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Dreambender Adventures: Smite

 

 "Aaiiee!" Angelique squealed and giggled.  "Edgar!  You are such a naughty scamp!"

 "I know.  It's my super power," I said.  Digging my fingers into the dark-haired stripper's ticklish ribs, I made her squeal, wiggle, and giggle some more.  I copped a feel of her big, silicone boobs, and turned to her blonde stripper friend, Domino.  "Are you ticklish, too?"

 "Ack!  No," she said, cringing with a wicked grin.  So I commenced to prove her wrong.  "Aaaiieee!  Mercy!"

 "We're here, buddy," the taxi driver said as the car pulled up to a very gothic looking structure.  The Hotel Risqué Nuit was recommended to me by a female friend.  Katy said the hotel was just weird and kooky enough to be part of my next super heroine video game, Gothic Girls IV.  "I'll get your luggage out of the trunk."

 The ladies piled out amid scandalized squeals and giggles.  I knew better.  They were having a good time, and I was confident nothing really scandalized them.  Angelique was barely dressed in nothing but a lacy white teddy, white fishnets, and white stiletto pumps.  Domino wore a metallic silver teddy, wide gold belt, and silver thigh boots.

 "Okay, Domino, put on your mask and prepare to play," I commanded.  "Angelique and I'll go up first.  Give me a few minutes to get her tied up, and then you come up to rescue her.  That’s when the fun will begin."

 The taxi driver gawked at me.  My luggage was on the curb, so I grinned and shrugged unapologetically.

 "I am the founder and owner of a video game company.  I created Gothic Girls, which is a super heroine in peril based game," I said.  "So I enjoy 'capturing' sexy super heroines, if you know what I mean."

 "Who doesn't," he said, and happily accepted the fee and a huge tip.  "Thanks!"

 A bellhop hurried over and collected our luggage.  I took Angelique by the hand and led her inside the gothic structure.  I swear, the inside of that hotel made the Addams Family house look midcentury modern in comparison.  It was very dark and gothic, perfect for my video game.  I pulled my smartphone and took pictures as we headed for the checkin desk.

 "Well, hello, beautiful," I said to the clerk on duty.  She was a drop-dead gorgeous redhead in a black, lacy gown.  So pale and perfect, with long black nails, dark red lips, and smoky eyes.  "Have you ever considered being one of my super heroine girls?"

 "You are?" she said rather haughtily, but then she gave me a sultry come-hither look that curled my toes.  My junk got all tingly.  "Do you have a reservation, sir?"

 "Yes," I said.  "Yes I do.  I'm Edgar Richards, of Gothic City Games.  You know, very rich."

 "How wonderful for you, sir," she said in a professional monotone.  "Everyone loves an obnoxiously rich computer geek."

 Ouch.  And accurate.  I was as geeky as they came.  Computer geek.  Comic book geek.  Filthy rich geek.  Yeah, I hit all those stereotypes.  I was tall and slim, with thick glasses and a soft body.  Still, my money made me a super hero to hot chicks, especially strippers and hookers.  Okay, really more of an oversexed super villain.

 I had to make up for all the nookie I didn’t get before I struck it rich.

 "Aw, come on, sweetie, you know you like me," I said, wagging my brows.

 "Well, I do appreciate any guy you likes Goth girls," she said.  She held my gaze a long moment, sending the sweetest ripples through me, and then she just about did me in with a sexy lip bite.  Holy shit, that girl was good.  "You have the penthouse reserved, so the entire top floor is yours, Mr. Richards."  She signaled the bellhop.  "Charlie will show you up."

 "I'd rather you show me up."

 "I would love to do so, but we both know I'd be captured, tormented, and brainwashed into being your helpless love slave if I did so," she said.  "And I just started my shift, so I can't go there.  Sorry."

 "Yeah, me, too," I whispered, thinking about that scenario.  I bet she'd be awesome in the sack.  I'd so love to tie her up, and…  "Well, the offer remains open if you change your mind.  What's your name, beautiful?"

 "I'm Lady Sonja, the owner and manager of the Hotel Risqué Nuit."

 "I'd love to have a risqué night with you."

 "I know," she said, her gaze sizzling.  "Enjoy your stay, sir.  I dare say, you'll find it…interesting."

 I noticed Domino peek in the front door.

 "Gotta go, babe," I said.

 Charlie led Angelique and me to an old timey elevator, and then we went to the top floor.  The penthouse did not disappoint.  It was fabulously luxurious, while sticking to the dark, Gothic theme of the hotel.  It looked like somewhere Elvira would live.  Katy was right; it was perfect for my next game, full of sexy super heroines, oversexed super villains and street thugs, and all in a city of lots of dark, gloomy Gothic charm.

 I tipped Charlie a hundred.  The bellhop's eyes almost popped out.  Probably the best tip of his life.  As soon as the door closed, I made sure it wasn't locked.  Then I handcuffed Angelique, pulled her top down, and started motorboating her perfect pair.

 "Halt, miscreant!" Domino cried.  “Surrender, Lord Havoc, or else.”

 I slanted a look over my shoulder.  Domino struck a sassy super heroine pose: chin high, chest out, back slightly bowed, and feet spread.  Her hands were on her hips, and she looked spectacular.  Just like one of my video game masked crime-fighters.

 "Oh great, another mask," I sneered.  "What took you so long, Domino?  I kidnapped Lady Angelique two days ago."

 Her stripper name was good enough to be a super heroine name, so I used it.  Usually I gave the girl playing the heroine a more heroic name, like Ms Glorious.

 "Traffic," she said haughtily.  "This city's terrible for it."

 I charged her.  Domino sent a roundhouse at me.

 "Ooff!" I cried, pretending she kicked me in the head.  She pretended to hammer my belly a few times, making me double up, and then she tossed me on the bed.  I moaned and groaned as if in pain.  "Ooooooh."

 "Take that, vile villain," Domino said.  "That's what you get when you tangle with Domino!"

 The silver-costumed super heroine hurried over to Angelique and started to free her from the handcuffs.  I rolled out of the bed, picked up a white cloth, and crept towards her back.  I had to admire Domino's backside.  Her butt was amazing, her legs long and strong, and her waist tiny.  The stripper's long hair shone sexily in the dim light, making me want to do a nose dive in.  Maybe later.

 "Gotcha," I cried, hooking one arm behind her elbows and holding tight.

 "Let go, you evil miscreant!" she cried, struggling in vain.  I held the wadded up white cloth before her face.  Domino's eyes widened.  "No!  Not chloroform!  Don't you dare try to – Mmmggh!"

 "By the way, Domino, this is what I get for tangling with you," I said.  I kissed her ear, and then stuck my tongue in.  "I get you."

 I held the cloth over her mouth and nose, while Domino struggled.  Her struggles quickly fade, and soon she slumped within my grasp.  Really, she was one of the best actresses of all the hookers and strippers I pay to play kinky little super heroine capture games with me.  She really got into the game, and I think the whole chloroform play thing really rocked her boat.

 I lowered her to the floor, and then I took the handcuffs off of Angelique and put them on Domino.

 "Poor thing," Angelique purred.  "Do you think she'll be mad at me for switching sides without warning her?"

 "Probably," I said.  "Super heroines are weird like that."

 "You're not funny," Domino whispered, voice so soft and breathless.  She pretended to recover, because what fun is molesting an unconscious super heroine?  "Oooooh, I hate it so much when bad guys KO me with chloroform."

 "Oh, the KO is just the beginning, my lovely," I said, reaching down between her legs and pulling open the Velcro nether closure.  "Oops.  Looks like your heroine pussy has been…dare I say it?  Unmasked!"

 Angelique giggled as I rolled the captured heroine onto her belly, with her legs hanging off the side of the bed.  Domino gasped and wiggled her perfect behind while struggling with her handcuffed wrists.  I squeezed and caressed her satiny smooth butt cheeks, and then motorboated them.  I even gave her completely waxed pussy a little lick.

 "Hey!  I'm a respected super heroine here," Domino said.  "Show some respect, you wicked monster."

 “I got your respect right here, Domino,” I said, grabbing my crotch.

 “Show her all twelve inches of your respect, Lord Havoc,” Angelique said, actually sounding excited.  Twelve inches?  It was going to take a lot of acting on their part to pull that one off.  “Fuck her until she screams your name.”

 “Hey!” Domino cried, bowing her back and thrusting her naked butt out.  I paused to admire her glistening folds.  Yeah, she was already wet.  I loved how much she got into this role-playing sex game.  “I’m right here.  I can hear you plotting evil deeds.”

 I unfastened my pants, pulled out my erection, and gave it a few strokes.  Domino slanted a worried look over her shoulder at my bitch tamer.

 “Oh my!”

 “Exactly,” I said, wagging my brows at her.  “It’s time to stop plotting, and start pounding.”

 I gave her butt a hard smack.

 Thwack!

 “Aaiiee!” Domino cried out.  “How dare you!”

 “Oh, I dare,” I said.  “I dare mightily.”

 I thrust into her.  Domino’s tight little pussy took me in so sweetly.  She tensed, back bowing, and groaned long and low.  I held onto her waist and plowed into her hard and fast.

 “Victory is mine!” I cried.  “After I fuck you into submission, Domino, I’m going to sell your sweet round ass to white slavers!”

 “You monster!”

 Domino was good.  She kicked her stiletto heeled feet, wiggled and groaned.  Angelique crawled up on the bed and claimed her lips in a deep, passionate kiss.  Watching those two beauties making out really tripped my trigger.

 Hot tingles flowed down into my thighs, and a second later I exploded.

 “Yes!  Bam!” I cried.  I came hard inside her, and then pulled out and shot another load across her perfect butt cheeks.  “Your ass is mine, Domino.  I own you!”

 I jumped onto the bed, forcing them apart.  Since I was the man paying the bills, they had to tend to my needs.  I suspect they’d rather do each other, but they turned their attention to my cock and balls and put their mouths to good use.

 I relaxed, a hand buried in their hair.  It’d been a long day, and it felt so good.  Soon I felt myself drifting off.  And then…nothing.

 




Chapter 2

 

 I opened my eyes.  The night was dark, and the city stretched out below me.  I crouched in a three-point stand atop a five story building, which squatted at the top of a steep hill.

 "Smite, I should've known it was you," I growled in a strange voice.

 My arch nemesis below lifted up a small car, and then threw it into a storefront.  I shook my head woefully, feeling an abundance of long, silky hair.  Long hair?  Smite distracted me again, the streetlights making his red metallic battle suit gleam as he strode over to a cop car and flipped it over.  The two cops inside scrambled out and ran for their lives.

 I seethed for a second.  The city's corrupted judicial system released him earlier today, after I captured him three days back.  What were they thinking letting a super villain out on bail?  As if he cared that he'd forfeit his bail.

 Time for Ms Wondrous to save the day again, I thought.  I looked out across the dark, brooding city.  Gothic City was so familiar.  I said aloud, "I am Ms Wondrous."

 Whoa, where’d that come from?  I looked down at the hand on the ground, balancing me over the precipice.  It was a delicate, very feminine hand sheathed in a bluish-gray opera glove.  I crinkled my nose and felt something on my face.  Reaching up with my free hand, I touch something stiff and leathery.  A mask!

 “What the fuck?” I said, again in that beautifully rich female voice.  So I looked down to find a spectacular set of tits, barely contained in a bluish-gray bustier.  Further examination found I was wearing matching short-shorts and thigh boots, with a silver belt between the bustier and shorts.

 “I really am Ms Wondrous,” I said, naming my newest super heroine creation in my game, Gothic Girl IV.  I looked around again, and it truly was my creation, Gothic City.  And then I remembered Angelique and Domino, and our stay at the gothic hotel.  "Ah, I'm dreaming."

 I waited to wake up.  Nothing happened, except Smite shot two small rockets from his left arm and destroyed another downtown business.  The press would blame the city's beleaguered super heroine corps if I didn't stop him soon.  We always got blamed when a super villain rampaged unchecked.

 Then I remembered I was dreaming.  Why would I be a super heroine, and not a super villain?  I never had any cross-gender fantasies.  Such a weird dream.  I didn't like it one bit.  So to facilitate waking up, I pinched my thigh.

 "Ouch," I whispered, and immediately rubbed the spot.  "Oh my, my skin never felt so soft and smooth.  So nice and – What am I thinking?"

 "Wondrous!  I defy you!" Smite cried to the heavens, his voice amplified by his battle suit so that it echoed through half the city.

 My hands curled into tight fists, and then a low growl bubbled out.  It was so annoying how my dream could claim my attention so easily.  But why not?  Maybe this was my mind's way of working out some issue with the game.  Maybe this wasn't the first time I'd had such a dream.  Maybe I should just play along and see where it took me.

 So I barked a jubilant laugh, and leapt off the building.

 What a thrill!

 I plunged straight down five stories.  Over fifty feet.  My stiletto heels hit the pavement with a loud report, like a rifle shot.  Super-powered legs took the impact easily, bending just a little.  I stood tall and spotted my reflection in a storefront window.  My reflection took my breath away.  I never envisioned the brown-haired, blue-eyed super heroine looking that spectacular.  I truly was Ms Wondrous, as busty and beautiful as I was dangerous.  I looked into my reflection's baby blues, and watched glossy red lips curl into a wicked little smile.

 "Time to mete justice!"

 Smite turned towards me as I turned towards him.  His dark visor vanished within his helmet, so I could see his face, his fierce eyes.  We glared at each other across a hundred feet of devastation.  That man knew how to make a mess.  Cars were burning, glass was still falling all around.  It was a hellish scene straight out of my Gothic Girls video game.

 "What took you so long?" Smite said.

 "I stopped to save a kitten in a tree," I said.  "You know, heroic shit."

 "You need to work on your jokes," he said.

 "And you need anger management classes."

 "Yeah, manage this!" Smite cried, pointing his left arm at me.

 My eyes locked on the two remaining rockets.  They weren't large, but packed a big punch.  I charged him.  Smite laughed and sent a rocket at me.  I dodged it, and it exploded in a building behind me.  You know I'll get blamed for that.

 "Surrender or suffer the consequences, Smite!"

 "You'll be the one suffering consequences, Ms Wondrous," he said, and fired another rocket.

 I used my super strong legs to leap above it, landed on an overturned bus, and catapulted myself straight at the battle-suited villain.  Smite ducked, and my sharp heels missed their mark, glancing off his back instead.  I hit the ground, rolled to my feet, and attacked again.

 "A-ha!" he cried, smashing a fist into my chest.  Right into my left tit.  Ouch!

 "Aaiiee!" I cried, and slammed back against a brick wall twenty feet away.

 My power belt sent super fast healing through my body, so I recovered before he could take advantage of my momentary vulnerability.  I ripped a mailbox off its mounting and hurled the 55-gallon-drum-sized postal box at him.  Smite was struck square in the chest, knocking him off his feet.  The letters within the mailbox puffed up in a cloud of white paper.

 Now the local Postmaster was going to be pissed at me.

 "Surrender, Smite!" I commanded.  "You are no match for Ms Wondrous!"

 He sat up and glared at me.  His helmet was destroyed when he hit the wall headfirst.  I grinned as he ripped the remnants of that helmet off.  He didn't look pleased.

 "Why must you obnoxious super heroines always speak in the third person?" he said, and threw the battered mailbox back at me.

 I spun, lashing out with a roundhouse to bat the mailbox aside.  Then I dropped into a classic super heroine pose: chin high, chest out, back slightly bowed, and fists on well-rounded hips.  I so wished I could see myself.  Hey, it's my dream.

 "Yeah!  Ms Wondrous will save us!" a beautiful young woman called from my left.  I glanced at her.  Was that Lady Sonja?  She was blonde, but still looked remarkable like…  "Hey!  Stop!"

 Smite was charging that innocent bystander.  She was no match for him.  I raced towards him, taking an intercept course that I hoped slammed me into his side just feet from the young beauty.  As I neared, I pulled my right fist back to pound into the side of his big, white bald head.

 "A-ha!" Smite cried, and stopped suddenly.

 He caught me off-guard.  As if in slow motion, I watched him turned and throw a savage punch into my unprotected belly.

 "Ooff!" I cried, all of my air forced out of my lungs.

 My body doubled up around his huge, steel-encased fist.  The pain was exquisite, ripping through my entire body.  Even my power belt couldn't protect me from that blow.  Fortunately, it could heal me super fast.

 I was going to need it.

 "I win.  You lose," Smite said, and slammed an uppercut to my chin.  My head snapped back, and black and white flashed behind my eyes.  I'm not sure I'd ever been hit so hard.  I know I’d never hurt so much.  Then he brought an armored knee up between my legs.  "This time, the field is mine!"

 Smite grabbed my left arm and started spinning round and round, faster and faster.  And then he threw me through the air.  Even in my pain-induced daze, I braced myself for the impact with a solid office building.

 Just my luck, Smite fucked up and threw me between two tall buildings.  I soared through that dark alley, hearing his scream of pure rage.  I crossed another street, and finally came down in a trash-strewn alley.

 "Oooooooh," I groaned, lying in a tattered heap.

 I heard Smite rampaging towards me, calling out dire threats.  He alternated between threats of skull-fucking me, and ripping my head off.  At that moment, I was kind of hoping for losing my head.  Yeah, I hurt that much.  It felt like every bone in my body was broken.

 How come I didn't wake up?  No one can sleep through pain like that.

 "Wondrous!  I'm going to shove my fist up your ass and make you my fuck puppet!"

 "Oh, that's going to hurt," I whispered.  Suddenly, there was dark shape above me.  Smite?  No, a citizen.  "Who?"

 "Shhh," he said.  "I got you, Ms Wondrous."

 My would-be savior grabbed my bustier right between my tits.  My first thought was he was going to strip me just to look at my tits.  Instead, he started pulling me, dragging me, towards an open door.  Unfortunately, my bustier wasn't as tough as me.  I felt it ripping apart within seconds, and then it came apart and left me topless and laying on the cold concrete again.

 "Oops, sorry," he said.  He grabbed both of my wrists, and dragged me the rest of the way inside.  He closed the door, locked it, and dragged me across the storeroom.  My savior sat on the floor, leaned back against the wall, and pulled me up against his chest.  "Don't worry, I got you."

 I felt his hard-on against my side.  Now I was worried.  My body was completely limp.  I couldn't move, and could barely think or speak.

 "No!" Smite cried out in the alley.  "That costumed bimbo escaped me again!"

 "Shhhh," my savior whispered in my ear, even as his hands started fondling my naked tits.  He pulled my hair, forcing my head back, and then claimed my lips in a long, passionate kiss.  I froze, almost as shocked by the kiss as I was by my body's reaction to it.  My pussy throbbed with achy need, feeling so hot and wet.  Hot, mushy tingles spread within my lower belly, and my brain went to places I didn't appreciate.  "I saved your life, Ms Wondrous.  Now you owe me big time."

 "Uh-oh," I said.  He buried his face in my deep cleavage, and then motorboated my tits.  It felt wonderful.  "Oooooooh."

 He pulled me across his lap, and then claimed my lips again.  One hand stayed in my thick hair, holding me tight.  His other hand explored my shapely body.  First he fondled my tits, mostly pinching and rolling my erect and very sensitive nipples.  Soon, though, that hand slipped under my tight shorts, and started rubbing my slippery wet pussy.

 "Oh my.  Oh my," I gasped, wondering why I wasn't awake yet.  This was the craziest wet dream ever!  I so wanted to wake up before he made me come.  "I'm a good girl."

 Did I just say that?

 My savior turned lover ripped off my shorts.  A second later his finger penetrated.

 "Ugh!" I cried, back bowing.  His thumb pressed into my sensitive clit, rubbing it like crazy while he finger fucked me at the same time.  It was so sick.  And yet, felt so fucking amazing.  "Oooh."

 "You're the sexiest heroine in Gothic City, Ms Wondrous," he said, voice deep and husky.  "I'm going to fuck you so hard."

 "But…but…," I stammered, head still spinning.  "I'm a symbol of virtue, a role-model for young women everywhere."

 "I know!  That's why fucking you is so awesome," he said as he maneuvered my mostly limp body so that I straddled his lap.  I looked down to see his erection, looking so big and scary.  It was standing straight up, pointing at my naked and very vulnerable pussy.  It occurred to me that this is exactly what happened to super heroines in my game when the bad guy catches her.  I just couldn't wrap my brain around it happening to me.  "I'm going to fuck the virtue right out of your holier than thou ass."

 "Oh no," I whispered, and he dropped me.  A ginormous cock penetrated, thrusting deep inside me.  It never occurred to me that it felt like that.  My pussy was stretched out to the point of pain.  My breath caught, and then I groaned long and wantonly as he made me bounce, and start to slide up and down his shaft.  "Ugggh!  Uggh!  Uggh!"

 His hands mauled my large, firm tits.  Soon, I was bouncing up and down, eagerly fucking him back.  I held onto his shoulders, while he fondled, kissed, and sucked on my tits.  The most amazing sensations rippled through my overheated, oversexed body.  I gasped and cried out, grunting with every thrust into me.

 It was the most incredible experience of my life.  Did it really feel like that for women?  If so, why wasn't every single woman a super freak?  My super heroine sex was a hundred times better than real life sex.  I just wanted more, more, more!

 "Oh god!  Oh god!" I cried.

 And then I felt it.  It started with hot tingles flowing into my thighs.  I knew I was going to come at that moment.  Would climaxing wake me up?  Talk about the most embarrassing wet dream of my life.  I couldn't even tell anyone about it.  And then that surge to climax started.

 "Aaaagh!" I cried, throwing my head back.

 "Shhh," he said.

 I didn't care.  Pure euphoric joy ripped through me.  My body throbbed with it.  I never dreamed sex could feel so awesome.  For a second, my brain shut down and I just basked in the glory of it.  Fuck virtue, I want to fuck!

 "Oh my god.  Oh my god," I gasped out.  "Do it again."

 




Chapter 3

 

 "Holy crapola," I said as I strode out of my secret elevator.  I was inside my hidden safe room, which was inside my alter ego's penthouse condo.  "This is so fucking weird.  Did I get sucked into some kind of alternate universe that just happens to be an exact duplicate of my video game?  Is God really a woman, and this is some kind of divine justice for all the shit I put in my game?"

 I pulled off my mask and set it upon it stand on the vanity.  Then I removed my power belt and plugged it in to charge.  It would take hours to fully charge, but I had spares already charged up.  Over time, I'd learned I needed at least three charged belts on busy nights.

 Feeling a deep need for a shower, I left the safety of my secret room.  My luxury condo was pitch black, so I went to the control panel and turned on every light.  After so long in the darkness of a very dark city, I needed lots of light to recharge my soul.

 The master bedroom door was directly across from the safe room.  I hurried in, heading for the master bath.  It was a huge room.  The game rarely takes her back to her condo, so I'd forgotten how big it was.  Truth was, it was designed very similarly to my real life high-rise condo, and that was a ten million dollar home overlooking the city's largest park.  No park outside Ms Wondrous' floor to ceiling windows.

 My eyes were drawn to the city view before me.  Turning the bedroom lights off, I stepped out onto the balcony.  Gothic City was just as I imagined it.  Really, I couldn't get enough of that sight.  It was even better than how I depicted it in my game.  Even under a cloudless sky, with a full moon, the city looked dark, brooding, sinister.

 I got goose bumps.

 "Best dream ever," I muttered.  My hand touched my nether regions, finding my costume bottoms wet and sticky there.  Cum-soaked shorts said it was real.  My sanity said it had to be a dream.  Which was right?  "I ache all over from the trashing Smite gave me."  I bit my lip, eyes closing as I recalled the sexy fuck fest with my savior.  "Yet, I feel all tingly, too."

 It had to be a dream.  Even if I was sucked into some weird alternate universe, I wouldn't change into a woman.  Right?  Of course, being changed into a woman was just as unbelievable as being sucked into another universe.

 It was all too crazy to contemplate.  Besides, I felt a deep need to bathe.  I was filthy, sticky in places, and a hot shower would feel so damned good on my achy body.  Though, I had to wonder if what I really needed was a cold shower.

 "Maybe after a shower I'll feel up to going back out and…um…," I said, hesitating as my body really started to tingle and heat up.  "And, um, mete some justice."

 Odd how meting justice conjured up being bent over a chair and fucked.  Hey, that's what happened in my game most of the time.  Heroines getting captured and fucked was what the game was all about.  Sex and violence.  You know, fun stuff.

 I shook my head, trying to rid it of all those sexy thoughts.  First the shower, and then decide what to do next.  Of course, the luxury condo in my dream was exactly like the one in my game.  I left the lights off and headed for the bathroom.

 "Hello, gorgeous," I said upon seeing myself in the mirror.

 Talk about weirdness.  Looking in a mirror and seeing a gorgeous woman looking back was freaky, but at the same time seemed kind of right.  Dreamland.  Gotta love it.

 I quickly stripped out of my tattered and soiled costume.  Standing in all my naked glory, I studied my woman's body in minute detail.  If only I could render my heroines in such exquisite detail in the game.  My dream Ms Wondrous had the softest, silkiest black hair that fell to the small of my back.  I had the face of a super model, and the spectacular body of a centerfold.  My nails were long and red, while my pubic patch was trimmed to a tiny landing strip.  Really, I couldn't have dreamed up a better body.  Well, I guess I actually was in the middle of dreaming it up, but still…

 My nipples were erect.  Was I turning myself on?  Well, kinda.  So I pinched and rolled those hard, rubbery buds.  The most incredible sensations rippled through me, from nipples to pussy.

 "Holy shit," I whispered, head rolling back.  "I love my tits."

 My tits tingled, and my pussy got all hot, wet, and achy.  Glancing down, I noticed my clit looked engorged.  Did it always look like that?  So I touched it.  Just a light touch.

 "Wow," I gasped.  My clit was super sensitive.  I felt that brief touch profoundly.  So I gave it a little rub.  "Aaagh.  Ooooh."

 Though it wasn't easy, I forced my hands away from my body.  Maybe after the shower, if I didn't go back out, I could go to bed and masturbate the rest of the night away.  You'd think climaxing would wake me up, but after my little tryst I knew better.  This was one epic wet dream.

 I got into the shower and turned it on.  I was blasted with icy water.  Really, I needed it to calm my ass down.  I needed cold water to cool my jets.  And it worked like a charm.  Cold water works every time.

 "Damn!"

 The water quickly warmed up.  Soon, warm water was hitting me hard.  It was a remarkable powerful shower.  Much better than my real life shower.  Jets of water were hitting me from five different shower heads, including rain shower head directly above me.  I loved that total emersion in water.  Then I turned and one particular jet of water hit me just right.

 "Ooooooh," I sighed.  The lowest shower head was shooting a hard, pulsing stream straight into my pussy.  Hell, it was hitting my clit.  I froze, knowing I shouldn't.  I wasn't in there for sexual gratification, but…  "Ooooooooh."

 Heat flushed through my body.  I had to steady myself with a hand on the wall, and still I didn't move.  Warm, pulsing water pounded into my pussy, against my sensitive clit.  I moaned and groaned, trying to will myself to twist away.  It felt too good.

 Suddenly, I realized my free hand was down there.  I was unconsciously rubbing vigorous circles around my pussy.  Every time my fingers passed over my clit, I squeaked and jumped.

 "Oh god, let me remember this dream after I wake up," I gasped out.  "I have got to add a shower scene to my game!  Oooooooh!"

 Soon my whole body was trembling.  My insides never felt like that before, so hot and mushy.  Hell, I was a hot mess inside.  None of it helped me stand still, so it was a struggle to keep that jet of pulsing water on target.

 Somehow I found the inner strength to do it, probably because I was a super heroine.

 "Yes.  Oh yes," I gasped out, rubbing harder and faster than ever.  Hot tingles flowed into my thighs, and then that rush to climax started.  "Yes!  Yes!"

 My insides erupted with the purest pleasure imaginable.  Waves of hot bliss flowed through me, over and over.  My knees threatened to buckle, but I managed to keep my feet.

 "Oh my god, this is the best dream ever!"

 Ka-BOOM!  Boom!  Boom!

 Everything shook violently.  The lights went out.  And then my blood went cold when Smite called out for me.

 "Ms Wondrous!" the arch villain cried jubilantly.  "Your ass is mine!"

 




Chapter 4

 

 "Oh my god, Smite followed me home!"

 Bolting out of the shower, I raced through my bedroom, through the door, and straight into the still open safe room.  I heard Smite out in the living room ripping everything into little pieces.  He was in a rage, but then wasn't he always?  Smite had serious anger management issues.

 I hit the button to close the hidden door.  As it hissed closed on hydraulics, I rushed to the vanity and pressed the mask to my face.  For a super heroine, the mask was the most important part of her costume.  That done, I pulled on a clean pair of thonglike shorts, and then pulled on my thigh boots.  Next came the bustier, followed by my opera gloves.  I paused to listen to Smite trashing my home.

 "That bastard will pay dearly for invading my safe place," I growled.  Why was I so angry?  The sound of shattering glass, like he threw something through my windows, ignited my rage again.  "Yeah, it's time to let go and just be Ms Wondrous."

 I fastened a charged up power belt around my tiny waist.  Super strength flowed into me from it.  I felt energized.  Empowered.  I felt undefeatable and glorious.  Honestly, it was almost as good as my orgasm, but not in a sexual way.

 "I am Ms Wondrous!"

 Opening the exit, I rushed out and headed for the living room.

 "Smite, you've gone too far this time!" I cried.  "I will thrash you to within an inch of your life!"

 "About time," Smite growled.

 I skidded to a stop at the end of the hallway.  The living room and kitchen were completely cleared of furnishings and appliances.  Did he throw my refrigerator out the window too?  But I also found more unwelcome guests.

 "You know my associates," Smite said.  "Axe and Hammer."

 "We've met," I said, striking a classic super heroine pose.  Hey, it felt like the thing to do.  "Our previous meetings didn't go so well for them.  In fact, I'm surprised to see they've already been released from prison."

 "Technicality," Axe said.  He was the tallest of them, at six foot six.  Axe was powerfully built, like a weightlifter, with long blonde hair and cold gray eyes.  "My lawyer got my conviction thrown out."

 "Of course he did," I said.  "God forbid we keep crazy killers locked up."  I looked at Hammer.  "How'd you get out?"

 "Smite and Axe sprung me," he said.

 Hammer was a six foot even black man, with a shaved head and bright green eyes.  Hammer was his real name.  Michael Hammer.  It fit, since he was as hard as they came, with a powerful and stout body.  He looked like a hammer, and I knew from past experience that his fists felt like hammers when he hit me.

 "I thought we needed Hammer to properly nail your ass," Smite said, smirking.

 "Oh look at you, being all funny," I sneered.  Turning sideways to them, I gave my firm, round butt a little open-hand smack.  "But if you want to nail this ass, you have to defeat me first."  My eyes narrowed.  "But it's going to be your rancid, unwashed asses that will be nailed to the floor."

 We all stared at each other a long moment, and then Smite bellowed in rage and charged me.  I deftly leapt up at the last second, and vaulted over him.  Landing between Axe and Hammer, I kicked left and right.  My foot connected with Axe's ribs, forcing him back a step, and then I missed Hammer when he ducked under my roundhouse.  The two henchmen converged on me with battle cries.

 "Oooff!" Axe grunted when I ducked and Hammer hit him square in the chest.

 "Clumsy," I taunted.  "You fight like girls."

 Hammer threw a right cross at my face.  I caught his wrist, spun, and threw him over my hip and straight into Smite's new charge.  The battle-suited arch villain went down, but before I could take advantage of his vulnerability, Axe slammed into my side.

 "Ugh!" I grunted, slammed into the wall.  Then he punched me in the stomach.  "Ack!  Oooh."

 Feeling myself weakening, I drove a sharp stiletto heel into his foot.

 "Aaaah!" he cried, and his grip on me weakened.

 Dropping to one knee, I broke free of his grasp and spun to face him.  My fist slammed up between his legs once, twice, third time was the charm.  Axe toppled over, clutching his battered cock and balls.  I was on my feet in a flash, about to kick him in the head and put him down for the duration, when Smite stormed into me.

 "Aaaiiee," I cried, knocked halfway across the room.  Oh man, how could I take so much abuse and pain, and not wake up?  What a dream.  If it was a dream.  "Oh, you're going to pay for that one."

 "You say that a lot," Smite said, smirking.  "So far I haven't paid for a damn thing."

 Axe distracted me for a second, when he struggled to his hands and knees.  I shook my head when he crawled away.  The bad guys never stayed down for long in my game.

 "There lies the problem," I said, standing straight despite the pain in my ribs and belly.  My power belt was healing me super fast, but they all hit super hard.  Considering everything my belt was doing for me, I worried about its charge.  So I started working out an exit strategy so I could get into my safe room for another fully charged belt.  After all, this was real life, not a game where new fully charged belts were scattered about waiting for me to find another one.  "You're way too full of yourself.  Time for me to take you down."

 Axe was back on his feet, and looking really, really pissed.

 I rushed Smite.  Axe and Hammer charged towards us as well.  Hammer had a white cloth in a resealable bag.  Chloroform?  That gave me a chill.  Why did I put that in the game?

 It's not as much fun when it can be used on you.

 Smite dropped into a defensive stance, confidence in his face.  It looked like I'd reach Smite first by a few seconds.

 "Fire her up!" Smite cried, and pointed a fist at me.

 My eyes locked on the small rocket launcher tubes encircling his forearm.  Did he have time to reload?  Was he fighting with a full complement of his weapons?

 A launcher flashed.  I brought up a gloved arm and knocked the small rocket aside.  It exploded a second later, but my belt's defensive shield held.  I felt the heat, but none of the shrapnel reached my body.

 Shamefully, I flinched and that allowed Smite to attack.

 "Bam!" he cried, pounding an uppercut into my chin.

 "Ugh!"

 I flew halfway across the room and landed on the balcony.  All of the windows were already shattered.  Axe and Hammer laughed, while Smite charged me.

 Have to admit, I kind of panicked.

 "Smash!" Smite cried and leapt high.

 Everything moved in slow motion.  His huge steel-sheathed feet loomed over me.  I braced myself against the floor, and thrust my feet up at the last second.  Catching his feet, I absorbed some of the impact, and then heaved with all my super strength.

 "Fuck me!" Smite cried, and went over the side.

 Jumping to my feet, I leaned over the railing.  I saw the last twenty feet of Smite's fall.  The battle-suited villain landed square in the middle of a delivery van's roof.  I held my breath.  Was he dead?  Was it all over?  And then I saw the bastard sit up and shake his head.

 "Dammit!"

 Powerful arms slipped behind my elbows, and then pulled my arms back and pinned them.  My breath caught and I froze.

 "Gotcha!" Axe cried into my ear from behind.

 "Let me go!" I growled.  I bucked and struggled, desperate to break free as Hammer moved in on me.  Our eyes locked for a second, and I saw the wicked glee within the stout black man's eyes.  "Oh shit."

 "Hold her still," Hammer said.

 I lashed out at him with my feet.  Hammer tried to block them aside, but I was too fast.  He took painful blows to the chest, arms, and upper legs.  I led with my sharp stilettos, cutting him up with them.  If I could just hit bone, with my super strength I was confident I could break it.

 "I said let go!" I cried, and drove a stiletto into Axe's foot.

 "Aaiiee!" he cried.

 Axe didn't release me as I'd hoped.  Instead, he fell straight back and dragged me down as well.  He fell against a wall, so remained in a sitting position, with me on his lap.  I wanted to brutalize his knees and legs with my heels, but Hammer attacked with his chloroform soaked cloth.  The chloroform was the greatest threat to me.

 "Stay away from me," I threatened, and drove my heel into his shin.

 "God dammit," he hissed.  "Hold the fucking bitch down!"

 "I'm trying," Axe said through clenched teeth.  "She's fucking super-powered.  Knock her out before she breaks loose."

 I was feeling my oats.  Axe's grip was starting to falter, to loosen ever so little.  A few more minutes, and I'd break free.  And then I was going to kick their big, burly butts big time.

 "This is assault and battery," I said.  "And kidnapping.  And illegal restraint.  The charges against you guys are piling up."  I glanced at the cloth in Hammer's hand.  "If you touch me with that chloroform, that is another bigger charge.  That stuff is deadly dangerous."

 "It's probably not the best idea to mention charges," Axe whispered in my ear.  "It just reminds us that you sent us to prison.  Now we're even more pissed and determined."

 Axe tried to use his legs to trap mine, to no success.  But it was enough distraction for Hammer to break through my defenses.  Before I knew it, the big black bastard was between my legs and all I could do was pound the back of my heels into his thighs and butt.

 I think he enjoyed it.

 "Don't you dare!" I cried as he pushed the chloroform soaked cloth towards my face.  "No!"  Hammer grabbed the back of my head, while holding the cloth over my nose and mouth.  I held my breath, but how long could that last?  "Huuuggh!"

 "Breathe, bitch," Hammer demanded.

 I just glared at him, praying I broke free before I was forced to take a breath.  I never stopped my struggles, but at the moment they seemed rather pointless and pathetic.  What I needed was a soft, sensitive spot to hit on one or both of them.  And a way to hit those spots.  They were inside my guard, holding me too tightly.

 It wasn't looking good.

 What happens if they kill me?  Will I really be dead? I wondered.  Or will I finally wake up?

 I no longer had confidence it was a dream.  Everything felt too real.  My body was aching where they struck me, and I was increasingly desperate for air.

 "I said…," Hammer growled, and then head-butted me.  "Breathe!"

 "Uggh!" I grunted, head spinning.  And then I felt my self-control slipping, my body relaxing.  I took a breath.  And then another, and then it hit me after the second breath.  "Oooooh."

 "That's it, babygirl.  Breathe.  Suck it in," Hammer said, sounding so damned pleased with himself.  "When you wake up we're going to have a good time."

 Darkness started creeping in.  Hammer went in and out of focus.  I realized I was breathing normally, sucking in more and more of those heady fumes.  That knockout gas had me firmly in its grips.  I knew I was a goner.  He caught my eyes and held my gaze.

 I so wanted to wipe that smug look off his face.

 "She's almost out," Hammer said.  He pulled the cloth away.  "Give me some sugar, babygirl."

 Hammer kissed me.  That kiss lingered.  I wasn't coherent enough to return the kiss, or bite him.  His tongue slipped into my mouth, explored a moment, before he ran the tip of his tongue all around my lips.  Who licked lips?  Ewww.  And then he sucked on my lower lip a second, before pressing the cloth over my nose and mouth again.

 "Good night, Ms Wondrous," Axe said.

 And blackness sucked me down.

 




Chapter 5
 "Ugh!" I grunted, falling on my knees.

 Axe laughed, and then kicked me between the shoulder blades.

 "What's the matter, super bitch?  Don't like being on the losing side?" he said.

 What I didn't like was the way they bound my elbows together, and then lashed my wrists together.  That pulled my shoulders painfully back, and kind of messed up my balance.  At least they left my costume on, and my mask.  Oddly enough, I still worried more about being unmasked than be stripped naked.  They did remove my power belt and left it behind.

 God, I hope this is a dream.

 The fact I was chloroformed unconscious and woke up a while later still in the same dream kind of worried me.  That should've been the end of the dream.  Dammit.  And I hated being all tied up, in real life and in my dream.

 "On your feet!" Smite cried, and yanked me back up.  Yeah, he used the leash and collar around my neck.  It hurt, but mostly to my pride.

 "Hhmmmggh," I protested around the ball-gag.  The gag was held in place with a multitude of straps: under my jaw, around my head, up between my eyes.  It wasn't going anywhere soon.  "Ugh.  Hgmmmggh!"

 "I think she's saying more BDSM, master, more BDSM," Hammer said.  "I knew she was kinky the first time I saw her."

 "Yeah, she wears some nice kinky boots," Axe said, while copping a feel of my butt.  I tried to kick him, but Smite yanked my chain again.  "Gives me a woody watching her walk."

 I slanted a glance back.  Axe grinned at me.  My gaze dropped to his crotch, and there it was.  A big ass bulge.  He wasn't lying.  Gave me a chill.  I wrote the game.  I knew where this was going.

 "I like her tits all shiny with drool," Hammer said.

 I rolled my eyes.  Yeah, my cleavage was soaked with drool.  I couldn't swallow with a ball gag clenched between my teeth.  I could feel it constantly dripping off my chin.  The amount of drool I produced was stunning.

 "Look around, Ms Wondrous Tits," Smite sneered.  "This is your fate.  This is where you'll spend the rest of your life."

 My insides churned and tingled.  My pussy throbbed and ached.  I was afraid it was going to happen, and now I had confirmation.  Smite was going to force me to be a prostitute.

 We were inside the ground floor of an old building.  There were six floors above us, which I assumed were full of small rooms with nasty beds.  An industrial brothel.  The girls all displayed their stuff on the ground level, which was Spartan and unfurnished.  The hookers were all dressed in sexy lingerie and heels, four girls around each column.  The "patrons" wandered around, chatting up the girls.

 "Look at their eyes," Axe said.  "Empty.  Dead.  Mindless whores."

 He was right.  What the fuck?  I dealt with hookers more often than I cared to think about, and they were anything but dead in the eyes.  Were Smite's whores drugged?  Brainwashed?  What?

 "That's going to be you before the night is over," Hammer said.  "We're going to strip away your costume, your identity, your very soul."

 Oh shit! I thought.  This isn't part of the game.  What's going on?

 In the game, there wasn't much more after the villain caught the heroine.  Oh, I let the bad guys do some really wicked things to her, but it didn't last long.  Decapitate, disembowel, ravish, all was possible in the game, but white slavery never even occurred to me.

 The men checking out the pussy on display all paused to look me over with interest.  Not a single one even looked upset that one of the city's masked champions was captured and about to be debased and defiled, if not worse.  Indeed, most of them looked highly aroused and interested.

 Bastards.

 My insides rippled with sexy sensations.  That really surprised me.  I might be into super heroine in peril capture scenarios, but I never envisioned myself on the receiving end of it.  My head was filled with sexy situations, envisioning Smite, Axe, and Hammer taking turns fucking me senseless.  As scary as that was, it made my body ache with need.

 And then scenes of me down there, displaying my body for men so they'd hire me for sex came unbidden.  Why couldn't I stop all those visions?

 I'm one sick puppy, I thought.

 "Heel," Smite said, making Axe and Hammer laugh, as he yanked my leash.  I stumbled, and then Hammer tripped me.  Down I went again.  "Stupid klutz."

 "Ugh," I grunt after landing on my knees.  Again.  They ached so badly.  I cast baleful eyes on him.  "Grrrrr."

 It was so humiliating.  Smite was pretty good at controlling me with the leash, keeping me stumbling and off-balance.  Axe and Hammer were too much to deal with under the circumstances.  They wouldn't let me go more than five steps without tripping me.

 "Aagh," I screamed around the gag when Axe grabbed my ass, one finger penetrating my ass hole, and lifted me back to my feet.  Really, it was more a shock than a pain, but still.  Maybe I should wear something that covered better than a thong.  I glared at him, unable to not express my anger.  "Hggmmmghh!"

 Axe laughed and slapped my ass.  Thwack!

 "Hurry up," Smite said, yanking the leash again.

 My stilettos clattered and scraped on the smooth tile as Smite half-dragged me towards a single elevator.  There were wide stairs next to it, but I suspected his battle suit's feet were too big to fit on the steps.  The dead-eyed hookers didn't even bother looking at me.

 The elevator was barely able to take all four of us inside.  Hammer pressed me forward against the cool steel doors while it dropped down into the basement, his hands roaming my body.  He kissed and nibbled my neck and shoulders, sending the most amazing sensations rippling through my overheated body.  I squirmed and gasped, panting furiously through my nose.

 I swear, I could not get enough air.

 "I think she likes it," Axe said.

 "Damn right she likes it," Hammer said.  His hand slipped into my butt crack, and then caressed my butt hole.  His thick fingers slid forward, and stroked the wet, slippery folds of my hot, tingling pussy.  "I'm good."

 "Mmmmm," I moaned, enjoying how he rubbed me way too much.  Was it the dream making me enjoy being molested?  I enjoyed being fucked earlier in the evening.  "Ooooooh."

 "Yeah, she's like all of those skanky super heroines," Smite sneered.  "She's a born and bred super slut, with a super-charged libido.  I bet she's horny all the fucking time."

 The basement was cold and dark.  The floor was concrete.

 "Oooooh," I groaned, seeing lots of bondage furniture.  Are you kidding me?  A fucking dungeon?

 I had a dungeon in the basement of my mansion in the country.  I played out a lot of sexy captured super heroine scenarios in it.  I of course was paying hookers to play the super heroines, so it wasn't real in any way.  It was all bondage play acting.

 Smite and company weren't play acting.

 They led me straight over to a black-painted St. Andrews' Cross.  I was pressed back against it.  Smite wrapped a battle suit gloved hand around my throat, holding me in place, while Axe and Hammer locked my ankles in shackles.  Then Axe cut my wrists and elbows free, before he and Hammer each wrestled an arm back and up to lock into manacles.

 "Aaaaiiiiieeee!" I screamed around my ball gag as I bucked and writhed, and pulled frantically at the steel holding me in a spread-eagle position.  They stood back and watched the show with bemused looks.  "Aaagghh!  Hggmmmgggh!"

 "God, I love the way her big tits jiggle when she struggles," Axe said.  "I am so going to titty fuck her."

 "It'll be a better show if you took off her top," Hammer said.  "Everyone loves watching naked tits bouncing all around."

 I shook my head no, but Axe barked a laugh and pressed up close.  He felt me up through my bustier top, before reaching around and unzipping it.  Axe exposed my breasts with a flourish.

 "Ta-da!  Titty time," Axe said.  Both hands went to my chest, and pinched my nipples.  He pinched so hard I gasped and tensed up, and then he pulled and rolled my nipples.  "Oh man, her nips are erect and hard as rocks."

 It hurt so much, but also he made my nipples sing.  The most wonderful sensations ripped through my body, straight into my pussy.  I gasped and writhed, wanted to fight him off but unable to do anything but enjoy.  At least I was ashamed enough to feel my face heat up.

 "This super slut is hot to trot," Axe said.  "Can I fuck her now, Smite?"

 "Not yet," he said.  "I want her to beg for it."

 Well, that wasn't going to happen.  Was it?  I no longer understood my own body or my own life.  Everything was so confusing.  Was I a man or a woman?  Was I Edgar Richards or Ms Wondrous?  I so wanted it to be a dream, but I was pretty sure now it wasn't.

 I am so fucked, I thought.

 "Back off," Smite commanded.  "Screw it.  I want to fry her brain."

 What the hell did that mean?  All I could think of was those poor dead-eyed hookers above us in the brothel.  Was that about to become my life?  A mindless whore?

 Axe backed away, while Hammer turned and headed across the basement.  Axe leered at me.  Then Smite claimed my full attention when he moved up close.

 "You won't be needing this anymore," Smite said, and ripped off my thonglike shorts.  Then he traced my mask with one finger.  "Or this."

 I shook my head, doing everything to escape unmasking.  Smite laughed, struggling to catch my face.  Finally, he grabbed my head between his hands and held me perfectly still.

 "Axe.  Pull her mask off," Smite said, while holding my eyes intently.

 "Hhmmmmggghh!" I cried.

 "My pleasure, boss," Axe said.  He dug a finger under the edge, and started to pull.  "Here it comes.  Today the world finds out who has been hiding behind this mask."

 I couldn't move or think.  They were really unmasking me.  I was going to be a mindless whore for the rest of my life.  It was all so unfair.  I gave my heart and soul to protect this city!

 "Aaaaiiiieeee!" I screamed as my mask peeled away and revealed my True Identity.

 "Oh man, it's that rich heiress, Dakota Darling," Axe said.

 "You mean the celebutante who is famous for being famous?" Smite said.  "I don't keep up with celebrities much."

 "One and the same," Axe said.

 "She's hot," Hammer said.  "I might have to become one of her regular customers."

 I glanced between Axe and Hammer, both of whom were grinning like idiots.  They looked so happy.  Smite, though, didn't care who I was.  He just wanted me under his thumb, his absolute and obedient sex slave.

 This is so wrong, I thought.

 "Let's get her hooked up," Smite said.  "Then the fun will begin."

 That's when I noticed that Hammer had rolled a large contraption over.  He plugged it into power, and turned it on.  The evil looking device hummed.

 "I don't think this hurts," Axe said.  He pressed an electrode to each of my temples, another over my heart, and then picked up two wires with alligator clamps up.  He grinned at me.  "Of course, these probably do hurt."

 Yeah, he clamped them to my nipples.  Ouch.  And then he clamped two more to my pussy lips.  So rude.

 "This machine will wipe your mind clean, Ms Wondrous," Smite said.  "And then I'll program you to be one of my obedient little fuck toy whores."  He waved Axe and Hammer back.  "I'll do the honors this time."

 




Chapter 6

 

 Axe and Hammer pressed up to either side of me.  Their big, callused hands began roaming my body.

 "If I can make your mind snap, totally strip it away at the moment you climax," Smite said.  "You will remain that aroused, 24/7, for the rest of your life."

 "That's right," Hammer said.  He squeezed and fondled my butt, while his other hand rubbed circles around my hot, wet pussy.  That combined with the pain from the alligator clips really rocked my boat.  It was so embarrassing to know my body was so damned aroused and ready to go at it.  "There will barely be a thought in your pretty little head, but you will want cock.  More, more, more cock."

 He kissed and nibbled my neck and shoulder.  I bucked and writhed, but they had me stretched too tightly upon that bondage cross.  They left me with little room to move.

 "Cock and sex will be all you'll think about," Axe said.  He kissed and nuzzled my ear, while one hand palmed the back of my head and the other tormented my nipples.  "It's what you'll dream about."

 "Your life will be nothing but fucking and sucking," Hammer said.

 Smite turned a dial, and I felt electricity ripple through my body.  Suddenly, I froze and couldn't move to save my life.  I thought he was going to electrocute me.

 Hammer rubbed my pussy harder and faster.  He rubbed all around and between them, but never touched the alligator clips brutalizing my nether lips.

 "Aaaaaagh," I cried around the gag.

 "Shhh, baby, don't you cry," Axe sang softly.  "Your big daddy is going to come in your eye."

 That scenario flashed before my mind.  My mouth watered, causing more drool.  Axe started unbuckling my ball gag harness.  I unconsciously ground my pussy against Hammer's hand.

 "You're funny," Hammer said.  "I'm going to tap her fine ass.  Right up the poop chute."

 "Oooooh," I groaned when Smite up the amps again.  I felt my thoughts slowing.  It got harder and harder to think, to concentrate.  "Uuuugggh."

 Hammer started sucking on my neck.  Was he trying to give me a hickey?  His hand left my pussy to squeeze a large, firm tit.  Axe released my other tit, and his hand replaced Hammer's on my pussy.  He concentrated on my clit.

 "Aaaiiieee!"

 Axe got the ball gag straps all unfastened, and pulled the torturous ball out of my mouth.  Oh, what a relief that was!  I didn't have time to celebrate or enjoy my mouth's freedom.  The big blonde bastard claimed my lips in a deep, passionate kiss.  Despite everything, I pushed into that kiss.  I felt so much need and desperation.

 "Look at her go," Smite said, and pushed a button.  "This machine is awesome.  Best hundred thousand I ever spent."

 Another surge of power rushed through me.  I swear, it super-charged that erotic link between my nipples and pussy, making both even more sensitive.  My skin goose-fleshed and tingled, so hot, so sensitive to touch.

 "Aaaaiiiiieeee!" I cried, bucking and writhing like crazy.  My head ached profoundly, but my body was so hyper horny it was ridiculous.  "Oh my god.  Yes.  Yes!"

 I thrust my hips forward, grinding my pussy into Axe's hand.   Hammer's finger penetrated my ass, driving in deep.  And then Axe thrust two fingers into my sopping wet pussy.

 That felt so awesome.  Was it the current Smite was running through my body and genitalia?  Or was I really just a horny slut like they claimed?  All I knew was my insides were a complete hot mess, and my pussy throbbed with achy need.  All I could think about was getting some cock inside me.  I wanted it.  I needed it so badly.

 I squirmed and bucked, writhed and cried out into Axe's mouth.  He then thrust his tongue into my now open mouth.  My tongue proved eager to play, and we tongue-tangoed deep in my mouth.  Both of them were finger fucking me, front and back.

 It was glorious.

 "Can we cut her loose and fuck her now?" Axe asked.

 "Yes!  Yes!" I cried.  "Fuck me!"

 Part of me was appalled.  Where did that come from?  The rest of me was eager to get it on.  Axe changed his tactic between my legs.  He continued to thrust two fingers deep inside me, but also started rubbing my clit with his thumb.  My body almost exploded when he did that.

 The rush to climax began, as hot tingling flowed into my thighs.

 "Ha-ha!" Smite laughed.  "It's working like a charm, boys.  First hyper arousal, and then complete bimbofication of Ms Wondrous!"

 I heard him, but didn't care.  I just wanted that orgasm.  I had to have it.  Nothing else mattered.

 "Fuck me!  Please, fuck me!" I cried.

 I didn't care anymore.  My body was on fire.  I needed relief.

 Axe claimed my lips in a deep kiss again.  My body trembled like a leaf, surging towards ultimate release as they worked my ass and pussy like pros.  And then it happened.

 "Uggggh!" I cried.  My body erupted with intense pleasure.  Even stronger and more intense than earlier that evening when I was fucked.  "Aaaaaggghh!"

 My back bowed, and every muscle in my body tensed up to the point of pain.

 Best orgasm ever!

 "She's ready.  Take her down and fuck the shit out of Ms Wondrous," Smite said.  "She's totally juiced and eager to please."

 They whooped with glee.  Axe and Hammer didn't hesitate.  They dropped on one knee and unfastened my ankles first.  Then they removed the electrodes from my body, and finally then released my wrists.

 Hammer wrapped me up in his arms, kissing me long and deep.  I clung desperately to him, moaning and groaning, kissing back with all of my heart and soul.  All wanted to do was fuck.  Fuck and be fucked.  I needed it more than anything.  I would do anything for them.

 "Please," I begged.  "Fuck me.  Please fuck me."

 "Oh, we're going to fuck you, babygirl," Hammer said.  "At the same time."

 "Yes.  Both of you.  Same time," I gasped out.  "Please.  I ache."

 Axe stripped while I made out with Hammer.  He pressed me back against the cross and kissed his way down my neck, across my shoulders, and then down to my tits.  The big black bastard took full advantage of me.  And I loved it.

 "Oh baby, baby, baby," I gasped, unzipping him and pulling the biggest, blackest cock I'd ever seen.  My delicate little hand wouldn't even circle it.  He was that thick!  "Give it to me, baby.  Hammer me.  Hammer me hard."

 "Damn, I think she's the eagerest to get fucked of them all so far," Axe said.

 "I think it is something in the heroine DNA," Smite said.  "My man who created this said it would work the best on super heroines."

 I ignored their useless conversation.  They should be concentrating on fucking me, not discussing why I'm so horny.  So I dropped to my knees, wrapped both hands around Hammer's big black cock, and started kissing and licking that hot, rubbery head.  He combed his fingers through my silky hair, while I gave him intense head.

 "Mmm," I groaned, bobbing up and down his cock head.  There was no way for me to swallow all of him, so I concentrated on just getting him off as fast as I could.  I hungered to taste his cum.  "Mmmm, baby.  I'm yours.  I'm all yours.  All I ask is you fuck me."

 "It's a shame we can't keep her in this state," Hammer said, voice sounding strained.  "Once you zap her brain completely, she won't be as eager or as much fun."

 Axe dropped to his knees behind me.  He was naked, with a giant erection.  I glanced back briefly, smiled as hot tingles flowed through me, and returned to sucking Hammer off.  Axe kissed, nuzzled, and fondled my butt cheeks, before he thrust up into my pussy.

 "Uggh!" I grunted, my pussy stretched out to the max.  Who was that big?  "Ugggh!"

 He thrust into me over and over, forcing his way deeper and deeper.  It was amazing.  I admit, it did kind of hurt.  He was huge, and apparently my pussy was small and tight.  Like virgin tight.  At least that's how it felt.

 "Ugh.  Ugh.  Ugh," I grunted as Axe thrust harder and faster.  Hammer palmed the back of my head and forced his cock deeper and deeper with every thrust.  Soon I felt Axe fully sheathed inside me, his big balls slapping my clit with each thrust.  Hammer filled my mouth all the way to the back of my throat.  I think he wanted to go down my throat, but he was just too big to fit.  "Huugggghh.  Mmmmmm.  Ugh. Ugh.  Ooooooh."

 Axe was really rocking my boat.  There was nothing like getting fucked.  He made me feel every long inch of his erection.  My heart raced, thundering in my ears.  I gasped around Hammer's enormity, desperate for air but not wanting to do anything that might make either of them stop.

 Something changed deep inside.  The hot tingles changed, and I knew I was on the path to another epic climax.  Everything tightened up, and I felt my body rising and rising.  I squeezed my vagina around Axe's cock, kind of surprising myself.  I can do that?  Wow, it makes fucking feel a hundred times better!

 A second later my body exploded with euphoric pleasure.  My core pulsed with it.  All I could do was groan and tremble for the longest time, while they both continued to thrust into me front and back.  Their continued fucking made my orgasm last forever and ever.

 "Oooooooooh," I sighed gustily.

 Hammer started thrusting harder, faster, more frantically.  All I could do was docilely accept him deep into my mouth.  My brain and body were too dazed by my orgasm to be able to do anything.  That's when Axe decided to whack my ass.

 Thwack!  Thwack!  Thwack!

 "Uuugggh!" I cried. "Ugh!  Ugh!"

 My ass stung like crazy!  I'm not sure I'd ever been spanked.  Girls like that?  Ouch!

 Thwack!  Thwack!

 "Aaaiieee!"

 Thwack!  Thwack!

 Hammer's hands tightened in my hair.  I noticed his balls pull up close to his body, and knew what was about to happen.  I sighed, feeling such a sense of accomplishment and satisfaction.  And then it happened.

 "Fucking A!" Hammer cried, and hot, viscous cum flooded my mouth.  I swallowed and swallowed, but still some of it dribbled down my chin.  "Let's flip her."

 Before I knew what that meant, Axe pulled out of my pussy.  Hammer pried me off of his cock, and I was turned around to face Axe.  His big white cock thrust into my face, huge and wet with my pussy juices.  I wrapped both hands around it, stroked him a few times, and then went down on him.  Hammer thrust his still hard cock up my pussy.

 "Uggh!" I cried.  That hurt so damned good.  My body shivered and tingled, and I slurped long and hard on Axe's cock.  Sssssslurp.  "Mmmmm."

 "She's good," Axe said.

 "I know," Hammer said, digging his fingers into my hips as he thrust harder and faster.  Then he moved his right hand to my butt crack, and forced a finger up my butt.  "You ready for me to tap your ass, babygirl?"

 "Mmmm," I purred, wiggling my butt.  So he thrust a second finger up my butt. "Uggh."

 That was intense.

 "Here it comes!" Axe cried.  He surprised me by pulling out of my mouth.  My eyes widened just before he came in my face.  "Money shot!"

 All I could do was squeak.  My head was spinning.  My insides were singing.

 "Let's double fuck her," Hammer said.  He pulled out, and thrust up my ass.

 "Aaaaiiieeee!"

 "I knew she'd like that," Hammer said, and the three of them laughed.

 "Oh god," I gasped.  "Be gentle."

 "No mercy for super heroines," Smite said.  "Ream that tight little ass out, Hammer."

 "My pleasure," he said, thrusting like crazy.

 Hammer stood up, while keeping me on his cock.  That was a pretty neat trick, but then he made me lean back against him.  Axe moved up between my legs, and thrust into my pussy.

 "Uggh!"

 "Fuck her!" Smite commanded.  "Fuck her brains out!"

 I couldn't believe it.  I was sandwiched between those two huge brutes.  Axe fucked my   pussy, and Hammer fucked my ass.  Both thrust into me hard and fast, like there was no tomorrow.  My eyes drooped, head lolling around.  My brain was all but shut down as they double penetrated my super heroine body, making that spectacular body sing with sexy sensations and tingles.

 "Oooooooh," I sighed.

 While Smite turned to adjust his insidious brainwashing device, his wicked henchmen thrust every inch of their long, thick cocks into me.  I knew I was a goner, but oddly enough I was good with it.  Even the prospect of a life of hooking didn't bother me.

 Hell, I was dazed and loving it.

 "Best fuck ever," Hammer said.  "I can't hold it much longer."

 Hot tingles flowed through me, and I felt that surge to climax start.  I writhed and squirmed and bucked, and they tightened their holds and fuck me faster and faster.

 "Aaaaggh!" I cried, my body pulsing with orgasmic pleasure.

 They continued thrusting.  Nothing could stop them.  They were like machines.

 "Aaaaggh!" I cried, another powerful climax ripping through me.

 "I think we almost have her at machine gun orgasms," Axe said.

 They pounded into me.  Every thrust ended with one of them slapping into my body, jolting me so hard.  I grunted with every deep thrust.  My insides were almost at a continued orgasmic state.

 "Fuck me!" I cried.  "Oh god, fuck me!"

 Hammer became more frantic.  I squeezed my pussy and ass, gasping and crying out with joy.  The more I cried out and bucked, the more excited they became.

 "Fuck me!"
             "Yes!" Axe cried, and I felt him empty himself deep inside me.  "I fucked Ms Wondrous!"

 "Aaagh!" I cried, my body exploding again.

 Hammer came up my butt, "Aaah!"

 "Ooooooh," I sighed gustily as another orgasm ripped through me.

 Exhaustion washed over me as they slowed their thrusts, and until Axe pulled out.  Then Hammer slipped out of my ass.  I wanted to lay my ass down and sleep, but they returned me to the St. Andrews Cross and locked me in spread-eagle again.

 "Having fun, Ms Wondrous?" Smite said.  He looked so full of himself.  He won.  I guess he should be proud.  "I'm about to finish you off.  Any last words?"

 I looked him over.  Licked my lips.  "Yes.  Fuck you."

 He smiled.  "You will."

 Hammer and Axe put the electrodes back on me.  My pussy was so thoroughly trashed, I barely felt the alligator clips.  My sensitive nipples were another story.  Ouch, and ouch again.  Smite took the opportunity to roll the device up close.

 "Just so you understand what is going to happen.  I can control just when your brain gets the final zap," he said, while opening up his battle suit over his crotch.  I glanced down, understanding he was going to fuck me.  I wasn't too sure I really understood all of the rest.  "When I fuck you to climax, I'll trigger it and your mind will be wiped away in the middle of that orgasm.  That will program your brain to be in constant arousal all of the time.  You will be the most perfect, eagerest, air-headed bimbo whore in the world."

 "You dream it Technicolor," I said.  "Or is it me dreaming in Technicolor?"

 "What's Technicolor?" Axe asked.

 "Damned if I know," Hammer said.

 "You're stupid," I said.

 "And you're about to be the dumbest bitch in the world," Smite said.  He pressed in close and thrust into me.  "Ah, that feels good.  Like victory!"

 "Ooooh," I groaned.  "I hate how good it feels."

 Smite started thrusting into me.  He was balls deep within a few thrusts, and then turned to activate his evil device.  Electricity surged through me.  My body tensed up, back bowed and fingers curled.  Tiny animal sounds bubbled out of my lips.

 "Like that, do you?" Smite sneered.  "When you come, your mind goes away."

 "Oh god," I gasped out.

 He felt so good inside me, but it was so wrong.  I didn't want to be mind blasted.  I wanted to live and have fun.  I wanted to be Ms Wondrous and fight crime.  I wanted all of the glory and adoration.  I had so much to live for.  I was rich, beautiful, popular.

 Smite mauled my tits with his huge hands.  He didn't have a gentle bone in his body, and his boner was the most brutal of them all.  Soon every thrust hit me so hard I grunted loudly.

 "Ugh!  Ugh!  Ugh!"

 The vicious villain looked so happy, so triumphant.  He owned me, body and soul, and knew it.  He was about to seal the deal, to put a final end to Ms Wondrous.  Part of me, the wicked game programming billionaire, loved it.  Edgar rejoiced in super heroine defeat and debauchery.  As a vanquished super heroine, I was not sure it was all good.  Why would I keep being Ms Wondrous?

 "I can feel her tensing up," Smite said, voice strained as he thrust into me like a madman.  "I'm going to fry her brain in an orgasm of bimbofication glory!"

 "Oh god.  Oh my god," I cried, started to buck.  My body was out of control.  His cock was making my insides sing and dance.  "Please.  One last...orgasm…Oooooooh."

 My head rocked back and forth.  I bucked and writhed, knowing the end was at hand but enjoying the sexual glory of it all so much.  If I had to go, then this was the way to do it.

 "Ohmygod!  Ohmygod," I cried.  "I can't stop it!  Oh!  Oh!"  My body exploded with the purest pleasure yet.  "Aaaaagh!"

 "Done!" Smite cried, reached over and pushed a button.

 Black and white flashed behind my eyes.  Hot and cold washed through me, and then I felt my thoughts fade away.  And then blackness.

 




Chapter 7

 

 "Aaaiiieee!" I cried, sitting up in bed as cum fountained from my erection.  "Oh, what the fuck?"

 "Mmmm," Domino moaned to my right, with Angelique asleep and curled up on my left side in the king-sized bed.

 I sat there shaking, huffing and puffing.  I was alive.  I wasn't bound to a cross.  I wasn't some villain's brain burnt out fuck toy.  The dream was over.

 So why did my ass hurt so much?

 Falling back on the bed, I reviewed all that happened.  The memories were not fading like a normal dream.  I recalled every detail as if I'd actually lived it.  And then I noticed all of my aches and pains.  The last time I felt like that was after getting my ass beat by a bunch of jocks.  And I recalled that Ms Wondrous suffered from the exact same aches and pains.

 I lifted my head and nervously looked around the room. No Smite.  No Axe or Hammer, either.  I was alone with my two girls.  Then I realized I was stretched between them spread-eagle.

 "Whoa," I said, sitting up again.  "If I go back to sleep, would I…?"

 I didn't even want to finish that question.  My heart started racing again.  After a moment, a need to relieve my full bladder overcame all other concerns.  So I carefully slipped out of bed and headed for the bathroom.

 While peeing, I discovered I was covered in my own cum.  How many times did I come in my dream?  Did I come on myself every time?  Looked that way.  Very nasty.  So I took a shower.

 "Hmmm," I said, returning to the bed to find Angelique and Domino sound asleep, but holding each other close.  I thought about waking them up and having them put on a little girl-on-girl show for me.  Shaking my head, I sighed and turned to the phone.  It just wasn't enough anymore.  "Hello, is this the front desk?"

 "Yes, Mr. Richards, it is.  It's wonderful to hear from you," Lady Sonja said.  I froze.  Why that word?  Why put emphasis on it?  "How may I be of service?"

 The words came out unbidden and without thought.

 "Can I book this room for another night?"

 Even as I said it, I knew.  I had to go back.  Would my next dream take up where I left off?  Or would it be an all new dream?  Maybe I could be the villain next time?  Maybe I could be Lady Justice?
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