought I grabbed a bottle of water and closed the door to see a huge, terrifying figure in black standing on the other side.

For the second time that night I wasn’t proud of the way I screamed.

“Who are you?” the woman snarled, her voice low and gravelly.

As much as I wanted to answer I was too shocked to speak. She’d materialized seemingly out of nowhere, and I spent a solid few seconds just gaping up at the woman before I realized that she must be the Night Owl. Sparrow was tall, sure, but Night Owl was even taller while also just being bigger. She easily topped 6’2 and was two hundred pounds of muscle, and through her cowl I could see her sharp blue eyes boring into mine.

Evidently I took too long to answer as her hand shot out to grab me around the throat, pinning me to the wall. “Who are you?” she demanded again, much more angrily this time.

I wanted to answer her—I really did—but her fingers were quickly cutting off my ability to breathe let alone speak. She was lifting me off of the ground with one hand, my legs dangling helplessly beneath me, and when I tapped desperately at her forearm she let me go and I landed hard on my butt,.

She loomed over me like she was going to grab me again and I scrambled back against the wall, rubbing at my neck and coughing hard. “Sparrow brought me here,” I eventually gasped out.

The woman stopped then, and though absolutely nothing about her expression changed she somehow seemed surprised. “Sparrow did?” she growled.

I nodded, still coughing and praying that she believed me.

I was relieved when she grunted and turned on her bootheel to stride out of the room, her long, dark cape billowing behind her without another word. I heard the sound of the bunker door opening and shutting and let out a long, relieved breath.

I didn’t know how long I sat there against the wall trying to regain strength in my legs. I’d heard of Night Owl—that she could strike fear into the average man with a single glance—but hearing about it and experiencing it were two wildly different things. If I hadn’t just gone to the bathroom I might’ve actually pissed myself because she was terrifying.

I heard the door of the bunker open again and shrank back into the corner, praying that it wasn’t Night Owl coming back to finish the job. Instead it was Sparrow, and when her eyes landed on me she brought a hand up to her mouth.

“Oh my god,” she gasped, hurrying over to kneel down next to me. “Are you okay?”

“I-I think so. I don’t think Night Owl expected to find me here.”

“I’m so sorry. I was on my way to radio her, honest, but then I heard on the police scanner that Marymaker was robbing the university, and…it kind of slipped my mind?” she cringed as soon as the words left her mouth, and I grunted my displeasure.

Clearly Sparrow was easily distracted or had some sort of ADHD. She did look properly apologetic though and I was still mostly in one piece, so let go of my annoyance.

“Does she always assault people for no reason?”

“Not always, and to be fair she thought you were an intruder.”

“So the punishment for trespassing is getting my neck broken?”

Sparrow grimaced again. “It’s my fault for not giving her the heads up, so if you want to blame someone blame me. If you don’t feel safe I can take you somewhere. The uptown branch of Wade’s Ark is nice for what it is, and I know the lady who runs it so I can tell her to look out for you.”

It was true that the Uptown shelter was nicer, but it was still a shelter in New Haven. It was like having the nicest prison cell in Alcatraz. “I want to stay here if that’s okay.”

“Are you sure?”

I nodded, and she beamed which surprised me. She actually seemed to want me to stay; why, I didn’t know.

“Great! Well, you’re probably tired after all that excitement.”

“That’s one word for it,” I murmured as she helped me to my feet. I made sure to grab my now bruised apple and water though because one didn’t waste food.

She led me back up to her room, and when she motioned towards her bed I immediately shook my head.

“I can’t take your bed.”

“It’s fine, none of the rooms in the guest wing are made up.”

“Guest wing?”

Sparrow shrugged. “Sometimes the other heroes need a place to crash if they’re in town or if we’re doing some kind of team-up mission. When that whole Jupiter invasion thing happened it was a madhouse down here.”

My eyebrows rose at that. I remembered hearing about the alien attack on the news but most of the fighting had happened in Metro City across the bay. I guessed it made sense the heroes would need someplace to rest in an event like that.

I looked at her queen bed, and it did seem awfully soft. I almost immediately broke down quickly and crawled onto the soft mattress, groaning at the luxuriousness of her silky sheets sliding against my skin. Sparrow giggled and tucked me in before perching herself on the bed next to me, staring down at my face with a slight smile. It was weirdly intimate, and I tried not to read too much into feeling cared for for the first time in so long.

I glanced up at her uncomfortably. “Um, thanks. For letting me stay the night.”

“Sure. And sorry again about the whole Night Owl thing. I’ll talk to her about it right now, honest.” She patted my thigh and stood, turning the lights off on her way out. The wall-sized digital window that had been the evening New Haven skyline just moments before turned into an underwater scene with surprisingly realistic fish, and I spent a minute just watching them swim around. I didn’t know what kind of crazy tech was used to make it, but I was thoroughly awed.

I yawned and burrowed further beneath her silky sheets, breathing in the calming scent of lavender, and before I knew it I was drifting off to sleep.


Chapter 2

I woke to a bright light and the sound of crashing waves and seagulls, and when I cracked an eye open I was confused to see…the beach. For a moment I panicked at being in a strange place, my heart hammering like a hummingbird’s, but then I gradually began to remember where I was.

Right. Fake digital window. Sparrow’s room.

Owlcove.

I sat up and stretched, my bones creaking and popping as they realigned themselves. It was the best sleep I’d had in months; maybe years. I actually felt like I’d overslept, and when I glanced at the cracked screen of my phone I was shocked at the numbers glaring back at me.

I’d been asleep for twelve hours.

Apparently whoever had turned the lights on wanted me up, so I stumbled out of the large room and made my way down the stairs to see Sparrow cooking something in the huge bunker kitchen. Whatever it was smelled really good, and my stomach clenched painfully.

“Hey, sorry for having Computer wake you, but I’m leaving soon. Breakfast?” she asked when she spotted me, smiling from behind her mask, and it was somewhat jarring to see her in just that and a tank top, jeans, and sneakers rather than her full costume.

“Breakfast? It’s two in the afternoon,” I mumbled sleepily, sliding onto one of the stools at the kitchen island across from where she was working.

“Yeah, breakfast time.” She flipped the last of the pancakes onto a large plate, turned off the burner, and then placed the plate in front of me were butter, maple syrup, utensils, and a cup of milk were already waiting. Most of the pancakes were a little…crispier than I preferred, though to my eyes it was still a feast. I wasted no time tearing into the meal with gusto, stuffing the food into my mouth at a speed that was probably inadvisable.

I was well aware of her leaning on the counter to watch me with rapt attention, her chin leaning on her hands and a slight smile on her face, but I didn’t care; I was starving and it was my first hot meal in a long time.

“Wow, I don’t think anyone’s ever eaten my terrible cooking with such enthusiasm before,” she said as I continued to shovel the flapjacks into my mouth. “Don’t choke now, it’s not going anywhere.”

I barely heard her, instead focusing solely on my meal until everything was gone. With my hunger sated for the time being I warily glanced around the bunker.

“Where’s, um, Night Owl?”

Sparrow shrugged. “Probably in the mission control room, or the workshop. She doesn’t really come in here that much.”

I let out a small breath of relief. “Oh.”

“I know she seems scary—I mean, she is scary, but…well. Hm.” I waited for her to finish her thought, and when she didn’t I frowned. If she was trying to make me feel better about running into Night Owl then she was doing a piss poor job of it.

We sat in silence for another few seconds, and then slipped off of the stool and sighed. “I guess I’ll go ahead and get ready to leave.”

Sparrow waved me off. “No rush, I actually have some boring daytime stuff to take care of right now. I’ll be back in a few hours to give you a ride back to town, so until then you can relax and watch some TV or something.” She shot me another smile and left the bunker, the heavy door sliding shut behind her with a loud ‘thunk.’

Now left alone with nothing to do I looked around at the place in earnest. I mean, how many people got to say that they’d been in the Night Owl’s lair? It was a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity, and since I couldn’t leave anyway I decided that I might as well give myself a tour.

As I went from room to room, taking in the modern architecture and expensive furniture, one major thing stood out to me:

The place was kind of a pig-sty.

There were smelly clothes everywhere, dirty dishes stacked up, and trash strewn about almost every single surface. Clearly they weren’t big on cleaning, and since I felt indebted to Sparrow and I’d always been forced to take on all of the chores when I still lived at home, I metaphorically rolled up my sleeves and got to work.

First I focused on picking up the trash which mainly consisted of takeout containers and fast food wrappers until I had three huge bags ready to be tossed out. Next I gathered all of the dirty clothes into a laundry basket I’d found and started a load of laundry in the huge industrial washing machine, and finally I worked on the kitchen, rinsing the dishes and putting them in the dishwasher for a cleaning cycle.

As I looked around the rest of the kitchen it was hard to not be flabbergasted by the mess Sparrow had made. There was pancake batter on the stove, the floor, and somehow even on the kitchen cabinets. Luckily it was still fresh and hadn’t yet hardened, so it was relatively easy to wipe everything down.

I put my own clothing in the washer once theirs was done—alone because there was no way I was going to let my grime get all over their stuff—and while that was happening I vacuumed and then mopped the living areas. Finally I dusted and wiped everything down, and when I glanced at the clock I was shocked to see that Sparrow still wasn’t back yet despite working nonstop for almost five hours.

My stomach growled, and I winced. Since I was stranded anyway I might as well make something to eat; hopefully, they wouldn’t mind too much if I used some of their food.

I found some canned tomatoes, onions, and eggs, and since they had pretty much every spice known to man it was easy to throw together one of the cheap and easy dishes my mother used to make for me. There was a slightly stale baguette in the fridge that I sliced and coated with butter and baked with cheese for a quick and dirty side dish, and then I rounded the meal out with a bag of long-forgotten frozen broccoli.

It was right as I was pulling the bread out of the oven that Sparrow strode into the bunker, now in her full superhero uniform. She was staring at something on a tablet, clearly focused on whatever she was reading, but she stopped short when she saw me standing at the oven in the bright yellow apron I’d borrowed. She looked around the living area and her eyes widened.

“Whoa, what the hell?” she gasped.

I didn’t know how to interpret her surprise and erred on the side of caution. “Um, sorry. I thought I’d help out a little to thank you?”

“What’re you apologizing for? Look at this place! It’s so…clean!” She bounced over and hugged me, pressing my face into her chest. There wasn’t a whole lot there to be honest but being hugged after over a year of nothing felt really, really nice.

“And you made dinner?” She lifted the lid of the pot and looked in. “Oh my god, is this Shakshuka?”

“My mother taught me,” I mumbled, cringing as she grabbed a spoon and ate directly from the pan. Unsanitary, but the pleasured moan and rolling of her eyes made me quickly tamp down on the germaphobic part of myself.

“Okay, this is definitely the best thing I’ve had in weeks. Holy shit.” She took another bite and then stared at me consideringly. “I’ve got an idea. What if you become our butler?”

My jaw dropped. “…What?”

“You’ve got nowhere to go, and we don’t have time to do, well, anything. You saw this place—neither of us are any good at house stuff, and hiring any kind of help is hard because Night Owl is notoriously distrustful of…everyone.”

“Are you saying she trusts me?”

“Well, no, but you’re already here and she didn’t kill you. I’ll talk to her about it.” I must not have done a very good job of masking my skepticism because she sheepishly smiled. “For sure this time.”

“Talk to her about what?” a growly voice asked, and Sparrow and I both jumped as Night Owl seemed to materialize behind us. That whole appearing out of nowhere thing was already getting old fast. I noticed though that she didn’t sound angry; annoyed might’ve been a better word.

Sparrow glanced worriedly at me. “Well, it’s just…I was thinking. What if we let him stay here long-term? He has no place to go, and look at this place! He cooks, he cleans, and he’s cute to boot. There really are no downsides.”

Night Owl thought about it for all of half a second. “No.”

“Come on, why not?” Sparrow whined, sounding very much like a child.

“It’s too dangerous. Our identities need to remain a secret, and we have no idea who he is.”

Undeterred, the girl continued. “Who’s he gonna tell? He has no job, no friends, and his only surviving family member couldn’t care less about him.” I grimaced because while it was all certainly true, it didn’t exactly make me feel good to hear it out loud. “He has no one else in this world, and you of all people should remember what that’s like.”

Night Owl sneered dangerously. I could tell that had gotten to her, and even Sparrow shrunk back a little. Still, the large woman crossed her arms and stared hard at me, her icy blue eyes scouring my soul. It was hard to tell what she was thinking behind her stoic expression and tight-lipped frown, and I felt like a deer in headlights.

Her lips finally twitched downwards and she sighed. “He’s your responsibility.”

“Yes! Thank you thank you thank you!” Sparrow shouted, throwing her arms around the taller woman who immediately shrugged her off. We both watched her turn and stalk up the stairs to her bedroom, and then Sparrow spun back around to look at me with a wide grin. “See? That wasn’t so hard.”

“Thank you. You have no idea how much I appreciate this,” I said sincerely. I felt like crying. She was quite literally saving my life and giving me a chance at a better one. I didn’t know how to thank her; at least until I glanced down at her groin and thought of an easy way to make her really happy. “Do you want me to…” I trailed off, making a move for her pants.

Sparrow frowned and held up a hand. “I didn’t offer you a job because I wanted any kind of favors from you. I mean I wouldn’t say no,” she hastened to add. “But we can talk about that later. Marymaker won’t catch herself, after all! Or maybe she will, I don’t know. Chick’s kinda coo-coo for Cocoa Puffs.”

I almost joked about her being the pot calling the kettle black but thought better of it. She’d just given me food and a home and a job, after all.

A strange feeling of giddiness grew in my chest, and I smiled hard.

I had a home now.


Chapter 3

For the next few weeks I took on all of the bunker chores. Cooking, cleaning, laundry—if they requested it, I happily did it. It was the best and cushiest job I’d ever had, even if I wasn’t ever allowed to leave.

I was allowed to go outside into the woods to stretch my legs and get some fresh air whenever I wanted, but there was a security perimeter set up to keep the wanderers out and me in. Truthfully it was a bit like being a prisoner, though I considered it a small price to pay for three square meals, a warm, safe place to sleep, and a hundred dollars at the end of the week. I didn’t have anything to spend it on so I was squirreling it all away because I didn’t know how long this arrangement would last.

My current plan was to have a variety of possible jobs lined up if I got canned, which was complicated by the fact that I couldn’t exactly put ‘superhero’s butler’ down under work experience. I’d probably need to open a P.O. box too so that I could have a mailing address to apply for any potential jobs in the first place, but the money they were giving me would help a lot with that.

It also helped that once I got the bunker to a base level of cleanliness I had more time than I knew what to do with, and I mostly spent that time in the bunker’s library. There were all kinds of books on all kinds of subjects and I consumed them voraciously in an attempt to figure out a possible career path for myself. Right now massage therapy was at the top of the list since it was quick and easy enough to get started and paid well besides, but I was also looking into a career in tech or auto repair since I already had a few skills there from high school and working for my grandfather.

I’d asked Sparrow for internet access to expedite the learning process—my phone got absolutely no signal in the bunker which yeah, made sense—and she’d told me to ask Night Owl. She might as well have told me to fly or walk on water because that was impossible. The woman still terrified me to the point where my heart would pound and my throat would tighten whenever I saw her.

Luckily I rarely spotted Night Owl around the bunker, and even when I did she completely ignored me. She’d eat the meals and drink the protein shakes I made for her, so at the very least she seemed to tolerate my presence which was honestly more than I could’ve hoped for. Sparrow too was gone a lot lately, and that was probably because of what I’d seen on the news.

The business with Marymaker was pretty nasty. She’d threatened to set off a nerve bomb somewhere within New Haven in a little over a month and had personally called out the Night Owl to stop her, leaving clues all over the city for she and Sparrow to find and piece together. From what I’d gathered of their conversations a lot of the locations were false leads or rigged with dangerous traps, and that just made the process of finding the bomb slower.

Luckily none of that was my problem. I was just the butler, and it wasn’t like there was anything I could do to help them anyway. I wasn’t smart enough to solve the crazy puzzles Marymaker had set up, and I certainly couldn’t fight. The best I could do was keep making their meals and doing their laundry.

Speaking of laundry, I was finally done as I folded the last of Sparrow’s underwear and placed it into the wicker basket before hefting it with a grunt. Once I was done putting it away I needed to get started on their post-patrol meal, and then I’d have to clean the kitchen before I could turn in for the night. I was very slowly adjusting my sleep schedule to be later so that I could be awake when they were but it was a slow process. For some reason, my body just started shutting down around two in the morning.

I placed my hand on the pad next to Sparrow’s door to open it and froze at what I saw. I’d thought she was gone but instead she was leaning back against a stack of pillows on her bed, vigorously jerking off her cock and moaning while looking at something on her phone. My jaw dropped, and for a moment my mind went completely blank.

“Sorry!” I yelped once I’d regained control of my faculties, quickly throwing down the laundry basket and backing out of her room. I nearly ran down the hall to where my own room was in the guest wing and numbly sat on my bed with my cheeks flaming at what I’d just seen.

I didn’t know what I was so embarrassed about. Maybe it was just the surprise of it all, or maybe it was that I was more curious than I cared to admit.

The fact of the matter is that Sparrow was hot, and more than that she was nice to me. Disturbingly nice, like she actually cared about me or something. I tried not to let myself get too attached since I was just the hired help, though I couldn’t deny that I felt a certain amount of affection towards her and wanted to make her happy in any way I could.

Barely a minute later there was a quiet knock at the door. “Come in,” I mumbled.

Sparrow stepped into the room, wearing a pair of bright red shorts that did absolutely nothing to mask her arousal. She’d tried to tuck it so that it wasn’t sticking straight out but I could quite clearly see its outline pressed against her hip. “What’d you run for?”

“Because I should’ve knocked first. You were doing something private.”

“Oh come on, it’s nothing you haven’t seen up close and personal before,” she said, rolling her eyes. “I told you I get a little backed up sometimes. It’s not a big deal.”

I licked my lips, unable to believe what I was about to ask her. Despite saying we’d talk about it she never brought up the idea of having sex again. I’d assumed she’d just forgotten or been too busy to want it, but apparently not. Clearly it had something to do with me, and for some reason that bothered me more than I expected.

“Why didn’t you ask me to help?”

She stared at me strangely then, a mixture of surprise and regret in her expression. “Look, I know I kind of…took advantage of the situation that first time, but I’m really not expecting anything like that from you. What you’re doing for us here is more than enough. It’s just—crime fighting can be such a crunch sometimes, especially when there’s a mass murdering lunatic on the loose. Hard to have much of a social life with all that going on, y’know? I guess my point is that none of that is your problem so you don’t have to feel the need to help me with this too.”

I understood her hesitancy, but I also felt so incredibly grateful for her. I’d still be searching for a place to sleep right now if it weren’t for her.

“I get what you’re saying, but Sparrow—” I put my hand on her thigh, close to where her hard penis was still stuffed into her shorts and making a rather obscene bulge. “—I want to do this.”

She licked her lips, clearly losing whatever internal battle she was having with herself. “Are you sure? I’m serious about this not being a part of your job,” she said, staring down at my hand.

“I’m sure. I just think you’re gorgeous.”

Sparrow rolled her eyes but beamed. “D’awww.” Her tone was mocking and yet I could also see the faint blush spreading across her cheeks.

I slid off of the bed and onto the floor to sit on my knees in front of her, taking in her wide green eyes. She was practically squirming with excitement as I pulled her shorts down her legs, and with her throbbing cock out in the open I reached an eager hand forward to wrap my fingers around it.

She moaned softly the second I gripped her, leaning her head back a little and closing her eyes. Now that I wasn’t doing it out of desperation I really took the time to explore her hardness more thoroughly. It really was a nice-looking cock, lightly tanned with a bulbous dark pink head, and as I planted soft, wet kisses along its veiny underside it only grew harder.

Her egg-sized balls were scalding hot when I brought a hand up to cup them, and by the time I was ready to slide her dick into my waiting mouth, her slit was drooling with sticky precum. Her pleasured sighs were like music to my ears, and remembering the first time I’d sucked her off I swirled my tongue around the head.

Almost immediately she got bored of that though, and she shoved her hips forward to bury herself more snugly into my throat to make me gag.

“Sorry, got a little too into it,” she said, smiling sheepishly when I backed off to take in some air. “Not that this doesn’t feel amazing, but do you think…”

“What?” I asked, and when I looked up at her she was all but batting her eyelashes.

“Can I maybe fuck you?”

A kernel of fear settled in my stomach, and I frowned. “I’ve never done that before.”

“It’s easy! Wait here,” she said, jumping up and running out of the room even though I hadn’t agreed to anything. She returned barely a minute later with a little vial of bright green liquid. Seeing my unsure expression. “I know it looks mad fishy, but Night Owl made it herself. It’s a water-based organic hypo-allergenic something something lubricant. Barely requires any reapplication, and has a slight relaxing effect on skin. It was meant to be a shaving gel, but well…it’s pretty great for this too. Now—” She grinned and patted her lap.

I leaned across it, and she pulled my leggings and underwear down in one smooth motion. Her hands kneaded the soft globes of my ass, and I groaned.

“You have such a cute little ass,” she cooed, kneading the cheeks.

My cheeks flamed. “Um, thanks.”

She spread my cheeks and poured some of the lubricant onto my butthole, and though it started out cool it weirdly warmed up right away. She massaged it with the tip of one finger for a minute, waiting until I relaxed, and then she abruptly slid a finger in all the way up to the knuckle and wiggled it around. I gasped against the intrusion, more so because of the unexpectedness than any kind of pain.

“Okay?” she asked, stopping completely.

I slowly nodded my head. “Yeah, it just feels weird.”

She grinned and worked the finger in and out, twisting it and wriggling it to stretch me out, and once I got used to that she added a second. Her fingers brushed against a spot inside of me and I jolted hard, a move that made her pause.

“Alfie…your prostate is really easy to reach.”

“Is that bad?”

“Not bad, but my dick is thick and it curves upwards a bit. It might get a little…intense for you in certain positions.” She rubbed hard against the spot, and suddenly I was gasping and seeing stars while she just smirked. “Like that, but worse.”

Sparrow targeted the spot more tenaciously after seeing my reaction, and I was feeling rather boneless by the time she deemed me ready for the next step. She easily picked me up and laid me down on my back. She poured some of the lube on her cock and rubbed it in for a few seconds before pressing its head against my already slick, sloppy hole.

“Make sure to breathe,” she said as a final warning. She began to push forward, slowly, and when the head eventually popped in I groaned. It felt somehow bigger than it looked—like she was splitting me apart—but she barely slowed as she kept shoving herself inside until she was more than halfway.

She only gave me a minute to adjust before she began to ease herself in and out, going another inch deeper every time, and it wasn’t long before I felt her sparse pubes brushing against my ass. Nearly all seven inches of her throbbed inside of me to warm me from the inside out, and I was further warmed by the bright smile she shot me even though I could see the clear impatience in her gaze.

“Still okay?” she asked.

My heart was beating out of my chest because holy shit I had a dick inside of me. I truly never thought I’d have sex in my life, and I certainly never thought I’d be on the receiving end being only interested in women. “I think so,” I said after a second or two, scrunching up my face as I tried to process what I was feeling. I definitely felt stretched out and there was a vague achiness too, but all in all, it wasn’t that bad. “You can start moving if you want to.”

The words were barely out of my mouth good before she pulled herself out and shoved the entire length back inside, the both of us moaning as she bottomed out. There was a bit of sharp pain as she pushed a bit too far but it wasn’t unbearable, and with each stroke, the pain became a little less.

She quickly worked up to a smooth rhythm, her hips bouncing off of my ass, and I couldn’t stop myself from staring at her breasts bouncing beneath her t-shirt. Noticing this she pulled her shirt up and left it there so that I could see them in the flesh. They were somewhat small but perfectly formed, her thick, pink nipples jutting straight out and begging to be sucked.

Any remaining pain quickly gave way to pleasure due to both the thick base and the head of her curved cock grinding against my prostate on the way in and out. It was a constant rush of pleasure that I couldn’t quite get a handle on, my breath coming in fast pants interspersed with the occasional moan, and within a few minutes of her entering me for the first time my eyes rolled back in my head and I came.

Hard.

My cum shot out in a low arc to splash against my chest, half because I hadn’t orgasmed in well over a month and a half because it felt amazing. I was only vaguely aware of the sounds I was making as every muscle in my body seized, my back arching off of the bed to slide myself further onto her cock.

Sparrow leaned away to look down at me, her eyes wide. “Did you really just cum?” she asked, sounding completely shocked.

“Mmmh,” I moaned in reply. I couldn’t answer her, too out of it to form lucid thoughts let alone speak. I’d never considered getting anywhere near another person’s dick before, and I felt no small amount of worry that I might get addicted.

My near-unconscious state seemed to turn her on more, and she leaned down to wrap her arms under my shoulders. She tightened her grip on my much smaller body and began to really pound me into the bed, the slapping of our skin echoing in the small room.

Her hard nipples pressed into the top of my chest and her rippling abs slid against my cummy dick to nearly double my pleasure. I could feel her warm breath against my neck as she used me like her own personal cocksleeve, and it was clear that any thought she’d had of being gentle for my first time had gone out the window the second I’d cum all over myself.

I was nearly bouncing off of her strong thighs while she rutted into me, my mouth falling open in my struggle to keep control of my faculties. Her pants turned into animalistic grunts the closer she got to her orgasm, and as she teetered on the edge of release she began to grind herself into me on each balls-deep thrust. Soon enough I felt the head of her cock flare inside of me, and then a rush of warm liquid flooded my ass to accompany her high, keening moans.

To my surprise I followed soon after, shooting thin, watery cum onto our stomachs, and she squeezed me tightly to her as I clawed at her back and oozed out what little semen remained in my balls.

We cuddled like that for a few minutes, the both of us struggling to regain our breath after our coupling. I found that I really enjoyed the warm comfort of her bulk pressing me into the bed; there was something safe and reassuring about having her hold me so close and I was a bit saddened when she finally rolled off of me.

She leaned her head on her hand to look down at me, a beaming smile stretched across her face. “Wow, I’ve never made a virgin cum with just his ass before, and you came twice!” Sparrow crowed gleefully. “Is it normal for you to cum more than once?”

I tiredly shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know, I’ve never had sex before.”

“Like, never never? Not even with a pussy?” I shook my head and her face dropped. “I’m so, so sorry. I had no idea.”

“It’s okay, I kind of liked it.” It was an understatement, really. My body was still tingling, and especially that little spot inside of me I hadn’t known existed until fifteen minutes ago.

“Still, as an apology I’ll totally let you fuck me so you can lose your other virginity. Not right now though because I’m kind of spent.”

I almost snorted. I knew what her promises were like so I wasn’t counting on it, but it was a nice gesture either way. It wasn’t like I could go again either.

Her Owlwatch beeped moments later, and she glanced at it with a sigh. “Ugh, patrol time. Don’t wait up!” She planted a kiss on my cheek and nearly skipped out of the room in just her t-shirt and her deflated cock flopping everywhere.

It took me a long time to push myself out of bed, and I stumbled to my small attached bathroom to clean up. Her cum was still sliding out of me as the hot water ran over my sore muscles, but even that couldn’t knock me out of my pleasure-filled haze. I didn’t know if there’d ever be a repeat performance, though I certainly hoped so.

Still I had to do my actual job, so after I dried off and changed I finished up prepping their meals for when they got back and then decided to turn in early. Getting fucked and cumming so hard had tired me out a lot more than I’d originally thought, and I was out almost as soon as my head hit the pillow.

❈ ❈ ❈

It was hours later that I was abruptly awakened by a loud, screaming alarm, and I shot up in bed to see every light in my room flashing red. I hadn’t seen it before and didn’t know what it meant, but whatever it was couldn’t have been good.

“Um, Computer? Should I be worried about that terrifying siren?” I called out into the room.

The system immediately answered, its voice calm and robotic. “Night Owl is requesting assistance in the entrance chamber.”

I blanched at that. I was still a little afraid of her truth be told, and by a little, I meant very. I’d been doing my best to stay out of her way, but if Computer was to be believed I couldn’t exactly do that anymore. Whatever was happening must’ve been an emergency if she was asking me for help.

I slid out of bed, wincing at the soreness in my ass and limbs, and made my way down the stairs as fast as I could. I opened the bunker door to see Night Owl kneeling on the ground, her armor torn to shreds and one of her hands cradling her side.

“Help me to the infirmary,” she growled.

Frightened, I quickly nodded and slid under her arm to help her to her feet and over to the door on the far right. She put her hand against the panel next to it and it slid open into a part of the Owlcove I hadn’t seen before. It was a whole other facility with clear panes of glass and all kinds of machinery and devices strewn about, messy and unorganized.

I got her over to one of the gurneys so that I could assess the damage, and when I got a look at her arms I gasped. The armor there was absolutely shredded, the skin beneath it bleeding and full of tiny pieces of shrapnel. I removed the remains of it and was even more surprised by the second-degree burns from whatever had hit her, especially since she barely seemed to be acknowledging the wounds.

As scary as it all was, she clearly needed my help. She wasn’t going to do much of anything with those arms. “What do you need me to do?” I asked as confidently as I could.

Night Owl stared hard at me for a second and then pointed to one of the cabinets. “Get the antiseptic and bandages.”

I jumped to do as she’d said, pulling down a brown glass bottle and a few rolls of white gauze. By the time I turned back she had her destroyed chest armor off, and I was relieved to see that there didn’t seem to be much more than a few shallow cuts crisscrossing her stomach.

“What happened?” I asked as I began to remove what shrapnel I could find with tweezers. Luckily the pieces were large and easy to see so it only took me a few minutes to finish.

“Marymaker happened.” She hissed when I applied the antiseptic, eyes finally scrunching up with pain. “Managed to disarm the first trap, but there was a second IED set to blow when I did.”

I paused to stare at her. “You set off an IED and this is all the damage you got?”

She only grunted in response, and when I went to wrap her wounds she stopped me. “Wait. Grab the blue vial from that freezer and apply it first. A thin layer is all you need.”

I nodded and did as she asked, and when I finished applying the viscous fluid to her burns she sighed; clearly whatever this stuff was already doing something. I quickly but very carefully wrapped her injuries, tightly tying off the bandage and stepping back to put away the leftover supplies.

Night Owl held her arms up to study my work, and I thought I saw something like surprise in her expression for the first time. “Where did you learn how to wrap a bandage so well?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Well, my dad wasn’t the nicest guy in the world, and someone had to look after my mom.”

She hummed at that and nodded, and shortly afterwards she winced. “What’s wrong?” I asked, frowning.

“Concussion. Low-grade, so nothing to worry about.”

Any kind of concussion was a big deal, and I racked my brain for a solution. Thankfully I’d just read up on this while doing research on possible careers and stepped behind her to begin rubbing the spot between her neck and the back of her head. I couldn’t reach the spots I really wanted to because of her cowl, so it would have to do.

“What are you doing?”

“Massage therapy is recommended for concussions to alleviate tension patterns.”

“How do you know that?”

“I read it in your library. I was looking into it as a possible career path for the future.”

She hummed and tilted her head forward, giving me easier access. “You’re a fast learner.”

“I guess. Mostly I just believe in doing my best at everything I try. My grandpa used to say anything worth doing is doing well, or something like that.”

“Smart man,” she said.

“He was. Now lie down so I can actually help.”

For a moment she hesitated, but then she did as I asked. She lay on her stomach so that I could more easily target the pressure points at the top of her neck, and after that she was silent save for the occasional moan. To be honest I was surprised she wasn’t trying to stop me, and she even eventually relaxed enough to close her eyes and loosen her shoulders.

After only ten or so minutes of working on her she went slack, and when I leaned forward to look at her face I saw that she’d drifted off. She really must’ve been hurt to allow herself to fall asleep around me and trust that I wouldn’t try to peek beneath her cowl.

I watched over Night Owl for the rest of the morning to make sure that she was okay, mostly catching up on reading in between making sure that she was still breathing or didn’t need anything. Sparrow came back from patrol an hour or so later to check on us, and seeing that I had it well in hand, gave me a kiss on the cheek and retired to her own suite for some shut-eye.

At some point I must’ve dozed off because when I shook myself awake Night Owl was staring intently at me from the gurney, blue eyes trained on my own brown ones.

“You stayed,” she said.

“Well, yeah, you had a concussion. Someone should always be there to monitor in case there are complications or worsening symptoms.”

“Did you read that in my library too?”

I shrugged sheepishly, and she snorted before beginning to unravel her bandages. “Wait, don’t—” The skin was pink and shiny and new but almost completely healed. I was flabbergasted. “How the hell?”

I thought I saw her smile then, though it just as easily could’ve been a trick of the light. “It’s a healing compound I developed with the help of The Mind. Enormously effective, but enormously expensive.”

If I remembered correctly, The Mind was the smartest person on Earth and notoriously reclusive. I supposed that the fact that Night Owl knew her personally wasn’t all that surprising.

“That’s…that’s amazing,” I said.

Night Owl nodded and gingerly slid to her feet. I tried to help her walk but she shrugged me off and powered the rest of the way back down the hallway on her own, leaving me to follow her back to the bunker where Sparrow was munching on a bowl of colorful cereal at the kitchen table. I’d taken to texting her my grocery list while she was out on patrol because otherwise she’d completely forget and was glad to see that she’d actually remembered this time.

“Hey, glad you’re okay, Night Owl!” she called, not looking terribly concerned about her partner at all. Maybe it was normal for her to get so hurt, though I certainly hoped not.

The larger woman grunted and slowly eased herself into one of the chairs at the table. She then looked at me with that piercing blue gaze of hers, and I gulped. “Sit. We need to discuss the terms of your stay here.”

I saw Sparrow’s face go pale, and then my stomach dropped. I’d clearly overstepped somewhere and now I was going back out onto the street. I fell into my chair, numb at the idea of having to once again scrounge for food and hunt for a safe place to sleep. I was already doing the math in my head trying to figure out what I could do with the money I currently had saved, and frankly, it wasn’t much.

“What about it?” I asked.

She leaned forward on her elbows, resting her chin on her crossed fingers. “You showed initiative, prowess, and calm under pressure this morning and have been doing an excellent job of managing the bunker for the past month. How would you like to become a larger part of our operation?”

Sparrow audibly gasped while my mind went blank. I never thought that Night Owl of all people would be the one to offer me a bigger role.

“Uh, what would that entail exactly?” I asked as though it even mattered.

“Everything you’re doing now plus managing the Owlcove as a whole. Cleaning, vehicle and equipment maintenance, and occasionally patching us up when needed. You’ll be well compensated for the extra work, of course.”

Sparrow squirmed in her seat, looking between the two of us and barely able to keep quiet while my eyes just widened. It seemed like a lot, especially since I wasn’t sure that I could do most of it. I could slap on a bandage, sure, but vehicle and equipment maintenance? That was another thing entirely.

I continued to stare at her, completely dumbfounded. “Me?”

“Yes, you, Alfredo, son of Arturo and Marianne Valór. I know you used to help out in your grandfather’s auto shop, were a member of the New Haven High STEM club, and graduated in the top five of your class with a 4.3 GPA. As a result of your…interesting life experience, you have a variety of skills that have proven to be very useful to us and have shown an eagerness to learn the ones you don’t.” Her lips quirked upwards after that and I was momentarily stunned.

Of course I’d known that there was no way she’d have let me stay without doing a thorough background check on me but it was still jarring to hear it all out loud. When she listed the things I’d done they actually sounded impressive. “You’re sure?”

She spared me the smallest of smiles. “I am.” Just as quickly the smile fell back into her usual stern frown. “You should know that once you’re a part of this, there is no going back. Not to say that we’re going to hold you here or that you can never leave, but this line of work has a way of dragging you back in even when you think you’re done. You’ll be privy to information that many would kill for, and if you attempt to betray us or use that information for personal gain I will know.”

And I believed her. I’d seen the kind of tech she had access to and the kinds of friends she kept. Not that I would never betray them; I had literally no other options, and besides that, I’d become rather fond of Sparrow who was currently looking at me with those big green eyes of hers begging me to say yes.

My choice made, I smiled widely. “If you’ll have me, I’m in.”

“Welcome to the team!” Sparrow burst out, pulling her mask off and throwing it into the air like a graduation cap. “Thank god. I was getting tired of wearing that thing all the time in here.”

Night Owl removed her own much more calmly, and then I was staring into the faces of billionaire philanthropist Brenda Wade and socialite influencer Rachel Gray. Brenda made sense—seeing the bunker and the tech at her disposal I figured that she had to be filthy rich—but Rachel was surprising.

Based on what I’d heard about her in the media I’d have never figured her for an ass-kicking crimefighter. I knew she was ripped—people were always talking about how perfect her body was—but all of her social media posts were so…vapid, and typical of a twenty-one-year-old. Though I guess that was the point since it was certainly throwing me for a loop.

Brenda was a blue-eyed, striking woman who was somewhere in her mid to late thirties. Every time I’d seen her on TV or billboards she was in a sleek, all-black pantsuit that apparently did a great job at masking her size since I’d have never figured that she was absolutely jacked under there. I was also surprised to see that the Night Owl’s long dark hair was a wig and part of her cowl, her actual dark hair styled into a much lower-maintenance pixie cut.

“Do we need to introduce ourselves?” Brenda asked with a barely there smile.

“No, I—I’m good.” There was something funny about the fact that I’d gotten caught trying to rob one of her stores, but since she owned basically half of New Haven and a good percentage of the world too I supposed it wasn’t that odd.

Sparrow—Rachel—threw her arms around me and squeezed. “Come on, I’ll give you a tour of the real Owlcove!” she exclaimed, forgetting all about her unfinished cereal to pull me to my feet. She excitedly dragged me from the room by arm, chattering on about how much fun we were going to have now that we could be more open with each other, and the entire time I couldn’t stop myself from grinning.


Chapter 4

Now that I was officially part of the operation I felt much, much more at home in the Owlcove. Every day was filled with something new and interesting, and the more I learned the more comfortable in my role I felt. Brenda was still surly and intimidating, sure, but she was also a shockingly patient teacher. I was no longer terrified of her, just mildly aware that she could snap my spine with her bare hands if she really wanted to.

Usually my tasks consisted of cleaning and repairing their equipment, and it was grunt work that I was more than happy to do. I was learning a ton just from closely studying the amazing things she’d built, and they’d graciously cleared a workbench for me to work on and supplied me with the schematics for every one of their tools. Never in my life did I think the stuff I’d learned in STEM club would come in handy; I’d just thought robots were kind of cool.

One of the best parts of my new role was that I was allowed to leave the Owlcove on my own now. Brenda had pulled some strings to get me a license—I’d never had the time nor the money to take the driver’s test despite being a pretty good driver—and she gave me the use of one of the BMWs for errands.

Mostly I just ran to Wademart, but every now and then I’d use a bit of my money to splurge on something for myself, grabbing fast food on the way home and eating it like a gremlin in the car. Initially I’d been afraid of spending anything until I realized that with a salary of five hundred dollars a week and zero expenses I could more than afford a cheeseburger and fries every now and then.

When I wasn’t doing chores or maintaining their equipment Rachel would give me fighting lessons. Or at least that’s what she’d said she was doing. To me it seemed like I was serving as her training dummy slash punching bag for when she wanted to test out new moves, and nine times out of ten the sessions ended up leading to sex. She got turned on when fighting, which was…concerning.

As we spent more time together I’d actually noticed a few things like that about her; things that made me wonder at a much deeper darkness that she tried to keep well hidden. Everything I knew about Rachel I’d learned online since she wouldn’t talk about herself even when I asked, preferring to change the subject or just flat-out ignore me, and it was hard because I really liked her and wanted to be closer to her. Apparently, I was the only one who felt that way though.

She didn’t have a problem with closeness when it came to the physical side of things, however. In fact she liked being as close to me as possible when we fucked, usually hugging me to her as she drove her cock as deep into my ass as she could get it, and she really liked watching my face to make sure that I was enjoying myself.

It felt extremely intimate to have her looking into my eyes and kissing me as her hips pounded me into the ground or bed, and it was also unfortunately one of the positions that let her rub most strongly against the toe-curling spot inside of me. I hadn’t cum twice since that first time, but by the end of our sessions I was still always a messy, shuddering mess.

“Whew. Okay, shower time!” she said after one such session, hauling me from the gym mat to my feet and dragging me to the attached shower room. I was glad when we managed to wash off together with just some light fondling here and there because frankly, I didn’t think my well-stretched butthole could take any more for the next couple of hours at least.

As I got dressed in the small locker room, Rachel looked me over with a frown. “We need to get you some new clothes. You can’t keep wearing my hand-me-downs forever.”

I glanced down at myself, clad in her black leggings and one of her old black band t-shirts. Oddly enough I’d gotten sort of used to wearing her feminine clothing. My wardrobe before arriving at the Owlcove had mostly consisted of baggy jeans and hoodies, though that was mostly because it was all I could afford or find.

“From where?” I asked, racking my brain for possible places we could go to pick up some things. Most of my clothes were from donation bins or the thrift store and I couldn’t remember the last time I’d bought anything new. “Wademart?”

She gave me a funny look at that, equal parts amused and aghast. “Um, no. Sorry. We can go shopping tomorrow afternoon at one of the boutiques I own; maybe we can get you a little butler suit or something,” she joked.

I frowned then, because as much as I would’ve loved to go shopping with her, one issue really concerned me. “Um, is it okay to be seen with me in public?”

Rachel cocked her head. “Why wouldn’t it be?”

“I mean, I don’t want to damage your reputation is all.”

Her face fell into a scowl. “Alfie, let’s get one thing straight. That part of me—the bougie, playgirl influencer—is my cover, nothing more. Most of the people around me are only there because they want something. They’re trust fund kids and entertainers using me for clout, and I use them, in turn, to cement my persona as vapid and non-threatening.”

“And I don’t want something?” I asked, challenging her on her statement against my better judgment.

Rachel shrugged. “Everybody wants something from everybody. The difference is that what you want I’m more than happy to give. I consider our friendship real, if only because you’re actually a really good person and didn’t know who I was before.”

Taken aback, I blinked. “We’re…friends?”

“Unless I’m the only one who thinks so,” she said, pouting cutely.

“No! Of course not. I’m so glad to be your friend.” I sniffled then, and before long I was aware that I was crying. I tried to turn away to hide my face from her, but she grabbed my chin and forced me to look back up at her.

“Hey, no, what’s wrong?”

“Sorry, I don’t know. In school no one really wanted to associate with me because I was so fucking poor and could never hang out or do anything, but I have a friend now. It’s a lot.”

She pulled me to her and let me pillow my head on her shoulder, and I felt safe in her strong arms. I allowed myself to indulge in being held for a little while, though eventually I moved away and wiped at my eyes. “I’m fine. Sorry,” I mumbled, flushing with embarrassment at realizing that I’d literally been crying on her shoulder.

“Stop with all the apologizing, will you? It’s okay, Alfie. I want you to feel comfortable coming to me with anything.” She’d said it to make me feel better, but instead, I frowned. It was frustrating that she wanted so much from me—to open myself up and fully trust her—when she wasn’t willing to do the same.

I edged away and stood up, much to her confusion. “I need to get started on dinner.” I almost ran back to the bunker and was for once glad that I had a stack of chores to do to distract me from thinking about Rachel.

It was only as I was washing dishes and had Brenda’s thermos in hand that I realized I hadn’t seen her all day. She was always busy either training or working on something in the lab to the point where I wondered when she found the time to run her vast empire, but then I figured she had people under her for that.

I made a thermos of coffee for her—black, with just a teaspoon of sugar—and carried that and some fruit to the mission control room. She grunted her thanks without so much as a glance in my direction, eyes still scanning the many large screens that were searching for any sign of Marymaker or her lackeys.

“Can I ask you something?” I asked, and when she grunted again I continued. “Why do you do all of this? It doesn’t seem to make you happy.”

She finally looked at me then. “I’m sure you can understand what it feels like to lose someone. If I can spare even one child the devastation of losing their whole world with my efforts, then I consider the time I put in well worth it.” She took a sip from her thermos and set it down in front of her. “Besides, everyone needs a hobby.”

For a moment I just stared at her, because had she made a joke? It was hard to tell when she delivered her words with absolutely no expression; typical of her, really.

“And you?” she asked, and at my puzzled look, she elaborated. “Are you happy? Staying here, doing this?”

“A lot happier than I’ve been since my grandfather died, that’s for sure. it’s nice not wondering where my next meal is going to come from.”

The corners of her lips quirked upwards. “That’s good to hear.”

The computer beeped and suddenly she was all business again. She turned back to look at the large screens, and then she was pressing the intercom button on the console in front of her. “Sparrow to mission control.”

Barely a minute later Rachel came jogging into the large room, her hair still damp from our earlier shower. “What’s up?”

“A known associate of Marymaker was just identified in midtown. Suit up.”

I watched as both women stripped down in front of me, and though they always wore athletic wear beneath their clothing it was still jarring how casually they did it. They grabbed their suits and armor from the glass cases that held them and put them on, leaving me to gather up their clothing to be laundered later.

Once they were dressed and ready to go Rachel leaned down to kiss me on the cheek. “Don’t wait up!” she shouted as they ran towards the garage, dark capes billowing behind them.

But of course, I did anyway. In between my regular chores I kept an eye on the supercomputer that displayed their vitals and location, so that’s why I was understandably surprised when I heard the sound of the Owlmobile roaring into the garage only an hour later.

Brenda was the first person to walk into the bunker, and it was immediately clear to me that she was pissed. She ripped her cowl off and threw it hard against the wall where it bounced off harmlessly.

“I’m guessing it didn’t go well?” I asked, stooping to pick up the helmet as Brenda stomped up the stairs.

Rachel didn’t answer right away, and when I turned to look at her she looked unusually morose and green around the gills. “What? What happened?”

“We found Marymaker’s lab, and she was testing her nerve solution on living people. Men, women, and…children.”

My eyes widened. “Why?”

“Because she’s a psychopath, Alfie,” Rachel snapped. She rubbed at her forehead and sighed a second later. “Sorry. Any murder is tough, but when it’s a fucking kid, it’s just—it’s senseless. For the both of us, but especially Brenda.”

I slowly nodded, still trying to wrap my head around that level of wickedness. I’d known Marymaker was bad news, but that was about a hundred levels beyond bad. I could see that Rachel was clearly shell-shocked from whatever they’d discovered and my heart hurt for her.

For the first time I questioned how she and Brenda dealt with the stresses and horrors of their job. How could you go to therapy when you couldn’t tell anyone you were a superhero? When you couldn’t reveal dangerous, top-secret information? It was no wonder that neither of them slept very well.

I glanced up to where Night Owl had disappeared. “I’m going to go check on Brenda.”

“Um…she usually likes to be alone at times like these,” Rachel said, wincing.

“Still, someone should make sure she’s okay.” Before she could psyche me out even more I hurried up to Brenda’s room. I then raised a fist and hesitantly knocked on the large wooden door.

“What?” she called from inside the room, voice clearly annoyed.

I hesitated to answer since she definitely didn’t sound in the mood for company and instead pressed the pad to open the door. She was sitting on her bed in the dark, elbows on her knees and hands resting on her forehead, and when I walked over to sit next to her, her much larger figure hulked my own.

“Just checking in on you. Are you okay?” I asked.

Brenda didn’t look at me, instead continuing to glower at the ground. “I’m fine.”

“You don’t look fine.” I was at a loss for how to help, but then I remembered how much she’d enjoyed receiving a massage and scooted closer. I ran my hands over her muscled arms, marveling at the steely strength beneath the silky smooth surface of her skin. She indulged me for only a minute or two before she was shrugging me off again.

“That’s enough,” she said.

“It’s just a massage. Besides helping with concussions, they’re pretty good for reducing stress and increasing relaxation. Or so I’ve read, anyway.”

She snorted at that, though she did allow herself to calm down enough to let me work. I dug my hands into her tight muscles and she groaned softly, letting her head fall forward to give me easier access. In a matter of minutes, she was well and truly relaxed and I tried not to look as smug as I felt.

My jaw fell open a bit when I saw the outline of something large growing in her underwear. I didn’t need a ruler to know that it was clearly bigger than Sparrow’s, and suddenly I was struck with inspiration. There was another thing I could do for her that might help take her mind off of the horrors she’d just witnessed.

Almost of its own accord, my hand slipped around her body to grip the thick shaft of her cock and feel its warmth through the thin spandex of her underwear. I only managed to give it two or three solid strokes before her hand went to my wrist to stop me. She stared hard at me like she was trying to gauge my intentions, and she must’ve seen what she was looking for because she slowly let my arm go.

With her tacit approval I began to fondle her more earnestly, moving in front of her to gain better access to her dick. Her breath came faster the quicker I stroked and she leaned forward to press her lips into my neck, sending a pleasurable tingle down my spine. My hands almost instinctively went to her underwear, and without wasting any time she helped me shuck them down her legs.

Now freed from its confines her large dick almost smacked me in the face. Unlike Sparrow’s it was ramrod straight, and what it lacked in thickness it more than made up for in length. I could still just barely fit my hand around its base, the heat from it scalding against the palm of my hand, and I only gave her the barest of blowjobs before my hand was reaching into my pocket for lube.

I’d taken to keeping some of it on me at all times because of how often Rachel was raring to go, and when Brenda saw it she growled. She all but snatched the little vial from my fingers and shoved me onto my stomach on her large bed where I landed with a soft ‘oomph.’ My pants and underwear were gone soon after, and then she was unceremoniously shoving a lubed-up finger deep into my ass. I groaned against the intrusion, and right as I’d finally adjusted to the thick digit a second followed to loosen me up further.

She removed her fingers after a while and seemed to hesitate, like she was having second thoughts about what she was going to do, so even though it made me blush I wiggled my naked ass in a way that I hoped was enticing.

I grinned when I felt one of her large hands grip my hip, and next I felt the bulbous head of her cock rubbing against my slick butthole. With a final push she forced herself inside to draw a strangled groan from my lips, and though didn’t feel good—she was bigger than Sparrow, and rougher, too—I felt warm and full as she hilted herself in one smooth, steady movement.

I liked feeling her breasts pressed against my back and her hot breath on my neck as she leaned forward to wrap her arms tightly around my stomach. Almost immediately Brenda began to move, her hips clapping against my ass as she started mindlessly pounding away. She was just taking, and strangely…I kind of liked it. I didn’t want to examine why I relished being used as a sex toy solely for her pleasure, so instead I focused on the feeling of her thick cock digging into the deepest parts of me.

Her hips didn’t slow for a single second, slapping against me in a steady, sweaty cadence. The stronger her thrusts became the louder I moaned until she had no choice but to put a hand over my mouth to keep me quiet lest Rachel hears despite the soundproofing in the room.

In the end she didn’t last very long at all. After a few more erratic stabs she gripped my hips hard enough to bruise and growled before flooding me with molten warmth. Her breath came in harsh pants as she shuddered through the last of her orgasm, and with a final hitched sigh she pulled her deflating dick out of me with a wet ‘schlop’.

She stuffed herself back into her underwear while I languished in the feeling of her thick creamy load dripping down the backs of my thighs. From my heavily lidded eyes I noticed that there was a distinct lack of tension in her shoulders now, and even though I hadn’t cum I felt satisfied that I’d accomplished that at least.

Her eyes landed on me then, her gaze vaguely ashamed. “I…I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be. I came on to you, remember?” I said, pulling my pants back up and turning to face her. I’d definitely have to shower and change soon—her cum was really starting to feel uncomfortable—but first I wrapped my arms around her, pressing my face into her chest. “Anytime you need it you can just call me. Okay?”

Brenda shook her head and shrugged me off. “It won’t happen again.” She gently pushed me away and strode out of the room, though I couldn’t help but notice that her head was held high and that her steps were noticeably lighter.


Chapter 5

It was all hands on deck after that. Night Owl and Sparrow were both putting in long hours out on patrol, and any free time I’d had was a distant memory between my normal chores and the shifts I was taking monitoring the supercomputer for any sign of Marymaker. Somehow the villain was managing to stay under even Brenda’s radar, which given her extensive resources was rather impressive.

Most interesting though were the changes I saw in Rachel. She’d been a bit flighty ever since I’d met her, kind of like a…well, like a Sparrow, but now she was laser-focused on her work. Every spare minute she had was spent either out on patrol or investigating leads, and it motivated me to do a little more too even as I found myself missing her attentions.

I was in the workshop bent over one of their broken taser wings—a small, wing-shaped device that shocked anyone it came into contact with—when Brenda strode into the room, her ever-present thermos in hand. She’d been avoiding me somewhat ever since we’d had sex so I was a little surprised that she was seeking me out now.

“How’s it coming?” she asked, stopping right behind me.

It was nerve-wracking having her stand so close, and I swallowed before speaking. “Just finished fixing the issue with it not holding a charge.”

“It’s good work,” she said, leaning her head over my shoulder to scrutinize it further. She was so close that I could smell the coffee on her breath now, her proximity sending goosebumps down my spine.

“Thanks. Figuring out what was going on with the circuitry took me a while.” Her strong arms wrapped around my stomach as she rested her chin on my shoulder, and my heart jumped. “Um…”

“I just want to watch.”

I didn’t know why she needed to hug me to watch me work but I shrugged anyway. “Oh. Sure.” I cleared my throat and tried to focus on my task but it was extremely hard with her breasts pressed against my back and her fingers rubbing against my belly. She clearly wanted something though I couldn’t imagine what, and after a few minutes of silence, she sighed.

“About last week. I was in an…unusual state. I’m normally more in control of myself.”

If I squinted her words could’ve possibly been construed as an apology, and I snorted. “You and Rachel both seem to think I’m some wilting flower being taken advantage of, but you’re gorgeous women. If sleeping with you two is the worst thing that happens to me, my life is pretty amazing.”

The arms squeezing me relaxed somewhat, and her breath tickled my neck as she sighed. I craned my head to look at her, and when she met my gaze I kissed her.

She seemed surprised, which surprised me since I’d thought it was what she was angling for but apparently not. She quickly became aggressive though, leaning forward to roughly attack my lips with her own. The soft smacking of our lips echoed in the relative silence of the room, and I moaned as she slipped a hand beneath my shirt to gently scrape her nails against my chest. My dick grew to pitch a small tent in my jeans, and I was just starting to get into it when she abruptly pulled away to stand.

“When you’re done with that I want you to take a look at the grappling hooks. I think if we can increase the torque on those by ten to fifteen percent we can get a few extra meters of distance.”

It was jarring to me how quickly she slipped back into business mode but I nodded, already running through ideas on how to do as she’d asked. It was a step up from the simple maintenance she’d had me doing until now and I was amazed she trusted me enough to actually attempt to improve one of their most used and important tools.

“Good. I look forward to the results.” She left as quickly as she’d come, leaving me confused and horny. I didn’t want to think too highly of myself by assuming that she actually cared about me, but it was the only theory that made any sense. Why else would she bother giving me what was basically an apology?

Rachel came in fifteen or so minutes later, looking just as puzzled as I felt.

“What did you do to Brenda?” she asked, pushing herself up to sit on an empty space on my worktable. She crossed her long smooth legs in front of me, and it was a struggle not to stare in my current horny state.

“What do you mean?”

“She complimented me just now. Said she appreciated how much effort I was putting into finding Marymaker.” She stared hard at me, taking in my kiss bruised lips and flushed cheeks, and then her eyes widened. “Oh my god you totally fucked her.”

“Is that okay?” I asked, worried she’d be upset.

Instead, she shook her head and grinned. “Are you kidding? It’s great! God, she probably hadn’t gotten laid in years.” Rachel paused then, her face screwing up in distaste. “Well, there was that one rat-themed thief she had this weird sexual tension with but I don’t think they actually fucked. I hope not, anyway.”

“Glad I could help, I guess.”

She kicked her heels against the side of my workstation for a few seconds, looking a bit anxious, and then glanced away from me. “You know, B really likes you.”

“Does she?” I asked, unconvinced.

“Totally! She’s warming up to you so much faster than she did me. I’m a little jealous.”

Her tone was light and jokey like usual but I could detect some truth in her words. I didn’t doubt for a minute that Brenda cared for Rachel—they’d been together for over a decade at this point—though sometimes their relationship seemed more professional than family-like. It couldn’t have been easy growing up with someone who saw you as an employee rather than a daughter half the time.

“I mean, you were a child when she adopted you, right? She’d probably been by herself up until that point so she didn’t know how to let another person in, let alone a kid. You softened her up for me.”

Sparrow positively beamed at that. “I guess you’re right.”

“Besides, I’m not even sure she likes me all that much,” I added as an afterthought. “She was just stressed because Marymaker’s deadline is coming up fast and needed me to take the edge off.”

Rachel paused and cocked her head, staring at me with a look of absolute pity. “You’re kinda dumb sometimes, aren’t you?”

I scowled playfully but didn’t get a chance to respond as the intercom in the room crackled to life with Brenda’s voice:

“Alfie and Sparrow to mission control.”

Rachel and I glanced at each other worriedly. Brenda never called for the both of us, so whatever she had to tell us was either really important or really bad. We quickly made our way over to meet her, and I could only hope that no one else had died.

Brenda motioned us over to the computer as soon as we stepped through the door. “We’re starting patrol early tonight. There are less than twenty-four hours left before Marymaker’s deadline and I believe I’ve managed to triangulate the general area of her operation.” She zoomed in on the map currently on the large screen and my jaw dropped.

“That’s where I used to live! I know that entire area like the back of my hand,” I said, taking in the familiar landscape with wide eyes.

“Yes, that’s why I called for you. Any insight you can offer would be helpful.”

“Definitely, anything you need, but I should be out there too. That’s my neighborhood. Dozens of people I know will die if we don’t stop Marymaker, so if anything fishy’s going down I can suss it out. Besides, Marymaker probably knows that you two only go out at night and that you’ll only be monitoring things from the rooftops. I can be out in the daytime looking at things from the ground. I’m really good at being ignored.”

Rachel seemed to be considering the idea but Brenda was shaking her head before I even finished my sentence.

“No. It’s too dangerous.”

My face dropped into a frown. “Believe it or not, I was taking care of myself just fine before I met you.“

“I didn’t realize getting knocked around every day constituted taking care of yourself.” Brenda’s eyes widened like she herself was surprised by the incredibly shitty thing she’d said, but she didn’t apologize either. ”A civilian shouldn’t be out in the field, especially not if Marymaker’s out there. That’s final.”

I stubbornly set my jaw. I wanted to listen to Brenda, but Marymaker was in my neighborhood and the place where I’d grown up would be ground zero for the attack. I thought of my old neighbors, of the people just trying to get by and struggling enough as it is, and immediately knew what I had to do.

No matter what she said, I was going back to the neighborhood.

❈ ❈ ❈

They started their patrol an hour later, and thirty minutes after that I was dressed in my old baggy clothes and ready to hit the streets myself. I wrote a note letting them know I was out getting supplies—not a total lie because I was actually planning to swing by Wademart on the way home—and took one of the cheaper cars back towards my old neighborhood. I parked at a Wademart the next borough over and then traveled the rest of the way on foot from there.

It felt strange to be back in the old neighborhood after months of being away, and unsurprisingly nothing had really changed. No one really gave me a second glance in my grungy, baggy clothing which is exactly what I’d wanted and expected.

During the first couple of hours of walking around I had no luck. The same people were doing the same things at the same time, and nothing stood out to me as strange or out of place. Even my old house looked the same save for being much more overgrown without me there to take care of the yard, and I quickly walked past just in case my asshole father happened to be home and saw me.

But right as the sun was setting I spotted a stranger in a patchy blue suit moving with a purpose that the people in my neighborhood just didn’t have and immediately I rushed to tail him. Everything about him was off for this area, and when you were on the streets for as long as I’d been you started to get a pretty good sense of who did and didn’t belong.

I quickly followed him as he turned down one alley and then another, and for a moment I was worried he’d noticed my presence and was trying to lose me in the maze of the backstreets or lead me into a trap. I reached my hand into my pocket for one of the taser wings just in case I needed it to protect myself and forged ahead.

Luckily he really didn’t seem to notice that I was there as he eventually led me to the old meat processing plant, because of course she was hiding out in an abandoned factory. I fought the grin threatening to spread across my face. I’d done it. In only a few short hours I’d found her hideout when Night Owl and Sparrow couldn’t.

I silently turned to head back and radio the women, eager to share what I’d found so that the city could put this Marymaker thing behind us once and for all only to run face-first into a solid bulk of muscle.

“You lost, little boy?” the huge man asked, his manic grin revealing yellowed crooked teeth.

Another man appeared from my left, and I wondered how the hell I’d missed them given their size. “You sure that’s a boy?” he chortled.

“I’m just looking for a place to sleep tonight,” I said. I tried to look as small and pathetic as possible which was easy given that both men dwarfed me.

“What do we think, guys?” he asked into the air around him, and more goons began to creep out of the alleyways until I was surrounded by five of them. All were in strange patchwork suits, and all of them had similarly crazy smiles. Whatever drug they were on had a hell of a side effect.

I could tell I wasn’t getting out of this with words alone and so I sprang into action first. I kneed the guy in front of me in the groin to send him falling to his knees and headbutted him with my forehead on his way down, and just like that he was unconscious.

Next I tripped the guy rushing me from behind, and as he toppled forward I threw my elbow back to send it smashing into his nose. Warm blood gushed out, and while he was holding his bleeding face I pushed him hard to send him crashing into a cluster of garbage cans.

I whirled to face the remaining three guys and was met by a fist that I ducked out of the way by the skin of my teeth. After sparring with Sparrow for so many weeks my reflexes were a little better and these guys were big and slow besides, but unfortunately, there were just too many of them.

I was punched hard in the stomach, and immediately all of the fight left me along with my breath. I went limp and fell to the ground, only to be picked up by the throat by the guy whose nose I’d probably broken. It didn’t help my breathing any, and I clawed desperately at his fingers to no avail.

“Little shit, I’d kill you right now if Marymaker didn’t want us to bring you to her. It’ll be fun to see what she does to you though,” he said, his crazed grin returning even as blood ran into his mouth.

They bodily dragged me into the building’s decrepit lobby and over to an old elevator that took us up four stories, and when it opened I was prodded along a rather precarious-looking walkway. In the middle of it I could see a lanky figure standing there, and when she turned to look at us I gasped.

I didn’t know what I’d expected Marymaker to look like, but what met me was a woman with pale, ghostly white skin and wild, curly bright orange hair that stuck up all over the place. Two spots of red blush painted her cheeks along with a spot on her nose to match, and she was wearing an ill-fitting electric blue and white gingham pantsuit. Overall she looked a hell of a lot like a psychopathic Raggedy Ann doll, even down to her beady, empty black eyes.

“What do we have here? A spy?” she asked, grinning at me with the same yellowed smile of her goons.

I licked my dry lips, my mind running a mile a minute as I tried to think of what to say to talk myself out of the situation. “I…I’m homeless and was just looking for a place to sleep. I didn’t know anyone else was here.”

“Really now? And yet you managed to hold your own against five men twice your size. Hmm, suspicious, suspicious!”

The man on my right grunted and wrenched my arm harder, drawing a strangled cry from my throat. “He just got a lucky shot in, boss. Kid’s quicker than he looks. We should kill him now and be done with it.”

A loud bang rang out then, and something warm and wet splashed against my face. It took me a moment to figure out what had happened and I belatedly realized that I was covered in the man’s blood. She’d shot her own henchman right through the face, and a dull thump sounded from below as his lifeless body hit the ground.

I hadn’t even seen her pull the gun.

“Being rude to my guest is a big no-no! What if you had hurt him?” she angrily shouted down at the very dead man. She turned back to me and her fingers lifted my chin with a wide, excited smile. “Only I get to hurt the little spy.” She licked her lips and I shuddered. Rachel had called her a psychopath, but that seemed like the understatement of the year somehow.

It was clear that my cover was blown, so my only plan now was to keep her talking and buy myself some time to figure a way out. “Why are you doing this? What have the people here ever done to you?” I asked angrily.

The woman shook her head, wild curls swishing around her head. “No, no, no, you misunderstand my little spy-oh-my! I’m not trying to hurt them, I’m bringing them together by uniting them against a common enemy. The ones who survive, anyway.” She giggled to herself, and I blanched.

“Holy shit, you are crazy.”

The hand holding the gun shot out to backhand me across the face, sparking a blossom of pain on the side of my face. “I’m crazy? You’re crazy for being okay with how things are! The people are suffering and these…these billionaires who build their homeless shelters and orphanages and charity foundations with their names plastered all over them don’t care. Think about it; do those things actually help the little guy? No! Everything they do is a way for them to pat themselves on the back and feel like they’re doing something because they’re not willing to get their hands dirty to get to the root of the problem. Sometimes I feel like Night Owl is the only one who understands me. What we do is such thankless work,” she sighed.

“There isn’t a better way you could think of to help? Something that doesn’t involve killing thousands?”

Marymaker shook her head. “You have no vision, child! No sense of pizazz! No panache! Don’t you get it? It has to be a spectacle. It has to hurt. Every major change in the past has only come about after the death of hundreds, or thousands, or hundreds of thousands. I’m what New Haven needs, not Brenda Wade! This cursed ground shall finally be cleansed by mine hands, and from the ashes, a new New Haven shall arise! A little bit of temporary pain is worth that, wouldn’t you agree?”

I didn’t know what was past insanity, but whatever it was Marymaker fit the bill perfectly. “Murdering children isn’t what I’d call a little bit of pain.”

Her face dropped into a blank stare then, and my blood ran cold. All of her was gone, wiped away like she hadn’t just been a ranting, stark raving mad lunatic. “You don’t understand. I’m bored of you now,” she mumbled, not even the slightest hint of inflection in her voice.

I opened my mouth to speak, to say anything to keep her talking for just a little longer, but with one hand she pushed me off of the narrow walkway with surprising strength and then suddenly I was falling forty feet to my death. She watched me flail with that same impassive stare, no hint of glee or even malice in her expression, and it was the last thing I saw before I tightly shut my eyes.

At the very least I hoped Brenda and Rachel would be able to zero in on my position. I’d activated my distress beacon during the fight with the goons so they should know where I am, and if they managed to get here before the deadline I wouldn’t regret anything. The bomb would be stopped and my neighborhood would be saved, even if nobody besides them would ever know what I’d done.

It was right as I’d finished accepting my death that I heard a loud crash from above, and then suddenly I was grabbed tightly around the midsection and snatched out of the air, my stomach swooping with the abrupt change in direction. Whoever had rescued me leaned me against a concrete wall, and when I opened my eyes I was relieved to see the masked visage of The Sparrow.

“Are you okay?” Rachel asked, her forehead wrinkling above her mask.

I was aware that I was violently shaking, which yeah, seemed normal considering I’d almost died. “Y-yeah, I think so.”

“Oh, your face.” she frowned and gently touched the bruise forming where Marymaker had hit me. “You stupid, brave fucking idiot. We’re having words when we get back.” I wasn’t sure if I’d ever seen Rachel so angry before, her green eyes blazing and her mouth tightened into a thin line. She was pissed, and yet still she handed me a couple of her taser wings for defense before rushing back into the fray to help Night Owl.

I’d never personally seen them in action since I was always back home in the Owlcove, but watching them take on Marymaker along with a group of a dozen of her thugs was mesmerizing. Night Owl’s movements were more technical and brutally efficient as she fought with Marymaker on the walkway above, and Sparrow was flying and flipping all over the place taking on the henchmen, acrobatically flitting around the room to knock out goon after goon with well-placed kicks and punches.

She had whittled them down to three when even more guys poured in from the room’s main entrance, and she launched a round of taser wings to instantly take a quarter of them down. For the rest she unclipped her extendable aluminum bō staff, and after that any thoughts I had about helping quickly melted away as she near effortlessly mowed them down; at least until I noticed a guy off to the side reaching towards the back of his pants.

“Sparrow! Gun!” I shouted, and she snapped her head up to scan the remaining two enemies until her eyes landed on the man who’d just managed to work the weapon out of his waistband. She shrunk her staff back down and used it like a throwing club hit the man square in the middle of his forehead before he could even get a shot off. She rushed him right afterwards to wrap her strong thighs around his head and then used her momentum to twirl and send him crashing head-first onto the ground. Seeing this the remaining guy dropped his bat and made a run for it only to be smacked in the back of the head and knocked out by her staff just like his friend.

Two bangs rang out from above us, and I glanced up to see that Night Owl had just tanked two close-range shots to the chest. She grunted against the impacts of the bullets against her graphene and kevlar chest plate, and then her hand was wrapped tightly around Marymaker’s skinny throat.

She held the giggling psychopath forty feet over the ground, dangling her dangerously just like had done to me. I couldn’t hear what Brenda was saying from so far away but whatever it was only made Marymaker laugh harder, her shrieking laughter echoing off of the walls of the empty factory.

If Brenda dropped her right then and there I wouldn’t have batted an eyelash. Severe mental illness or not, she’d killed over two dozen people that we knew of—children included—and had been planning to kill a thousand more. The world would be much better off without such a dangerously insane person living in it.

But then I heard sirens approaching in the distance and Night Owl dragged her back to the safety of the platform to begin wailing on her with crushing blows until Marymaker’s crazed laughter fell silent, and then she continued for a second or two more just because. She tied the woman up and hung her upside down from the platform, and while I was watching all of this with wide shocked eyes Sparrow grabbed me around the waist and used her grappling gun to pull us both up through the very same window they’d smashed through to rescue me.


Chapter 6

The flight back to the Owlcove was silent.

Brenda being quiet didn’t bother me so much because she rarely had a lot to say, but even Sparrow who was usually quick with the quips wasn’t saying anything either let alone looking at me. Her silence was especially deafening, and I swallowed hard.

I’d fucked up. I knew I’d fucked up. I’d been seconds away from death, and the only thing that had saved me was pure luck and Marymaker’s apparent penchant for monologuing.

Brenda smoothly landed the Owljet in the lair’s hangar, and then the both of them climbed out to leave me trailing behind. It was hard to speak let alone look at them because I didn’t know what to say. Everything that came to mind felt like an excuse or at best a hollow justification.

“I’m sorry,” I said quietly once we were all back in the bunker.

That had apparently been the wrong thing to say because Brenda exploded, pulling off of her cowl and throwing it hard against the concrete floor. “You’re sorry? You could have been killed! Marymaker is not a villain you can just…just trifle with!”

“I know, but I had to do something! My life doesn’t mean anything against yours and thousands of others,” I pleaded.

Rachel gasped and red splotches appeared on Brenda’s cheeks. Her blue eyes darkened, and I was certain that I hadn’t ever seen her so angry. “If you’re not going to listen to orders, I want you gone!”

I stared up at Brenda in shock. “What?”

“Get out! Right now!”

I stood there for a few seconds, waiting for her to calm down and hopefully retract her demand, but when her face didn’t change I stiffly nodded my head and walked on numb legs towards the stairs leading to my room. Rachel grabbed my arm to stop me before I could get too far, her brow furrowed.

“She doesn’t mean it, she’s just angry,” she said though her voice didn’t sound all that sure to me.

“Sure sounded like she meant it to me.” I shrugged her off and continued on my way, and this time she didn’t try to hold me.

As I packed up the meager belongings I’d amassed over my three months of working for them, furious tears began to roll down my face. I was sad to be leaving, sure, but truthfully I didn’t regret my actions in the least. I’d save thousands of people, some of whom I knew personally. I couldn’t be sorry about that, not when the deadline had been mere hours away.

It was right as I was finishing up packing away the last of my things that I heard the door slide open behind me, and not caring who it was I steadfastly kept my eyes forward.

“What are you doing?” Brenda asked quietly from the doorway.

“Leaving. You wanted me gone, right?”

It was silent for a long time—long enough that I thought she’d left—but then she spoke again. “I don’t do well with…loss. Not after the death of my parents. You…” She took a deep breath as though steeling herself. “You’re important to me and I panicked.”

As nice as the words were to hear, I was still very hurt. I’d gotten kicked out by my father just as suddenly, so for her to do the same exact thing so unceremoniously opened up all kinds of old wounds. I wasn’t willing to put up with that kind of abuse even for five hundred dollars a week and so I didn’t slow down for a second in my packing.

“I’m sorry, Alfie. You were right about us needing another set of eyes, and we wouldn’t have found the bomb in time without you.”

That stopped me dead. Brenda didn’t apologize, let alone really share credit. I finally turned to look at her and it was only then that I noticed she was quite clearly gritting her teeth to hide her building panic. I was mad at her, sure, but at the same time, I hated seeing her so upset. It was hard to hold onto my anger when she was looking at me like that, so with a small sigh, I opened my arms to her for a hug.

Without wasting any time she took three large steps to wrap me up in a bone-crushing embrace, lifting me off of the ground and squeezing the life out of me with her strong arms. “Don’t ever say your life doesn’t mean anything. To me, and to Rachel too, your life is just as important as our own. Okay?”

I started to tear up again, and she wiped away the ones that managed to escape with her thumbs. I was glad that neither she nor Rachel seemed to mind that I was such a crybaby. I leaned forward to kiss her and she kissed me back harder; desperately.

She was still in her suit though shedding it quickly, armor pieces and cloth forming a messy pile on my bedroom floor. She was down to only her sports bra in ten seconds flat, and then she was pawing at my grungy old clothes. They were loose and baggy so they came off pretty easily, and before I knew it I found myself naked and lying on my back. She had me pinned to the bed with her much larger body, and for a little while she just stared at me with her electric blue gaze.

“Are you going to stay?” she finally asked, brow knitting and the corners of her lips twitching downwards.

I’d thought it was obvious that I wasn’t going anywhere considering we were both naked in bed together, but apparently not. “Just try to get rid of me.”

Her face broke out into a smile, and then she was kissing me much more softly and sweetly than I expected. I wrapped my arms around her up to hold her in place so that she couldn’t get away even if she wanted to, and when she did the same, warm, fuzzy feelings spread across my chest.

“Hey! Me too!” Rachel whined from the open doorway. She scrambled onto the already tightly packed bed, dropping clothing and body armor along the way until she was just as naked.

I was shocked when she slid between our bodies to take me into her mouth, because for the first time in my life I felt a pair of lips on my cock. It was maybe the best thing I’d ever felt; she had me moaning in seconds, especially when stuffed all of me into her mouth and her large pink tongue swirled wetly around every part of it. Every now and then her tongue would slide out of her mouth to swipe against my balls, and if it weren’t for Brenda’s lips still attacking mine I would’ve been gasping louder.

Rachel abruptly let my painfully hard dick slide from between her lips and I whimpered. I immediately missed the warmth and tightness of her throat, but soon enough I was groaning at the sudden intrusion of two slick fingers sliding knuckle-deep into my ass. Apparently she’d found my stash of lube, and she even more easily found my prostate and began to rub against it insistently to make me squirm with pleasure.

“I love how easy he is to please,” Rachel grinned when I squeezed my eyes shut.

Brenda hummed her agreement and moved a hand down to play with my hard nipples, both of which were sticking straight out. She quickly grew bored of that though and moved away from my lips to swirl her tongue around first one nipple and then the other, and while one received the attention of her mouth the other was being lightly pinched and pulled until my spit-slickened dick was drooling a thin line of precum onto my tummy.

I was right on the verge of cumming when the two of them quite suddenly stopped playing with me to completely move away from the bed. I whimpered at the loss of contact, opening my eyes to see what was going on, and when I did I saw that they’d switched positions. Brenda was now on her knees near my butt, lubing her large cock up while staring hungrily at my ass, and Rachel had her slightly smaller dick hovering near my face.

On instinct, I opened my mouth for her and stuck out my tongue to give her dick a place to land. She shoved herself inside, almost all the way up to her balls, and a second after that Brenda was pressing her cock against my butthole. She eased herself forward until it popped in to force a sigh of satisfaction from between my lips, and I swore I saw her grin.

Brenda was being gentler than usual, smoothly sinking herself further until she finally bottomed out. She stayed there for a minute or so, her fingernails lightly scratching along my chest to leave goosebumps in their wake, and when she deemed me sufficiently stretched she began to move. She rocked her hips back and forth, slowly, and while it did feel nice it wasn’t what I wanted at that moment.

“I think he wants you to fuck him harder,” Rachel said, noticing the way I was grinding my ass against Brenda each time she bottomed out.

Brenda chuckled and shook her head. “Seems like it.” She repositioned herself and gripped my hips with her large hands, raising my hips up off the bed, and with my ass at the perfect height for her cock she began to really rail me. My own dick that had been drooling before was now flopping around helplessly, splattering my precum up as far as my face, and when I moaned wantonly around the cock in my mouth I felt Rachel shudder.

“Oooh, do that again,” she sighed. It was an easy request to fulfill because I couldn’t stop moaning as Brenda ravaged me, her cock going harder and deeper with each powerful thrust. The sound of my ass clapping against her hips filled the room, and soon enough I couldn’t focus on sucking Rachel at all and instead just let her use my mouth and throat as she wanted.

I couldn’t imagine what my face looked like as I succumbed to the intense pleasure. My mouth was drooling, my eyes were rolling backwards, and my entire body felt warm and tingly as she slid herself as deep into my ass as she could go. As much as I wanted to see Brenda’s face—to look into those deep blue eyes of hers and see the delight that I knew I was giving her—I couldn’t barely even focus. I was nothing more than a dumping ground for their cum, and I absolutely loved it.

The ravaging continued for long minutes, her hips never slowing once as she dug out the deepest parts of me. Even stranger I swore that her cock was getting bigger in me the longer things went on, like it was somehow pulling additional blood from the rest of her body.

It was when she began to grunt and gasp that I knew she was on the edge of cumming, and realizing that I managed to rub two brain cells together long enough to focus on clenching my ass around her until she finally gave in and let go. Thick, scalding ropes of fluid painted my insides, and I moaned wantonly at the feeling of being stuffed with her creamy cum.

She grunted through her orgasm and gave me a few final hard thrusts before falling forwards onto my sweaty body, pressing wet, messy kisses to the side of my face because my mouth was still full of cock.

Our post-coital cuddling didn’t last long as Rachel was already prodding at her to move. “My turn!” she said, pouting cutely, and with a small roll of her eyes, Brenda slid her now deflated dick out of my sloppy ass and moved off of the bed so that Rachel could take my place.

She wasted absolutely no time flipping me over onto my stomach and sliding herself inside, her entire body pressing down on me as her hips started up a hard and fast rhythm to pound me into the bed. It was a lot easier to take her when I was full of lube and Brenda’s warm cum, but it was immediately clear to me that she was still a bit upset with me. It seemed like she was trying to punish me with her thrusting, though truthfully it was having the exact opposite effect.

Every time she plunged both in and out of my butt her curved dick would scrape against my prostate to send frequent shocks of pleasure all throughout my body. Wet squelching sounds filled the room as she displaced some of the old cum while she railed me, and the harder she ground me into the bed with her hips the more delicious the friction of my cock rubbing against the sheets felt.

A slimy cock pressed against my lips then, and without even thinking about it I opened my mouth so that Brenda could force herself in. It felt strange to be sucking on something that had just been in my ass minutes earlier and yet somehow that made the whole thing so much hotter.

“He’s good at that, right?” Rachel said, watching with a smirk as Brenda’s cock slid smoothly in and out between my lips. Every now and then she’d push a little too deep and cause me to choke on it, but for the most part, I was taking it pretty well.

The older woman grunted. “He could use some deep throat training.”

Rachel shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know, I kind of like the gagging.” She adjusted herself to be higher up on my back so that she was thrusting into me at a better angle, and my eyes rolled back in my head as her cock now jabbed perfectly into my prostate. It was maddening how good she was at targeting my weakest points, and before I knew it I was drooling from both my dick and my mouth all over again.

“Fuck yeah, cum on my fucking cock you fucking butt slut,” she moaned, her hips making firm slapping sounds as they slammed against my cheeks. Normally she was a lot sweeter when she fucked me, so yep—definitely still upset. More alarming though was the thrill it sent through me, and against my will my butt hole tightened around her.

I was shocked at the feeling of my balls abruptly tightening too, and the next thing I knew I was cumming. I moaned and whimpered as thick cum gushed forth from my cock, and since I was being pressed so firmly into the bed it had nowhere to go but onto my chest and stomach. In seconds I was wet and sticky with my own seed, and judging by the way Rachel got that much harder inside of me she’d definitely noticed.

“Oh, you liked that, did you? Interesting.” She redoubled her efforts and I moaned around the cock in my mouth, drawing a pleasured gasp from Brenda, and with my hole gripping her as tightly as it was Rachel didn’t last much longer at all.

The woman whimpered and seized, grinding her dick into me as far as it would go. I was already half full with Brenda’s cum, so I felt her fresh load sliding out of me almost immediately to pool onto my now very dirty sheets. Her sweaty chest collapsed onto my equally wet back, and after a minute or two of heavy breathing, she slid off of me and onto her side.

Brenda removed her cock from my mouth and squeezed onto the small bed with us—it was only a full, and Rachel and Brenda were both rather large women—and snaked her arm around my waist to hold me to her possessively.

I was exhausted. Handling one of them was tiring enough, but getting double-teamed by both of them? I’d be feeling sore for the rest of the week, but it’d be a good kind of ache that meant I’d satisfied the two people I loved most in the world.

My heart jumped as I fully processed my own thoughts because I really did love the both of them. I wasn’t sure what kind of love it was—sometimes they felt like family, and sometimes they felt like a hell of a lot more—but I did know that I wanted to be with them for the rest of my life. Hell, I’d nearly died for them once already.

As our bodies cooled and our harsh breathing calmed I found myself thinking back to everything that had happened in the last two hours. For all of Marymaker’s insane ranting and raving, she did have something of a point. I knew firsthand how bad things were for the people at the bottom, and she was right that the people at the top could be doing more. A lot more.

I glanced up at Brenda’s relaxed face and worked up a bit of courage before speaking. “So, I was thinking. Is there any way we can look into maybe improving how the Wade’s Ark shelters are run?”

“You’re asking for more work?” Brenda asked, cracking an eye open to look down at me.

“I just really want to help people more. Not too long ago I was driven to crime because it was either that or death.”

“He has a point. Besides, I’m pretty sure I saw the regional director of the shelters driving a Range Rover a few weeks ago and I know you don’t pay him enough for that,” Rachel added.

Brenda grunted and shrugged, sliding her eyes closed again. “I’ll leave it to you then.”

I grinned widely and squeezed her tighter to draw an amused snort from her, thrilled that she was trusting me with so much. Of course that meant I had a hell of a lot to do now and nothing was actually fixed, but it was a start.

As I lay in bed with two beautiful, raven-haired women cuddled up to me, I couldn’t stop myself from smiling. After the deaths of my mother and grandfather I thought I’d be alone for the rest of my life, scraping out a meager existence and struggling up until the day I died.

But I had a home now. A family. A future.

It wasn’t perfect, but what family was?
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