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Introduction
IN ONE SPIRIT MEET AND MINGLE
DragonCobolt
Two superheroes fall in love - but share a forbidden secret.
Incest/Taboo
4.8
22.2k words
Story
Author's Note: This is my FIRST STAB at this kind of story -- incest. I hope it's good! Also, this is for the Valentines Day contest! Also, also, it is set in the same superhero universe I use for lots of my contest stories. You don't need to know anything about the previous stories to follow this one -- but if you have read Look Upon My Work Ye Mighty, you may see a few cameos!
Enjoy!
The extremely in need of repair school bus bounced and jounced as it rattled down the road towards the edge of Century City. Felix Fong tried his damnedest to not think about the uncomfortably loud banging and bumping noise that came from underneath his feet, which were tucked up against the wheel-well that some designer had placed directly beneath his seat. It was hard to not think about that noise, though, when his best friend Penelope was snoring on his shoulder. Penny was a girl who was mostly curve thanks to a diet that seemed to be made almost entirely out of sucrose and cock, and she seemed to enjoy using Felix as a pillow, no matter how many times Felix pointed out that a skinny Asian boy like him was made entirely out of angles.
Penny usually responded with: My dudester, most guys would pay for me to use them as pillows. Besides, you need to touch a boob at least once in your life before college, even if it is with your elbow.
Felix had tried to explain, many times, that just because he was a teenage boy didn't mean he was a bubbling crock pot of hormones. He had other things to keep his mind on, like getting into Century U, who had the somewhat discouraging motto of 'the third most famous thing in Century City!' Well, okay, the real motto was Ad Astra Per Aspera. But most people used the unofficial motto. But in Century U's defense, it had a great campus, world class teachers -- including at least one hyper-genius -- and had produced several of the most luminary scientists in...
Felix sighed.
Penny had just drooled on him.
Fortunately, Felix had a plan cooked up for when Penny using him as a pillow became completely intolerable.
"Holy fuck!" he hissed. "Up in the sky! It's Archive!"
"What, where!?" Penny snapped immediately awake and craned her head around.
"Huh?" Xavier, the dumbest kid in class, turned around to look at Felix. "Where?"
Here, Felix learned the one problem in his plan: Penny immediately scrambled across him and started to mash her face against the bus window. This meant he spent the rest of the ride with her breasts muffling his face rather than slowly consuming his shoulder.
He'd have to revise his scheme in time for the next field trip.
"I note that I did not in fact get a chance to admire Archive's amazing six pack," Penny was still saying as they walked off the school bus and towards Tynex Polychem, the factory that was going to be the field trip for today. Their teacher, the perpetually harried Mr. Black, was trying to get several of the more excitable students from immediately ditching the class. The hall monitor who had come along for the class was busy texting and chewing bubblegum in the corner, so she wasn't much use. "You can't just dangle the sexiest superhero on the whole planet before me and then yank him away like history's greatest monster."
"History's greatest monster is Darkthornn," Felix said, sounding bemused. "Who killed one point two billion people in 1989 and almost conquered the Earth and turned it into a replica of his hellplanet. By comparison, I'm more on par with the Clown Prince of Crime."
"Firstly!" Penny held her finger up. "Fuck you, I can make whatever comparison I want. Secondly, CPC is actually pretty hardcore, are you sure you want to be compared to him?"
Felix grinned. "I did the unforgivable and pussy block you."
"Awww!" Penny cooed. "You think that if Archive really did come flying by, I'd have a shot?"
"I mean, maybe," Felix said. "You have those things he likes."
"Boobs?" Penny asked.
"I mean, according to TMZ, he's a fan," Felix said, his voice dry.
"Yus!" Penny pumped her fists and then cocked her elbows back, thrusting out her chest. "I knew those six hundred dollar anti-gravity breast implants were worth it. And just in time for Valentines Day!"
Felix nodded, then performed a double take. "I excuse me what?!"
Mr. Black clapped his hands and the entire class focused on him. Well, on him and the impossibly pretty busty blond woman standing next to him. She wore high heels, a short skirt, and had hair done into cascading golden curls that tumbled down and around her shoulders. She wore a sleek pair of glasses and a name-tag that pronounced her to be one Dr. B. Taybor. She took her glasses off and smiled at the class.
"Welcome to Tynex Polychem. I'm going to be your tour guide here today. If you'll follow me, I'll show all of you what we here at Tynex do to make life in Century City, and the world, better. Come on." She turned and started walking and, perforce, the class followed her. "This is the lobby, where we relax and take breaks between our time at work. But does anyone here know exactly what a chemist does with their day?"
Felix raised his hand.
He always raised his hand.
"Yes?" Dr. Taybor asked.
"You work with chemical compounds and reactions to produce stuff," Felix said, reaching up to shove his glasses up his nose. "Rubber, polymers, that kind of stuff."
"That's right!" Dr. Taybor said. "And thanks to our on-staff hyperbrains, we have new chemical compounds that normal humans couldn't have ever invented. Our company actually staffs three Class Seven intellects, each one working on how to improve our processes." She nodded. "The most recent invention that our think tank has worked on is actually being produced here: Polymatter!"
The tour continued -- with Dr. Taybor showing the class the computer rooms that were busy crunching through the complex math required for some of the machines that were working in the main factory floor. The factory floor itself was what came next, though it required everyone to wear hard hats and safety goggles. The catwalk that went over the various tanks where chemicals were mixed and polymers were strung out was securely mounted, but the railing seemed alarmingly narrow. Felix noticed this because Penny was lagging behind the rest of the class by leaning against the railing and looking down morosely at one of the huge tanks. Felix let himself fall behind and then sidled up to his fiend, who sighed as he walked over to where she was lounging.
"You okay, Penny?" he asked.
"I'm just so bored," she groaned. "I was gonna bang Xavier in the bathroom, but A) he's got a frigging girlfriend and B) both of them are missing."
"They're missing?"
"I bet they're fucking like bunnies in a bathroom while I'm stuck here, being bored fuckless," Penny said, shaking her head a bit.
Felix rubbed his chin. "Well, maybe we'll get attacked by a super villain and Archive will show up to save the day and you can smother him with your boobs?" He smiled.
"Maybe..." Penny frowned. "I hope it happens after we're off the catwalks. Who the flip built a chemical factory with catwalks over the vats of goop?"
"If it helps, the vats are not open topped," Felix said, dryly. "But there are actual laws on the books to ensure a certain level of workplace un-saftey in chemical, radioactive, or nanotechnological factories. Hyperbrains have actually worked out the exact margin for ensuring freak accidents happen more often than just normal accident accidents. According to a ten year study by Project Aegis, it has increased the rate of superheroes by eleven percent!"
"Holy fuck, really?" Penny asked.
"Yup!" Felix said. A long silence hung in the air.
"Let's get off this catwalk please," Felix said while Penny bobbed her head and said: "Yes, lets!"
Ping.
The catwalk under their feet shuddered slightly. Penny looked upwards and blinked at the pattering of dust that came from the ceiling. One of the cables that the catwalk was suspended from had just come free. Penny gulped and Felix held up his hands. "Okay, Penny. Be very very careful," he whispered. "We should still have enough weight clearance so long as nothing else gives. But we don't want to jostle-"
Ping!
Another catwalk cable came free with another spray of dust. The section of the catwalk they stood on groaned. Felix saw Penny freezing in place. She didn't want to jostle anything. Felix did the math. The exact same amount of stress was being applied to progressively less and less cables, meaning that effectively, less and less time before those cables popped out and the catwalk went plunging down. Felix, at that moment, would very much like to punch several very smart people in the junk. But he didn't need to be a hyperbrain to know what he had to do.
"Penny," Felix said.
"Yeah?" Penny whispered.
"If I get superpowers, I am sorry," Felix said. "But if my skin melts off due to acid, you owe me."
And with that he shoved Penny backwards. Penny flailed with a yelp and landed on the catwalk section that wasn't currently about to collapse from their weight. She landed with a clung and the catwalk beneath Felix's feet swayed around wildly. Another ping rang out and the section of the catwalk he stood on swung down and slid him straight towards the top of one of the chemical vats beneath the catwalk. Felix's feet hit and he skidded along the top of the vat, his palms slapping for handholds. He grabbed onto a valve and dangled from it, blinking. Okay. His legs felt like he'd just smashed them with hammers and he was now dangling off the side of a fifteen foot tall vat.
"Are you okay!?" Penny called down to him -- while a clamor came from the rest of the class, who had finally noticed the deadly peril.
"Yeah! I'm good!" Felix groaned.
The valve groaned.
"Nevermind!" Felix hissed.
The valve squealed then popped free and a torrent of high pressure, oily black liquid poured onto Felix's face. He squalled out in disgust as he was flung off the side of the vat and onto the ground with a spine crunching crack. Penny had enough time to cry out his name before the wall to the factory exploded inwards with a roar of crumbling stone and squeal of bending steel. The smoke cleared as men rushed in -- men in masks. Some wore furred masks, others wore tribal African masks, others wore opera masks, some wore Spirit Halloween masks. All of them were armed: Chains and clubs, knives and guns. They rushed in, laughing and whooping as they rushed forward. In the center of the mass was a burly looking bipedal hyena with a golden tiara, a purple sleeveless jacket, and a huge chain that he had draped over one shoulder, leading back to a wrecking ball that he dragged behind him with casual ease.
"Well, well, well," Junk Yard Dog said, grinning as he looked around -- his eyes flicking up to the cowering class that all looked like they were doing their best to not look like prime hostage material. "Looks like schools out."
***
Lady Justice had just bought the churro and had just placed it on her lips when the explosion rang out. She lowered the churro, then looked at Miguel, the man she always went to for her churros. He spread his hands out in a broad shrug. "What can you do, Senorita Justicia?" He asked. "This is the way of our sorry world. New crisis, new drama, never a moment to be peaceful or happy."
"You sell churros for a living, what do you have to angst about?" Justice asked, grinning as she backed towards the street. She looked left, then right. The street was nearly empty, as most of the self driving cars were parked and recharging, waiting for the mid-work rush. Then she saw it: A garbage truck. Automated, but she had friends in high places. She lifted her silver clad wrist to her mouth and murmured. "Oh Iridium?"
"LJ, Archive and Ozymandias still have this Indian situation covered, you're fine," Iridium said.
Justice chuckled quietly. "Iridium, I don't want to help with the return of Mog-Thugoth. What I need is a boost."
There was a short pause. "Oh! I see."
The garbage truck, which had just stopped near the side of the road to begin to siphon trash from a dumping spot into its airtight cabin, paused in its movements. Its engines revved and Justice turned away from it. She had done this hundreds of times. But it was always easier to look away from the truck. She heard it roaring behind her and she closed her eyes, instincts born from almost a decade and a half of life before she had gotten her powers screaming at her: Run!
Instead, she stood still.
And the garbage truck smashed into her going about seventy miles an hour. A pretty impressive ramp up, considering its size. A garbage truck going that fast had nearly six megajouls of kinetic energy and it transferred most of it into her. The garbage truck stopped in its tracks without a sound. The front didn't dent or crumple or distort. It merely stopped. And Lady Justice began to glow. She could technically have just used gravitational forces for this...but she had a feeling she was in a hurry. She closed her eyes and then thrust her arm up into the air.
The kinetic energy that had flowed into her was redistributed. Perfect justice -- energy to energy, force to force.
The pavement cracked as Lady Justice shot into the air and towards the Tynex Polychem facility. Wind blurred. Clouds zipped. Buildings turned into indistinct masses of color. Then she was there -- her feet slamming into the pavement before the huge hole in the wall, kicking up a spray of powdered asphalt into the air. She put her hands on her hips and enjoyed the momentary pause that came whenever Lady Justice showed up on the scene. It might have been that she was Century City's oldest still active hero -- even if it sometimes hurt her soul to remember that the 90s were twenty years ago.
It might have been that...and this wasn't her begin egotistical here, she was quoting an actual tabloid: She was Century City's most red hot cougar. Her outfit definitely helped with that: A painted on, skin-tight sheath of silver fabric that clung to her every curve, showing off her generous chest, her deliciously heart shaped ass, and her toned belly. Yes, forty years old and she still had abs. Part of that was superpowers. But she also hit the gym and so felt no guilt about feeling quite proud about them. Her cape was a brilliant red and her face was covered with a silver blind-fold, exactly like the Lady Justice that was depicted in courtrooms around the world.
It did a remarkably good job of hiding her face, too. And thanks to being woven from Martian mind-fabric, she could see through it just fine. She smirked. "JYD! But who are these adorable minions?" She looked around at the masked men. Then something flashed in her mind -- a sudden sense of danger.
In as single instant, the masks glowed, then flowed outwards. They stretched like liquid, slurping along the bodies of the minions. A second later, each minion had been transformed. One in a wolf-mask now actually looked like a humanoid wolf, with fur and claws and everything. A 'creepy clown' mask from Spirit Halloween had become a seven foot tall, muscular looking Pennywise knockoff, complete with hideously distended jaw. The Jasons had machetes and the Freddy Krugers had finger-claws and they all looked very sharp.
Junk Yard Dog grinned, his tail wagging from side to side. "Mask Master sends his regards, Justice Bitch."
"Wow, did you spend all day coming up with that?" Lady Justice asked as the empowered minions ran forward. Okay. Mask Master is pulling the strings and JYD is just the muscle, she thought. One of the men with the machetes ran forward and swung it at her head. Lady Justice let the machete hit her, absorbed the kinetic energy, then threw it back at him -- but she spread it outwards. If she had put all that energy into a single pin-prick point on his body, it'd have punched through him like a bullet. It was like how a human could never push through drywall with their hand, but a single thumb-tack could go in with way less pressure?
Same deal.
So, rather than blowing a hole in the mook, Lady Justice just let the kinetic energy hit his whole body. The end result was he went staggering backwards a few feet. He shook himself, but before he could recover, she snapped out her foot. It caught him in the temple and time seemed to slow. She felt the energy still buzzing through her from the garbage truck. In that single instant, she fed it along her muscular calf, right up to her toes, and then put a tiny fraction of it into the seam between mask and face. The Jason mask went flying off with an explosion of black light and the man collapsed to the ground -- no longer a hulking movie slasher.
Lady Justice darted away from a swing, placed her palm against the wolfman's forehead, then imparted energy into his head. Just enough to flip him backwards into two other minions, sending them sprawling. She yawned, grabbing onto a baseball bat swung at her head. She clenched her hand on the bat and surged kinetic energy out of the handle, sending the guy who now looked like Babe Ruth shooting away from her. She tossed the bat away.
"Really? Is this the best that Mask Master could come up with?" Lady Justice asked. "You bought yourself ten seconds before I kick your butt, Junk."
"That was all I needed," Junk Yard Dog said.
Lady Justice turned to face him, cracking her knuckles. He had twirled his wrecking ball up to a whirring blur, the chain straining against the weight of the black sphere. Then he flung it right at her. Justice rolled her eyes, then flicked the ball with her finger. The ball's kinetic energy and momentum reversed completely and it shot right back at Junk Yard Dog, who leaped aside -- and Lady Justice saw that she had gotten cocky. The wrecking ball struck the side of a huge vat, which split open and a torrential outpouring of green goop flowed over her. Lady Justice closed her eyes -- then opened them once she was sure the gloop wouldn't get into them.
She gritted her teeth...and tried to move.
And couldn't.
The goop had fused around her, solidifying into a filmy, Lady Justice shaped mold, holding her completely in place. Junk Yard Dog chuckled.
"There we go," he purred. "Mask Master said he'd get one of his slave masks on you one day. And he paid me nearly fifteen K to do it."
"I'm flattered..." Lady Justice snarled. She hoped she had enough kinetic energy left for this...she focused and put every last bit of stored energy into the layer of solidified goop around her. In a single instant, the goop expanded outwards, as if she was in the center of the world's biggest party balloon. Lady Justice grinned...but rather than hearing a snap and seeing the green goop flying out in every direction, it simply stayed stuck in the new sphere position, solidifying once more. Junk Yard Dog laughed.
"Now I can roll you. Eh. I was hoping I'd get a chance to get my hands on those titties..."
"Are you really going there?" Lady Justice said, sneering slightly. "You macho assholes all act like I haven't heard that kind of shit a dozen times before."
Junk Yard Dog chuckled.
"Laugh about it now, bitch. You won't be laughing soon..."
***
Felix woke up.
Felix did not remember falling asleep. No. No. Wait. He focused. He focused hard and he realized he did remember the oily fluid sliding into his face, splashing against his skin. He remembered feeling the liquid squirming against himself. He blinked and looked at his hands. They were dry. His entire body was dry. He stood and looked around -- and saw that the class had gone running. The whole factory looked evacuated, like...like...


"Laugh about now, bitch..." a deep voice was rumbling from around the vat he was leaning against. "You won't be laughing soon."
Felix peeked around the edge of the vat. That was a huge green sphere of what looked like Tynex adhesive goop. And that was Junk Yard Dog, one of the heavy hitters in the booming thug market in Century City. Felix's eyes widened and his heart began to pound. The place was being robbed by a super-villain. But as his heart pounded, he felt as if something was flowing through him. He shuddered. His knees went weak and his palms slapped against the ground as he fell forward. He tried to jerk his hands back -- and they were stuck.
Crap.
"Crap!" Felix hissed.
"Who's that!?" Junk Yard Dog snarled, turning to face Felix. Felix thought of one thing at that instant: Oh fuck I am going to die.
Which was when a thin sheeting of metal flowed off the floor, over his arms, over his head, over his whole body. He stepped backwards, his body glittering as he looked down at himself. He could see through the material, like it was a gauze curtain covering his face. His eyes widened and he whispered: "What the fuck?"
"Another fucking superhero?" JYD growled.
Felix jerked his head up. "What? No!"
And then the wrecking ball hit him. He flew backwards, soaring through the air in a smooth arc, then smashed into the wall. The wall dented and Felix felt some bones crack in his body. He hit the ground with a whump and groaned, his eyes closing as he curled up on the floor, trying to protect the parts of him that hurt the most. His eyes closed -- and his focus narrowed. It was as if the only thing he could feel were the breaks between bone fragments. He could feel the shards...quivering. He could practically feel every single calcium molecule.
He wanted the bones to go back to the right position.
And he felt the bone fragments quiver, then bloom. It was like dozens of tiny threads had spread from each bone fragment, connecting fragment to fragment, then drawing them smoothly back together again. More threads formed, coppery cables spooling out of his blood and wrapping up the bones taut. He felt dull aches, but the bones were as sat as perfectly as they could be. Felix blinked, slowly. He felt the air against his metallic sheath -- he felt the sheath, he felt the bubbling chemicals in the vats around him. He felt every molecule in the world. It was like he was surrounded by a vast orchestra of different possibilities.
JYD's thundering footsteps rang in his ears.
Felix got one foot under him, then shoved himself to his feet, and whipped his arms up.
The oxygen molecules that brushed the tips of his fingers chained. Molecule hooked to molecule until the chain reached JYD's massive wrists, forming wire-thin bindings that were nearly invisible. The connection was transitory, and Felix had a feeling that oxygen wouldn't do for long. But it'd do for long enough. He twisted his arms, then whipped them to the sides. Tension rippled down the wires, reached JYD, and then flung him upwards. JYD's feet flew out from under him and he sailed past Felix and into the wall. Felix leaped away before JYD got back to his feet.
Instead, he ran right for the huge green balloon. His fingers touched it and he found that it was just a polymerized substance -- exactly the same material he could create. He tried to unweave it. But he couldn't. Felix didn't know if it was because he couldn't destroy or what. But as he looked around, a voice came from inside of the bubble. It was a woman's voice -- a husky contralto. "Drop something on me!"
"What!?" Felix yelped.
JYD was starting to charge back, twirling his retrieved wrecking ball over his head.
"Do it!"
Felix looked up. One of the uncollapsed catwalk was right overhead. He flicked out his fingers and created thin chains of steel between himself and catwalk, using the armor that he had created as building material. He pulled, gritting his teeth. His muscles strained. But he hadn't gotten super-strength. Or...had he? His eyes closed, trying to ignore the thundering sound of JYD's feet, the whistling sound of the wrecking ball. He ignored all of it. Instead, he focused on his own muscle tissue. He started to create tiny structures there, using his own tissue to make mechanical devices. Tiny biological machines, all of them focused on one thing: Increasing his pull strength.
He groaned.
Strained.
One cable connecting the catwalk to the ceiling popped free. Then the other three came out in the same instant, bringing the catwalk smashing down onto the bubble, which compressed into a flat pancake. At the last second, Felix flung himself upwards -- millions of nano-scale springs forming on the base of his feet moments before he jumped, sending himself shooting up into the ceiling. He grabbed onto a rafter and watched as JYD came to a stop beside the catwalk. But he didn't look amused or gloating or even annoyed.
No.
He looked...scared?
"Oh fu-"
The catwalk shot at him like it had been flung from a catapult. It caught JYD on the chest and smashed him against the wall. The catwalk fell away from him and JYD slumped to the ground, unconscious. A tiny pop sounded from the balloon and a single silver clad hand emerged from the side of it. That hand gripped, then started to tear, but it was clear that they were struggling. Felix gulped, then started to spool out some oxygen-polymer cables, letting himself drop from the ceiling. It was creepy how easy this was getting.
He had superpowers.
He had superpowers.
He had freaking superpowers!
He managed to not scream like an undignified little kid as he set his feet on the ground, checked in a nearby bit of metal to make sure that his face was concealed by his steel wrap, and then hurried over to the balloon. He grabbed onto what part of the balloon the super in there had managed to peel open, then started to tug himself. The balloon tore grudgingly, but his enhanced strength made it a lot easier. Finally, it ripped completely and a tall, warm figure stumbled into Felix Fong's arms. His hands encircled her back naturally and he blinked as he realized that her breasts were pressed to his chin and cheek. They were warm and soft, even through his steel armor. His hand had also fallen, naturally, to cup a gloriously perfect ass.
Felix sprang backwards, blinking. "Whoa! So-...su...shu..." He trailed off.
He had just felt up Lady Justice.
And she was easily five million times hotter than he had ever imagined.
"It's cool," she said, grinning at him. "I figure, for saving my butt, you deserve at least one accidental groping." She winked at him. At least, he thought she winked. It was hard to tell with that blindfold.
"R-Right!" Felix said, then stood up straighter. Then hunched. Because he had just realized that he was now sporting a hardon that could bend steel. He casually squirmed, trying to keep his bulge from showing too badly as he stammered. "D-Do you have everything under control?"
"I do now," Lady Justice said, looking around the room, her cape fluttering behind her. "Thanks, uh...you're new, right?"
"I just got these powers. Unrelated chemical accident," Felix said, chuckling.
"A worker? No, sorry, bad, bad move," Justice said, holding up her hand. "You gotta keep the secret ID, or else chuckleheads like this bozo..." She kicked at one of JYD's feet. "Will be on your butt every hour of the day."
Felix was not normally the kind of guy who flirted. He had tried once, at a chess club championship, with the girl who had played him to a draw five times in a row. She had been cute and funny and smart as a whip. But he had just gotten caught up in thinking about his words that he never actually ended up saying a full sentence. And so, Felix decided to blame the fact that he was high on adrenaline and having superpowers for the fact that rather than hemming and hawing for six hours, he just...blurted out: "Well, when it's as cute a butt as yours, can you blame them?"
What the FUCK did I just say!? He thought. Lady Justice is going to friggin KILL ME!
Lady Justice...laughed. And cocked her hips, giving him a momentary, side on view of that glorious butt. "I guess I can't," she said, her voice playful. "But you really need to get a costume. Uh, yours is kinda starting to fall apart." She said, pointing at Felix. Felix looked down and saw that silvery metal was flaking away from him.
"Right!" Felix said as he turned and started to hurry away.
"Meet me on the Palladium building, cutie," she said, grinning at him. "I'll show you the ropes! Bring a name and a costume!"
"Right!" Felix said.
He was halfway home before he stopped dead and whispered. "Wait, holy shit, did Lady Justice just call me cute?"
***
The Fong household was situated in a nice neighborhood. It was a two story building, with Felix Fong's room on the second story and his mother, Susan Fong, living on the first story. That quiet afternoon, Felix entered his house not by the front door. Nosy neighbors were all too willing to call in a truancy report. Instead, he scrambled in through a second story window by dragging himself up the wall and into his room. He groaned as he laid there, feeling the last bits of his makeshift armor dissolving away into nothing but dust.
Forty feet straight down, a secret door in the basement of the Fong household opened and a curvaceous woman -- called by many the most desirable cougar in Century City -- walked into a secret chamber within her basement. She rolled her shoulders, groaning quietly as she peeled her mask off her face, letting it drop into the laundry basket she kept beside the door for just this reason. She peeled her outfit off, reflecting on how the tabloids were wrong.
She wasn't Century City's most desirable cougar.
She was Century City's most MILFiest MILF.
Susan Fong sat down on the cot she had set up next to her personal computer, then laid back down with a groan, her arms sliding behind her neck.
At the same time, both Fongs said: "What a day."
"...at least I met a cutie..." Susan murmured quietly.
"...at least Lady Justice thought I was cute..." Felix murmured.
"I bet he's hung like a horse," Susan said.
"I wonder what she looks like naked..." Felix purred.
"I bet he's a virgin, I could teach him good habits," Susan whispered, her finger slowly teasing around her clit.
"Imagine losing your virginity to Lady Justice," Felix whispered. His hand had closed around his cock. Then he noticed another change that had come from becoming a superhero. His jaw hit the floor. And then his hand started to pump. Very. Very. Very. Very fast.
And his fingers never actually touched his palm.
"I haven't gotten laid in fucking years..." Susan whispered. Her eyes closed and her finger began to plunge into her sex. A little known side effect of her powers was she could actually redistribute more ephemeral forms of energy. She still remembered the expression on the face of that martial arts asshole who had tried chi-blasting her when she had whammied him right back with his own kamehameha. But there was tantric energy. Not many people, other than Lustrex, used it actively in the superhero game.
It still existed.
And it still pooled deep inside of her as she teased her own sex. It radiated outwards and Susan caught it, then refocused it, bouncing it back into her body. Lust stoked higher and her thumb stroked her clit, drawing eager circles as she bit her lip hard, hard enough to nearly hurt. Her fingers plunged into her sex as the bouncing sensation of tantric energy grew brighter and brighter. She knew her control would slip soon, even as her teeth unhooked from her lip as she breathed in a shuddering gasp, imagining that sexy young thing underneath her.
He hadn't seemed to have realized that his armor was skintight, save for the 'mask'. She had seen every single fucking inch of him, and she had seen that while he hadn't had the bulky physique of some heroes, he had still gotten a cute slender look to him. She could go for cute.
Upstairs, Felix was pumping his cock faster and faster and faster, watching his hand moving from tip to base of his member. Each time, his fingers bumped against his hips. Each time, he marveled at how much cock he had to stroke. Each time, he wondered how. Why! But his eyes darted away from his junk long enough to note that he had a friggin six pack now. When had that happened? He clenched his jaw, breathing through his nose to try and keep from screaming his pleasure.
Then it struck him.
He was alone in the house.
Downstairs, Susan was going faster and faster. The build up had reached almost painful levels.
Her back arched.
Felix's balls clenched.
Both spurted. Felix was thick and white. Susan was frothing and clear. But both soaked their beds and screamed out, at the same time, in the same tone of voice, one husky and contralto, one high pitched and feminine. "God!"
Both thumped back into their beds, gasping heavily.
"I need to get laid," Susan said.
"I gotta lose my virginity," Felix muttered.
***
Felix woke up.
He jerked upright in bed, gasping heavily. His hands went to his face, then scrambled for his glasses. He put them on his face and stood. "What a fucking weird dream," he said, slowly. "What. A. Weird. Dream." He paused. "Totally a dream."
He paused again.
Then he flicked out his wrist. The oxygen molecules between himself and one of his T-shirts, hanging in the closet, polymerized and he was able to yank the shirt back like it was on the end of a springy whip. Felix blinked, holding the fabric of his shirt.
"Okay," he whispered. "Not a dream."
Felix moved like he was on eggshells, creeping from his room to the shower. Once there, he turned on the lights, turned on the shower, and almost screamed again. During the night, something had happened to him. He had noticed that there weren't any average looking supers in the world. He'd always figured that superpowers tended to pick hotties. The alternate theory had seemed too improbable: That gaining superpowers made you sexier. But superpowers didn't have a singular source. He had been sprayed by chemicals. Archive was a walking chunk of alien technology. Iridium was just really really smart. Connie Cosmic had found a staff that allowed her to channel to fundamental forces of cosmic energy. Dr. Quantum had had his intrinsic field suppressed and reconstructed himself from an atomic level upwards. The Gotham Knight was just King Arthur after he'd been flung forward through time and became super rich due to compounding interest.
None of them had the same set of powers from the same source.
All were crazy hot.
Including him. He had a washboard set of abs now, perfectly sculpted and toned. His skin was blemish free and tanned to a burnished gold. He patted his cheeks and found that the few pimples he had were gone, replaced with fuck-me dimples. And that wasn't even getting into his dong department. Felix chewed on this as he showered, and thought he came to a possible answer: God was a pervert.
Once he was done scrubbing, he dressed himself, and headed downstairs. Downstairs, he found that his Mom had left him some bacon, some hastily buttered toast, and a note that said she wouldn't be home late. Being a public defender left her with basically zero time what-so-ever. For once, Felix was relieved. "No need to explain where I'll be after school," he said, folding the note shut. He looked at the food, then picked up one of the pieces of bacon. He frowned. A piece of bacon was a complex set of molecular structures. Carbonized fat, proteins, trace material.
How much power could he exert on molecular structures? He remembered from yesterday that he hadn't been able to just...scatter molecules. He could only make polymer chains, which then dissolved after a few minutes.
But what if...
He focused and imagined an immensely long chain of carbon connections through the charred parts of the bacon, like a snake that had been coiled in on itself again and again and again. He twitched his fingers and the carbon chain he had created unwound from the bacon, removing a good chunk of it and giving him a long stringy mass of black fiber. He focused, flicked his hand, and imparted kinetic energy into it. This snapped the carbon strands outwards and he found that a single thought would hook them into the walls.
Tink tink tink!
Now, three of his fingers were connected to three different parts of the kitchen: A cup, the fridge door, and the ceiling lamp. All by tiny strands of carbon filament. Felix bit his lip, then curled his fingers back, drawing the lines taut. He picked up a fork, then tapped the strand. The fork seemed to pass through the strand as if it wasn't there. Felix frowned. Then the head of the fork hit the table with a clatter -- cut off smoother than if it had been a friggin laser.
Felix gulped. "Okay, I'm scared now."
He stood and jerked back. The cup skittered off the table and hit the ground with a crack. The fridge door swung open so hard that a carton of milk scattered across the ground. And a chunk of glass tinked off his head as it was torn free by the carbon strand. Felix grunted. "Ow! Fuck! Fuck!" He froze, gritting his teeth. He couldn't just undo the carbon filament. And considering how long it had taken the steel he had polymerized earlier had taken to dissolve, he needed to-
The school buss honked outside.
"Doublefuck!" Felix hissed.
He closed his eyes. Jerking around wildly wouldn't work. Then it hit him. He imagined millions of very short polymer strands. Each one would be perpendicular to a molecule of carbon, and they'd thread through the polymer. Like a million stabbing knives, they'd shred it into atoms again. He opened his eyes and saw that the three strands were gone. The air had a faintly charred scent to it. Felix shook his head slowly.
"I'm scary," he whispered.
Felix's spine was stiff as he stepped onto the bus. The entire class was buzzing about the supervillain attack during the field trip. Felix was lucky that no one had kept track of where he was or what he had been doing during it -- even Penny had gone running. But as he sidled along the central aisle of the bus, he heard a squeal and had roughly two point five seconds to tense and prepare himself before Penny rammed him at maximum galumphing speed. Her arms wrapped around his shoulders and she squished up against him.
"Felix, I was so worried!" she squealed. Then, drawing back, she whispered. "Did you get superpowers?"
Felix blinked. "...no, Penny. I didn't," he said, slowly.
Penny scowled. "Dang it."
The two of them sat down. Penny, though, was glancing Felix out of the corner of her eyes. AS the bus drove, she said: "So, since nothing of importance actually happened yesterday-"
"Our filed trip was interrupted by a super-villain," Felix said, dryly. He was leaning his head against the glass of the bus. Guilt gnawed at his gut at lying to his best friend. But. Still. He knew that supers had secret identities, and those identities existed for a reason.
"Pffft!" Penny waved her hand. "A D-lister at best. Besides, Lady Justice kicked his butt. Since nothing of real importance happened yesterday, lets move onto what really matters."
"Higher education? SATs? The looming threat of the collapse of capitalism under the weight of superhuman science and social abilities?" Felix asked.


Penny snorted and waved her hand dismissively again. "Nahhhhhhh, duuuuuuuude! Valentines Day!"
"Don't you mean Cuck Day?" Felix asked.
"God, do you keep up with any comics?" Penny asked. "Archive brought Cupid back from extradimensional exile last year. With Cupid back in charge of the holiday rather than Zeus, it's an actual holiday now. Like I mean, don't get me wrong. I miss having the chance to bang the boyfriends of the bitchy girls at school without them being able to get mad at me. But I'm way more excited for the idea of an actual Valentines Day." She cooed.
"What do we even do on Valentines Day?" Felix asked, scratching his jaw. "It's been Cuck Day since 1219 AD. It's literally been eight hundred years since Valentines Day was Valentines Day. We don't have any surviving traditions or...anything."
Penny frowned, thinking.
"We fuck a lot, I guess?" she suggested.
"I think that the school might go for something more PG," Felix said.
"Pfff!" Penny blew him a rasberry. "I bet you ten bucks it'll be fucking."
***
"Fuck!" Penny swore, glaring up at the huge pink heart hung over Century City High's front door. Emblazoned on the heart was a logo: Happy Valentines Day! Give your best friend your best hug!
Felix slapped her on the back. "Sorry, Penny."
"I'll get you for this, Felix!" She shook her fist after him as he walked to his first class of the day. Sitting there, Felix tried to pay attention to his teacher. He really did. But for the first time in Felix's academic career, he wasn't the first person to raise his hand and ask questions. Instead, his head was running around and around and around, thinking about his abilities. His powers. He slowly became aware of what molecular structures existed in the desk he was sitting on -- he was able to name the parts of the wood, down to each individual element. He walked to his next class in a daze.
Barely aware that girls were whispering to one anther as they eyed him.
Felix nearly walked through Tracy Delaney between his history and thamaturgy class -- she actually had to put her palms on his chest to slow him down. Felix blinked, shaking his head. "Zuhwha?" he asked.
"I said," Tracy said, blushing as she did so. "D-Did you, uh...here." She shoved a pink slip of paper into his face. Felix blinked, glanced at it, then tucked it into his pocket. It was something about a big party or something being thrown by Tracy's sister, Megan. He didn't exactly have time for that. He was still thinking of possibilities.
And costumes.
And names.
***
Susan Fong's day was not spent in a fog. She, unlike her son, had a lot of experience when it came to handling having superpowers and a day job. She filed her paperwork, called her clients, bugged the judge to see the Hernandez case, and even managed to work in a few quick texts to Project Aegis to inform them about what Junk Yard Dog and Mask Master were up to. She got back a slightly worrying text.
Archive, Ozzy and other heavy hitters still busy in India. Can you handle CC by yourself? - J
Susan tapped her chin as she looked at the text. She was, in the scale of Project Aegis -- the global, UN backed superhuman organization -- a 'Planetary' level hero. She wasn't quite on par with someone like Connie Cosmic, who was a 'Cosmic' hero. Heck, Connie was how they had coined that term in the first place.
She texted back: I can handle the city. Also, found a new hero. No secret ID or costume yet, but I'll show him the ropes.
Good, Director Janus sent back.
The door to Susan's office opened and she casually tapped off her phone's screen. Looking up, she saw that it was Yelasta, the only martian who was working in the legal department. Her green skin was flushed, and her antennas were glowing with low level stress. "Miss Fong, uh, the police department is playing hardball with File 44B? They say that it's still classified in case a scryer is trying to peek at it."
"Tell them that we have a wizard on our staff and we can handle it. No, wait, I'll call them," Susan said, sighing.
Another boring, mundane day. But as she did her work, her mind did drift backwards to the cutie she had met yesterday. Being in her Lady Justice outfit did always make her feel younger and sexier than in a work blouse and glasses -- and seeing a cute boy just...mmm. She bit her lip, then reminded herself that she was going to be his teacher. She wasn't there to seduce him.
But she could enjoy watching him in whatever costume he showed up in.
Please, she thought. Please go for skintight.
Finally, her day job ended. Susan headed out of the offices, waving to her coworkers, stopping only to examine with some bemusement the large pile of Valentines day cards that had been collected on Yelasta's desk. Susan felt a faint pang in her gut at the sight. It had been a long time since anyone had shown any interest in her romantically...out of her costume, at least. She had at least two supervillains who really wanted a piece of her ass as Lady Justice. But that wasn't the same as being courted in the regular fashion. Yelasta, who was trying to do paperwork around the notes, looked up at her and smiled bemusedly.
"Still not really used to this," she said, her voice soft.
"You didn't get this much attention when Valentines day was Cuck day?" Susan asked, smiling slightly. "Uh, don't actually answer that, it...might count as sexual harassment with the new HR rules."
Yelasta smiled slightly, her antennas sparking. "Okay. I won't." She winked at Susan, who laughed and turned to go. Once she was on the streets, she walked along casually until she came to a changing booth. Red in color and roughly phone-booth in shape, changing booths had been built in every city by Project Aegis over the past few years, to replace phone booths now that cellphones existed. Heroes still needed a place to change in a hurry sometimes, after all. But unlike the old phone booths, changing booths were designed properly.
For one thing, they were big enough to move in without banging your elbows -- Susan felt a twinge at the memory. For another thing, the Project had added tiny psi-dampeners that prevented anyone from recognizing anyone who got into the booth. So she didn't need to disguise herself before stepping in, or even try that hard to be stealthy. Instead, Susan just walked past the booth, stopped, then stepped sideways into it, unnoticed by every other pedestrian walking home.
Once inside, Susan stripped.
Most supers never talked about this moment, save for a few veiled references in interviews and fluff pieces in Cosmo. And even then, it was always a joke. A silly little 'oh, well, you know how it is' kind of thing. Most supers tried to pretend that it didn't exist, even while talking shop with eachother. But there was an advantage to surviving through the brash and hopeful 70s, the shocking gut punch of the 1980s, the grim and gritty 90s, and the slow return to civilization that dominated the early 'oughts. After all those years, after all those friends lost, Susan -- Lady Justice -- no longer had the stomach to be embarrassed about simple facts.
Getting into your costume was always an intensely erotic experience. The very first time Susan had donned her Lady Justice digs back in 1972, she had been soaked. A kid, forty years and two costume redesigns hadn't changed that. She always started with the mask. Wrapping it around her face, feeling it mold to her eyes, knowing that she wasn't Susan Fong anymore, sent a shiver down her spine and made her nipples perk and harden. A strange feeling of utter liberation filled her and she reveled in it, stretching her arms behind her back, looking at herself in the changing booth mirror.
She looked damn good for a woman pushing sixty. Part of that was the anagathic drugs. Part of it was working out. Party of it was being a fucking superhero. All of it combined to give her a body she could be proud of. And god, the fetish quality to wearing a blindfold as a mask...it reminded her of the many times she had been captured and chained up. She wondered if she had gotten into bondage because of getting tied up so often...she shook her head and chuckled. "At least I always get out," she murmured to herself. "Looking good every time."
Even if a small sliver of her soul did miss the popped collar and sequins and disco boots from her original costume. Speaking of boots. She pulled out the folded mesh of her costume, then bent forward. She felt her spine pop slightly and saw the sway of her breasts as she slipped her toes into the skintight silver mesh that was her primary costume. It slithered along her body, clinging to her every curve as she tugged and tugged and tugged to get it to encompass her. It felt almost like being swallowed up, and the tautness of it, the slick feel of it...nnh...she had to bite her lip to keep from moaning loudly enough that people outside of the booth might hear her.
Finally, she got the stretchy fabric to her arms. Now she had to wriggle to get her arms into the arm holes -- and for just a moment, she felt the thrill of being restrained by her own costume. It came in the tiny moment between getting her arms in the holes and actually forcing her fingers through the glove-parts, where she couldn't quite move her upper torso properly. She closed her eyes, feeling her nipples ache and her sex grow moister and moister...and then she got her fingers into the gloves. She wriggled them, and then pulled the red pill from her civilian clothes.
Super-tech had compressed her cape to this pill. It was keyed to her saliva, and Lady Justice -- she was fully in super mode now -- had to use every bit of her willpower to keep from mewling with erotic pleasure as she licked the pill. Slowly. Sensually. The cape started to unfold, expanding outwards and with a single crack of her wrist, she was able to unfold it, then drape it around her shoulders.
Lady Justice caressed her chest as she looked at herself in the mirror. She swore her costume took ten, twenty years off her, every time she put it on.
"Lets go meet the cutie," she murmured. Then, quietly, she prayed to every god that might be listening: "Please don't pick a dumbfuck name. Please. I couldn't bear to flirt with another BludGunn."
Getting to the Palladium building, since she didn't need to go top speed, was as easy as using the gentle press of gravity. All Lady Justice needed to do was to take the gravitational force that was pressing her against the ground, then shift it around so that it was carrying her up and through the air. It did mean her top speed was never higher than the speed she could fall at. But since falling was still pretty fast, she got to the Palladium building well before her new hero to tutor. The building itself was set near downtown, with a view on Century City's biggest tourist attraction: The rift.
The rift had been torn open in, eh, the mid 1990s by some kind of science disaster, she wasn't sure what. She hadn't been active in Century City at the time, but she knew that the local heroes had done dick all to actually close the thing. The 90s hadn't exactly been a great time for heroism, since most of their powers had been 'having a gun.' So, the rift had been left to shimmer and crackle and occasionally throw out dinosaurs or aliens or displaced demigods. But with the return of some measure of civilization to the planet after the 90s, the Project and various governments -- including the Deinhardt administration -- had started to study the rift. Rift technology was now what made Century City such a boom town: Siphoning power, new kinds of matter made possible by rift manipulation, and technologies inspired by the way that the rift interacted with the real world...all of it made a lot of people a lot of money.
In fact...
She frowned and pulled out her com. Sending a quick text to Iridium got her the info she needed in a quick data dump: Tynex Polychem definitely used rift tech on their chemicals, but it was all proprietary, meaning she couldn't get access to it legally.
"Hurm..." she murmured, her thoughts batting that factoid around as wind caught and tugged at her cape, setting it snapping dramatically behind her.
"So, just saying...I didn't expect to get a Valentines day card, butt..." a playful voice said behind her. Lady Justice turned, grinning. Then her grin froze, because...holy fuck. The new hero she had met earlier had taken her words to heart. He had gotten a costume and what a fucking costume. He had gone for striking and simple -- none of those overdramatic shoulder pads or ornate helmets or anything. His lean, muscular body was clad in a form fitting blue and gold outfit, with a pair of crossing lines across his torso, forming a V shape that went down to his hips. There, he had a sleek golden belt, then blue leggings. He had foregone a cape, and his mask was a simple domino style mask, making it clear that he was at least partially Asian.
Lady Justice, when in her civilian attitude, got a lot of quizzical looks for her name. Since, well. She wasn't exactly what someone thought of when one heard the name 'Susan Fong.' Not many girls named Fong were redheaded Caucasians, after all. But it had been the 70s, and Susan hadn't been quite ready to forego taking her husband's name, even if half her college roomies were horrified at her bowing to the patriarchy. Now that James was gone, his name and her son were basically all she had left of him.
Maybe it was thinking of James that made an excited shiver of lust crawl along her spine. She sternly told herself to chain up her 'yellow fever' and focus on the fact this kid was new. And a kid. But. Fuck. Her eyes darted down and she saw the faint bulge between his legs and immediately wanted to...
"But?" she forced herself to say.
He grinned at her. "Well, you know how they put hearts on those things." He flicked his eyes down.
Lady Justice's cheeks heated. She smirked at him. "So, you're a total ass man? Please don't tell me that's your name."
He chuckled. "A bit undignified, don't you think? And, while yes, I do happen to have a taste for delectable derrieres..." he put his fingers on his chest, splaying them out, his voice becoming faux posh. "That doesn't mean I am completely unswayed by the rest of a woman."
"So, you like my tits too?" Lady Justice asked, her voice dry.
"No, I was thinking personality and sense of humor, really," he said, so earnestly that it startled a snort out of her.
"So, Mr. Flirt," she said. "Ass Man."
"Butt Burglar," he said.
"Rump Ravager," she shot back. "What's your real superhero name?"
He held himself up right, then bowed. "Lady Justice, I present to you...Polymath!" He grinned. "Super-genius intellect, mastery over polymers."
"Hmm..." Lady Justice rubbed her chin. "Polymath. I kinda like it." She grinned. "But just polymers? Like Kevlar and stuff?"
"Not quite," Poly said, cheerfully. He flicked out a finger and Lady Justice felt a very thin loop wrap around her waist. He tugged slightly and she skidded forward on the roof, spinning around and falling into his arms. He grinned down at her. "I can polymerize any molecular structure I can see. I just polymerized the oxygen molecules around your waist to do that. The more durable the material I'm polymerizing, the longer it lasts." He twirled her around, letting her step away and bowed, like this was a ball room dance.
Holy shit, Lady Justice thought. Cocky little bastard, isn't he?
"How long can you make a polymer chain?" she asked.
Polymath rubbed the back of his neck. His grin was sheepish. "I, uh...I don't know."
"And did you make your costume with that power?" she asked.
He nodded. "To keep it from dissolving, I'm basically rejuicing it every few seconds. I took a bit to make sure it wasn't too hard." He nodded. "Pretty cool, huh?" He paused. "God, what kind of dumb nerd says getting superpowers is cool." He shook his head. "Shouldn't I be more...in awe? Or at least humbled by the immense responsibility?"
Lady Justice laughed, quietly. His earnestness was cute. "Kid, do you know what I first said when I got my power?"
"Well, uh..." He rubbed the back of his neck, thinking. "Groovy?"
Lady Justice leaned forward. Her face was totally serious. She whispered. "No." Her eyes didn't leave his. "It was fucking groovy."
Poly grinned back.
"Now!" Lady Justice drew back. "Lets see how you do traversal."
"Huh?" Poly walked after her as she backed towards the edge of the building. Lady Justice's grin was wide and she spread her arms, then fell backwards -- then, with a twist of kinetic energy, she flew upwards, hovering in the air by carefully balancing gravitational forces. It was trickier than it looked -- the tightness in her belly from keeping herself hovering rather than flying one way or the other was half of the reason she had such a killer six pack at her age. She spread her arms wide, then called down to the newbie.
"How you move, kid!" she said. "A hero's not a hero if he can't get where he needs to go. Show me what you got!"
She flew back and away, going her top speed.
She wanted to see what this Polymath could do.
***
The past few minutes for Felix had been a string of: holy fuck holy fuck holy fuck holy fuck interspersed with what the fuck are you doing!?
Getting into his costume after he had slipped out of school had been a bit like doing a drug. Not that Felix had ever done drugs. He had no real comparison. But it felt like what a drug should have felt like, the feeling of the rubber and nylon drawing themselves around his body, molding to him. His cock had gotten rock hard and an exhilarating rush of power had filled him. He wasn't just Felix Fong anymore. He was...he was Polymath. A superhero. Then he had needed to get to the Palladium Building, which had taken a jog, a ride on public transit, several extremely awkward moments as he made his way through the lines at the subway, an elevator ride, and then boom.
There had been Lady Justice's absurdly impossibly perfect ass and Felix had known that he was madly in love. He had been entranced, watching as she read something on her handheld communicator, marveling at the smooth curve of her back and the serious expression on her face. The fact she was a redhead was just...nnh...
Fuck.
Then that weird drug-haze cockiness that came from wearing a mask and a costume had started him saying everything he was thinking. He had been so fucking sure that Lady Justice would punt him off the skyscraper. Instead, she was...laughing. Grinning. Winking. Leaning in close. And now she was soaring away at nearly a hundred miles an hour. He wrung his hands, jogged to the edge of the building -- and suddenly remembered that he was a hundred stories straight up.
Vertigo slammed into his spine. Fear crawled into his belly. All those feelings of confidence and excitement were stripped away in a single instant. Felix stood there, gaping at the height, and knew that there was absolutely no way that he could possibly-
"Come on, Polymath!" Lady Justice called over her shoulder.
Felix, without a second thought, leaped off the building. Wind roared at him, blowing at the mask on his face, whipping his hair back. He spread his arms wide, catching the wind, and realized he had only a few moments before he face-planted into the ground and fucking died. Felix flung out one arm, polymerized the oxygen between himself and the window pane of the building across the road, then tugged. Hard. He swung left, arcing through the air, and realized he was about to slam into the far building nearly as fast as he'd slam into the ground. He lifted his feet, polymerizing the nylon he was wrapped in. he wound the polymer strands into a million tiny pads, then spread them outwards on impact. For a few seconds, his suit expanded across a huge swath of the window, spreading his impact outwards, slowing him down, then...


He rebounded, launching off the side of the building like a ping-pong.
Felix whooped, exhilaration roaring through him as he flicked out a hand, then another. He created strands of oxygen-ropes, tugging on them with his enhanced strength, shifting his outfit on the fly -- his mind buzzing with calculations. He added fanes and fluted shapes to his outfit, catching the air and streamlining himself as he flipped, twisted, and rocketed forward. Soon, he was soaring beneath Lady Justice, and he took a moment to casually spin himself around so he was arcing through the air beneath her, back to the pavement, belly facing her belly. He grinned and waved. She waved back, and then he was falling back into the movement. The dance of soaring through the city by swing, bounce, and momentarily constructed catapult. Then Lady Justice arced to the side, landing on one of the skyscrapers they were shooting past. He polymerized the air between himself and the roof, catching onto a large air conditioner unit that was thrust into the air. He swung around it, bleeding off speed by creating polymerized mesh wings out of his outfit, catching the air and finally...he dropped to the roof next to Lady Justice and two office workers who had slipped out for their smoke break.
"Hey," he said, panting as he waved at the two office workers.
"Hey," the dude said, then puffed on his cigarette.
"So, you're a swinger," Lady Justice deadpanned. "Nice."
"Please!" Felix said around pants. "Serial gymnast. I always release a building before I grab another."
Lady Justice chuckled. "Still, it's a good mode of traverse. I prefer flight, but...of course I would."
"I think I can fly..." Felix muttered, rubbing his chin. "I can make wings..."
"Are you a new hero?" the woman in the office break asked, curiously, dropping her cigarette and stamping it out.
"Polymath!" Felix said, waving at her.
"Are you a gadgeteer?" she asked.
"Kinda?" Felix said. He could make gadgets, if those gadgets were primarily mechanical in nature. But while he was considering that, the woman pulled her phone out of her pocket and threw it at his head. Felix ducked.
"You assholes keep making my phone obsolete!" the woman said. "Invent a better vibrator before you invent a new fucking phone!"
"Shelia!" the dude said.
"What!?" Shelia asked. "I've needed to buy a new phone six times this week thanks to fucking Iridium. Six times! Six!"
Felix held up his hands. "Well, I can tell you this! My abilities will not change phones any time soon, Shelia." He flicked one finger, and the polymer chain he had created between his finger and the phone drew taut, dragging the phone back over the edge of the building. He caught it, then tossed it back to Shelia, grinning at her. "And, uh, maybe don't throw phones at superheroes?"
"It's a free country, I can do what I want!" Shelia said. Lady Justice took Felix's arm, the contact sending a delicious tingle through his skin, like he was being touched by a live wire. Except with less electrical burns.
"Lets go on patrol," she said. "I got a few more tricks to show you."
The next rush through the city was just as exhilarating as the first -- doubly so since Lady Justice kept pace with him the whole way, soaring by him as he swung from building to building. As they flew, she shouted, calling out things to look for. "See that traffic? That's normal traffic -- but if you ever see cars bunching up, that means that the auto-driving routines have all gummed up at the same time, usually because a road was just marked as dangerous by the city. Nine times outta ten, that means something super-villainous has happened."
Felix nodded, trying to keep in mind that this was an education.
Not just a chance to watch Lady Justice's beautiful body in motion.
They came to the roof of a skyscraper that was lacking Shelia, and Lady Justice settled down. Felix flipped up, then landed beside her, panting. He had landed a bit closer than he expected, his hip and hers bumping against one another. His breath drew in her scent -- and she had a scent. She had been working out her powers too, and the slight scent of sweat clung to her. Felix had the sudden urge to slowly lick up some of the sweat on her neck. The primary thing keeping him from doing that was, uh. Creepy?
Lady Justice looked at him. She didn't draw back. Very quietly, she said: "So, you picked a good day to get superpowers. Most holidays have some kind of magical potency. But Valentines day?" She shook her head. "The chances of anything serious happening is low. Not many villains want much to do with pink and hearts."
Felix grinned. "Good to know." Slowly, he drew back, then sat down, dangling his legs over the edge of the skyscraper. He looked out at the city. "S-So, that means...can I ask some questions?"
"Sure," Lady Justice said, sitting down next to him. She looked like she was curious to see what his questions were. Felix paused. Well. So far, saying the first thing on his mind had been working out fairly well. Still, it felt kinda dumb. But...he rubbed his knees, then said.
"How do you keep your ID secret?" he asked. "Like...what if I want to go on a date with someone? Got any advice for juggling real life and superhero life?" He paused. "Uh, I just realized, you could totally be married in your normal life, uh, if you are, I'll stop making dumb passes at you and-"
Lady Justice laughed. "Those are your questions? Not how you fight supervillains?"
"Oh, that sounds easy," Felix said, grinning at the redheaded superheroine. "Punch. Dodge. Quip."
"The kid's a natural," Lady Justice said, her voice husky. Felix should have felt demeaned, being constantly called a kid. But there was a playful purr that Lady Justice used when she said the word 'kid.' It was affectionate...but it wasn't patronizing. He noticed, also, that she had slid just a bit closer. Quietly, she said: "Keeping your ID secret is just a matter of being careful. Use changing booths, get good at making excuses, take advantage of chaos. Most times you need to change in a hurry, people will be distracted." She smiled. "Juggling your lives is a matter of practice. But..." She shrugged. "Well, I'd like to say I figured it out, but I haven't gone on a date in, like, ten years."
"Well, looks like I need to start my career on a high note, because that's a fucking crime," Felix said, without thinking. His hand slid over her hand, squeezing gently. Lady Justice laughed, softly.
"Well...it is Valentines Day..." she murmured, quietly.
A sudden scream burst from across the city. Both heroes jerked their heads up. Felix stood.
"Sounds like a mugging," Lady Justice said. "A bit below our power scale. Meaning..." She grinned. "I can see how you handle this." She nodded. "And swoop in if they turn out to be werewolves."
"Got it!" Felix said, his heart hammering. He cracked his knuckles, then leaped off the side of the building.
Time to rock.
He flicked out his wrist and polymerized the air between himself and the edge of the nearest building. He swung outwards, flipped, thrust out again, then pulled himself downward. He landed with a roll in an alleyway. Three men were standing before a terrified looking dude in a business suit, who was holding up his briefcase like a makeshift shield. The three men were all CPC gangers, meaning lots of clown outfits, bells, collars, and the attitude of a deranged circus. One of them was clad in big floppy shoes and held a switchblade in his hand. But he didn't look frightened. More...annoyed.
"You said no one was in town!" he snarled.
"They said they was all in India!" the guy with the acid spitting bowtie said. Felix knew it was acid spitting because, to be quite honest, the guy had done a really bad job of hiding the compressed acid container under his shirt. It was a clear bulge near his heart.
"Ahem!" Felix coughed. "I believe the right phrase is...stop evildoers?"
"Shoot him," the guy with the knife said.
"That never fucking works," the third guy said, drawing his pistol. He aimed and fired in a single, casual movement, and the bark of the gun sent a shock of adrenaline through Felix. He snapped to the left and popped up his hand. The bullet shot between his fingers, dragging a mesh of instantly assembled polymer with it. It strained, then went slack as the bullet slowed down and dropped out of the air. But Felix was already twisting his body, slinging the bullet right back. It smashed into the pistol, sending it flying from the man's hand. The guy with the knife was already sprinting forward, shouting.
"He's not immune to fuckin bullets!"
Felix slammed his foot into the ground and created a polymer strand between his leg and the wall, angled so that the goon with the knife would hit it before he got to Felix's potentially stabbable body. The goon struck the line and went sprawling -- thankfully, Felix had remembered to make it thicker than just a single molecule. He didn't want to dismember anyone. The goon sprawled forward and went right into his uppercut. Felix had done some martial arts training, but even he was impressed by the punch. The goon sprawled on the ground, leaving Mr. Acid, who had thrust out his chest and was frantically pumping his compressed acid sprayer.
A loud hiss split the air.
Acid flew right at Felix's head.
And he polymerized it, then caught it in a web of oxygen molecules, and flung it like a bola. It struck the gun that the goon with the gun had just drawn from his belt -- he had clearly fought heroes before and knew to pack extra heat. The acid wrapped around it and started to hiss and bubble and the goon jerked his hand back, yelping. Felix flicked out both wrists, wrapping the men around the torso with oxygen webbing, then smashed them together with a heave of his arms. Their heads bonked together and they sprawled to the ground, groaning loudly.
Felix slowly stood up, lowering his hands.
He looked up at the business man, who was gaping at him. For a few moments, a high that Felix had never felt before roared through him. At least part of it was being horny enough to be able to hammer nails with his frigging dong.
"Grappler?" the business man asked.
"Uh, no," Felix said.
"Booster Man!?" He asked.
"No, I'm new!" Felix said, laughing -- his momentary high fading with his own laughter. For a few seconds, he had felt untouchable. Godlike. But. It was good to remember that you weren't the biggest fish in the pond. "The name's Polymath, dude. Uh, can you call this in?"
"Already done!" the buisnessman nodded, holding up his cellphone. "Polymath. Are you a gadgeteer?"
"Kinda!" Poly said. And...
It was that moment that Felix really stopped thinking of himself as Felix in the costume. With the adrenaline buzzing and the grateful face on the muggee, with the knowledge that he had helped someone. With his powers. He had done it. Him. Polymath. He grinned, then flicked his hand up, creating a polymerized strand up to the roof. "Polymath o-whoa!" he yelped as he felt his arm getting almost yankned out of its socket, his body shooting up far faster than he expected. He impacted into something soft and warm and muscular, and arms slid around his back.
"Sorry, did I pull too hard?" Lady Justice asked, her voice warm in his ear.
Okay.
Poly was horny again. That was the feeling that had surged through his body after the fight -- the sense of being untouchable. Unbeatable. He turned on the roof, his nose almost touching Lady Justice. "Question," he whispered, his voice soft.
"Yeah, every time," Lady Justice murmured, really soft. "I...kinda got hot just watching."
"I...was going to ask, uh, if I should have tied them up, but-" Poly said around a playful grin.
Lady Justice kissed him. The contact sent a surge along his body, a nearly electrical thrill. Poly had never been kissed before, not like this. His tongue and hers met and for some reason, Poly felt as if he had been born to be here, to be kissing this gorgeous woman. His hands cupped her back, then slid down and he fondled her ass. Her perfect, heart shaped, deliciously soft ass. Squeezing her wrung a tiny mewling sound from her throat, a desperately horny sound that filled Poly with a sense of pure pride. He had done that, with just a tiny grip. His mouth broke the contact, just because he needed to breathe. But then Lady Justice was drawing back slightly.
Sudden sheerness was filling her face.
"Polymath, I'm old enough to-"
"Shh..." Poly whispered. His finger went to her lips. "You're not too old." he paused. "Just...think of it as another step in my education." He grinned. "Like...how do you keep your secret ID while-"
"Oh, that?" her voice was a quiet purr. "That's why I have a few smart zippers tucked away -- just touch me here." Her finger touched a place beneath her belly. "And tug."
Poly's fingers dipped down, into the warmth space between their bellies. Lady Justice stepped back -- but her hands remained looped around the back of his neck. She wasn't trying to get away. Oh no. She was drawing him back, into the shadows. Out of sight, even as a cop-car pulled up below the building. Once they were in the shadows of an overhang, Poly was given a bit more freedom. And he took advantage of it. His mind bubbled with excitement and fear, but his hands immediately slid from her ass to her breasts, squeezing, fondling, playing with them. A slow, throaty laugh escaped from Lady Justice's lips as she leaned back and lifted her arms.
"Like em?" she whispered.
"Y-Yeah..." Poly's voice held a catch -- a big chunk of the nerves was getting aware of just how much more mature Lady Justice was, how much more...
Experienced. Everything he was doing would be compared to who knows how many older lovers? Poly's throat worked as he gulped. Quietly, he whispered. "So, uh...what else do you like getting played with?" His voice was soft. "Cause if you don't give me a bit of direction, I may just fondle your titties all day."
"Mmm, that does sound nice," she murmured. "I like how gentle you are."
Poly's hands had just been about to squeeze harder. Nope. Nope. He was doing just about right. His fingers found the hard nubs of her nipples, peeking out against her sheer silvery outfit. Caressing, then gently pinching those drew a quiet moan from Lady Justice. Her eyes closed and she murmured. "That feels nice..." She smiled, slowly. "How do you like their...perkiness?"
"Lots," Poly whispered.
"Superpowers are nice," she murmured, her hands slowly sliding along his shoulders, then along his flanks. Poly squirmed -- the touches bordered on tickles. But then her hands reached his hips and she gripped him there. One hand slipped backwards and cupped his ass and, for the first time in his life, Poly realized that girls could like boy butts. He had known that, technically. Hell, he had been friends with Penny for years, and she had made absolutely no bones about how much she drooled over an array of muscular, masculine rumps. But being aware of it as an intellectual factoid and feeling it deep in his gut, in his balls, was a different thing entirely.
Then the silver clad fingers of Lady Justice reached between his legs and cupped his member and his balls in a single messy handful. She didn't use a lot of pressure -- instead, she gripped him with a confidence that was nearly as frightening as super-strength might have been. Once more, awareness of how much more she knew struck Poly in the gut. The only thing keeping him from fear was the fact that her apprising grip, her gentle fondling, her quiet croon of pleasure, was all so fucking erotic that he could barely think straight.
"Nice," she whispered.
"Like it? Them?" Poly husked, his voice nearly raspy with desire.
"Polymath, did you ever imagine...that in your life, Lady Justice would be getting on her knees and sucking your cock like her life depended on it?" Lady Justice whispered, her body slowly lowering down before him. Her knees touched the roof and her hands gripped onto thighs, hooking on his blue uniform. Poly felt his power flexing, undoing a tie here, disconnecting a molecular strand there, using the tricks he had already established himself. It was less like taking his clothes off and more cutting it with fine, invisible knives. The end result was the same, though. His cock emerged from a slit in his blue leggings, and slapped against Lady Justice's cheek with a meaty thump.
"No..." Poly whispered.
"Mmmm," Lady Justice cupped his cock with her silver glove, the silky feeling of her outfit almost painfully exquisite as her soft, pouty lips kissed against the side of his cock. "You're bigger than my husband." Her voice was a soft moan as her tongue darted out and teased along the tip of Poly's cock. Pre spurted onto her tongue, smearing along her lips. It nearly hit her eye, but her blindfold kept them safe. But no matter how unbelivably sexy that sounded, Poly...was still a hero.
"I thought-" he started.
Lady Justice gripped his cock slightly harder, her lips closing around his foreskin. She sucked another spurt of precum down, then drew her mouth back. Her lips were already glistening with his arousal, thin strands connecting his cock to her mouth. Her husky laugh was so playful. She grinned, kissed the tip of his cock, then murmured. "Ex-husband, Polymath."
Poly's spine relaxed. The guilt and shock he had felt faded. In its place was a touch of smugness. "Really?"
"Mmmhmm," Lady Justice murmured, her mouth opening as she took the first inch of his cock into her mouth. Her tongue swirled around and around his cock as she started to slooowly work herself forward, moaning as she took his cock deeper and deeper. She was so skillful, but...more than that, she was so dedicated. It was as if she was worshiping his cock. As if she couldn't bear to let a single inch of him not go without a tiny lick and a slow moan. Her mouth buzzed against his cock and it was all Poly could do to not cum right then and there, to fill this cougar's throat with his cum.
He was so focused on not cumming early...that he didn't realize how far she had gone until her lips bumped against his hips. One hand of hers rested on his ass, holding him in place. Her other caressed his balls gently, lovingly.
"Holy fuck, Lady Justice..." Poly whispered.
She drew back and gasped as his cock popped free, coughing softly. "Jesus, Polymath, you're more hung than some aliens I've met," she whispered, her voice hot against his slick, dripping cock. "I forgot how good this is, though..." She kissed against the underside of his cock. "Being on my knees. Sucking cock." She purred. "It makes me feel so naughty. Imagine all those people who look up to me, knowing that I was here, worshiping this fat, thick cock like a total whore."
Poly put his hands on the walls of the overhang, his head tilting forward. "Y-You like that?" he whispered, sounding...well...as shocked as he felt.
Lady Justice grinned. "What? Just because I'm old and a heroine doesn't mean I can't be kinky sometimes?" She licked her lips. "Why do you think so many of us let ourselves get captured so often." Her grin became positively wicked. "You'd be shocked how many heroines love a bit of the B, the D, the S...and the M..." She licked the tip of his cock again.
"Holyfuckwhat?" Poly wheezed.
"We don't tell villains that," Lady Justice said, stroking his cock. "And there are great tactical reasons to, uh, one second." She leaned froward and sucked half of his cock into her warm, wet mouth. Her plush lips pressed to his shaft and she sucked on him hard, her eyes closing behind her blindfold. She moaned, then drew back, letting his pre-cum vanish down her throat as she swallowed. "Mmmh, yeah, there are tactical reasons to get captured. But part of it that it's fun being on display. Tied up. Bound and...gagged..." She shivered.


Poly felt like every bit of moisture in his mouth had vanished. "W-Well, I know how I'm spending the next Valentines day," he whispered.
Lady Justice chuckled. Then, very softly. "Do you want to cum on Lady Justice's titties, Polymath?" she grinned, her fingers going to the V of her costume.
Poly tried to speak. His mouth was too dry. He gulped, licked his lips, then whispered. "Y-Yes..."
"Didn't...quite hear that," Lady Justice purred. Despite being on her knees, despite having sucked his cock, despite having just called herself the whore, the slut, the filthy pervert, despite having confessed that she liked to be captured and tied up...despite all of that, Lady Justice radiated a kind of graceful poise and control that made Poly's heart race. He had thought, jokingly, about how he was in love, seeing that rump. But seeing how easily Lady Justice walked -- between heroine and victim, between submissive and dominant, between her private life and her super life -- he realized that just being near her was a blessing. Quietly, he reached down to caressed her hair. His voice was soft.
"No," he said.
That drew her back.
"The only place my cum belongs is inside you, Lady Justice," he whispered, his voice husky.
Lady Justice's eyes widened. Clearly. Even behind the blindfold. Before she could respond, Poly flexed his fingers. The wall he was touching extended manacles, polymerized chunks of metal weaving around Lady Justice's wrists, then yanking her up. The bindings locked her arms above her head in a V pattern, and two more clicked out, binding her legs together, so she looked like a human Y, her chest thrust out as she squirmed and jerked against the bindings. She was biting her lower lip, her face clearly a bit shocked. She strained slightly, but before she could really test the bindings, Poly cupped her cheek.
"You like being bound?" he asked, his voice rough. He might have felt confusion and uncertainty...but...
He knew what she liked.
He took that knowledge, that confidence that she radiated, and used it to guide himself. Like a light house.
Lady Justice bit her lower lip. Then, sticking out her chin, she murmured. "I'd never tell," she said. Her voice was somewhere between brat and brash, and Poly felt an urge sliding along his back. He grinned, then reached down and put his hand on her hip. He spun her around, the polymerized bindings moving with his whim, so that they held her in the same position, even as she was turned and tilted, her rump thrusting out and away from the wall. His hand cracked against her ass. Hard. The feeling of the impact was by far the most erotic thing that Polymath had ever felt in his life.
No.
That was a lie.
Because the most erotic thing Polymath had ever felt in his life was the fierce delight when Lady Justice, one of the strongest heroes in Century City, moaned like a bitch in heat. "F...Fuck you..." she whispered. Polymath spanked her again. Then again. Then again. Each time, Lady Justice moaned louder and louder, her eyes closing as she writhed against him. Finally, she gasped out. "I...I love it, Polymath."
Crack! Underneath the silver, her ass had to be beat red. "You love being tied up?"
"Yessss!" She mewled -- the sound of her voice becoming sharper as Poly dragged his finger along her ass, teasing her sensitive flesh through her costume.
Crack! "You want me to fuck you?"
"God yes!" Lady Justice moaned, her knees quivering. She was depending more on the restraints to keep her up now. "Fuck my MILFy brains out. Screw me so hard that I can barely walk. Nail me to this fucking wall, Polymath, please."
"My pleasure," Polymath growled. He barely registered the word she had used as he grabbed her smart zipper. Concealed by hyper-tech, the zipper filled his finger and he tugged up and backwards, the zzzzrrriip noise music to his ears. Between her legs, Lady Justice had a cute, pert, well shaved pussy. She looked so fuckable that Poly nearly started drooling. His hand went down to his cock, taking hold of it. He started to grind the tip against her sex, slicking himself up on her wetness. She crooned, then leaned her head forward, her voice quiet.
"Oh yes. Just like that." Her eyes closed behind her blindfold. "Just like that. Just. Like. That."
Once Poly felt like he couldn't wait a single second longer, he slid one hand along her back...and then pushed forward. It was a single smooth motion, sheathing himself inside of her warm, quivering flesh. And the feeling was perfection. Poly had often sneered at books calling things indescribable -- anything could be described, with sufficient time and vocabulary. No, no, sliding into Lady Justice could definitely be fit within five to...ten thousand words. That would be enough to encapsulate her perfection, her warmth, her frictionless slickness, the way that her sex squeezed on him with an expert clench and then release...
He shuddered as his balls slapped her thighs. She rolled her head back, her jaw hanging open in a silent moan of pleasure. She did manage to gasp in, then spit out a word. "Polymath."
His hands gripped her hips and Polymath felt instincts deeper and more natural than combat or swinging or even the almost thoughtless reflex of polymerization roar to life. He knew what to do, to the base of his being.
Polymath started to fuck Lady Justice. He fucked her hard, her whole body rocking against the wall, the restraints he had created creaking and jangling as her body tensed, then gave them slack with her swaying, rocking motion he pounded into her. Her face mashed against the wall as she pressed herself forward, then arched her spine like a cat. Her mewls of pure bliss were wordless and yet, so very eloquent.
More! More! Fuck me more! Fuck me harder!
Poly groaned in her ear. "You feel like you were fucking made for my cock, Justice..." He groaned -- speaking nothing but the absolute truth. His hands cupped and squeezed her breasts as he gasped. "You feel so fucking perfect. I fucking...mmm...I love it. I want to fuck you every day, every fucking night..."
"Yes, yes, y-hessss!" Lady Justice moaned. "Oh Poly...oh god...oh god!" She shuddered and came. Hard. Her juices slicked along his balls, dripping between her thighs, soaking parts of her costume as her fingers dug into the wall she was mashed against. She shuddered and jerked her hips in fierce, sharp motions -- as if she was trying to wring Polymath dry. Polymath leaned forward, his heart hammering a million miles an hour. He held her, and he looked over her shoulder, at her face -- her blissed out, beautiful face.
"I love you," he gasped, unable to keep the words in. While before, he had let himself say what he felt and thought...he had never before utterly abandoned the fear. The fear at the back of his mind that he had said too much, that he had gone too far. Right now, there was no room for fear, not in the shocking intensity of their union. Lady Justice jerked an arm free from the restraint -- exploding the metal apart somehow. Polymath barely noticed -- he was too focused on her cocking her arm back so she could grip his hair, drag him closer. Their kiss was messy and sloppy, their lips not quite meeting as her body rocked one way and his the other. But her tongue sought out his, trying to slide into his mouth despite the awkward position.
When the kiss ended, she managed words as well.
"I...love you too!"
That was too much.
Too far.
Poly's entire body tensed and he gripped onto Lady Justice, so tightly that he knew that he might be hurting her. But she didn't sound pained. She just screamed in bliss, her head snapping back hard, her whole body glowing a pale golden as Polymath slammed into her once more. His balls slapped against her belly and he emptied himself inside of her. The connection he felt with her -- so soul deep and profound that it shocked the tiny fragment of his brain that was still thinking logically -- flared and he felt his cum spurting into her. He was filling Lady Justice to the brim, and she was mewling like a kitten in heat, twitching with every splatter.
Polymath could almost picture her womb being painted with his thick, white cum.
It was a beautiful picture.
Metal clattered and snapped as Polymath's knees gave way. He turned at the last second, grunting as his back slapped against the wall. Now, Lady Justice was sprawled in his lap. She gasped heavily, her breasts rising and falling beneath her uniform, which was soaked with her sweat. Her cape was bunched around her shoulders, rolled up against the small of her back, and their bodies remained joined. Somehow...being in costume just made their closeness better. Polymath hung her head forward, gasping heavily.
"Ho...holy...fuck..." She whispered.
The two sat in silence.
As the silence stretched, hearts slowed. Adrenaline faded. Lust -- and maybe something more -- faded to background radiation. And realizations began to settle in. Polymath...or maybe, at that moment, he felt more like Felix, tensed. A million things to say came into his mind.
I'm sorry.
I didn't mean it.
Wow, uh, passion! Yeah?
I want to never let you go. I want you to be mine forever. What's your real name?
His mouth had never felt drier.
And yet, he wasn't the one to speak first.
***
There was an advantage to decades of being alive. Lady Justice -- Susan Fong -- had practice at being in love. Specifically, she had known it once...and ever since then, she had known when she wasn't. She knew lust. She knew longing. She knew friendships. And right now, as Polymath softened inside of her, she knew love.
She knew it didn't make sense.
She knew it was a terrible idea. She knew next to nothing about Polymath -- beyond that he was gentle, funny, skillful, gorgeous, and that he...got her. He understood her at an instinctive level that she could feel like a punch to the gut. He wouldn't leave her. And, unlike the others she might have fallen for, if she had given herself a chance? He was a mask too. He'd understand the little things that no normal man could. He'd understand the times where combat pushed your buttons and made you so absolutely fucking horny you just had to fuck the guy you had just been trying to beat senseless. He'd get the seductive pleasure of the villainess, the pressure to be a role model while you were also trying to be a person.
That...
Was why she started to reach slowly up. Her fingers touched her blindfold, even as she looked over her shoulder. "Polymath," she said, her voice husky. Her fingers caught hold of the blindfold. She had never been unmasked before. Fear struck her. Excitement. Giddiness. If there was a deep eroticism to being masked and costumed, there was something...shockingly intense about unmasking. She couldn't think of anything more horrifying than being unmasked against her will -- but she also couldn't think of a clearer way to respond to Polymath's confession of love than...this.
Yeah.
It was more intense, more real than saying that she loved him back.
Her fingers tightened on the ties and she could see Polymath had stopped breathing, watching her with wide, wide eyes.
Pink.
Pink light flared across the roof. A low, subliminal rumble shook the building and cries of alarm echoed from the sidewalks. In a single instant, she and Polymath were standing, even if she needed to use some of her redistribution abilities to prop herself up so she didn't just faceplant against the roof. She and Polymath turned to the light -- and saw that a glowing pillar of pink energy was rising up from the suburbs. It was...actually close to her house. Polymath shaded his forehead, his eyes widening. He looked at her. "Uh..."
"What?" she asked.
"I think it's a house of someone I know. Kinda." He reached back into one of his hidden pockets. There, he pulled out a sleek card, then held it out to Lady Justice. She took it and read it: You're invited to my big Valentines Day party! 6:30 PM sharp! See you there <3 <3 <3
-Megan Delaney
Ah.
She knew the Delaney's. Her son, Felix, went to the same high school. She frowned and folded the card shut. Her son could be there, right now. She looked at Polymath. "So, shall we?" she asked, smiling. Subtly, she reached down, zipping her uniform shut. "Lets see what's up."
Polymath nodded, tucking his member away and closing himself up with his powers. And no mentions were made of masks. Or love. Which was a shame -- it was the right day, wasn't it?
The two of them set out -- Polymath showing off that limber, fuckable body of his by swinging around. He managed to keep going even when they hit the suburbs, and the two of them soared down and landed on the street outside of the Delaney household. The pink energy was shooting into the sky from the backyard, lighting up the house like the whole thing was on fire. Each window was open and pink energy flowed from the windows like streamers. Literal streamers were laying everywhere, colored white and pink. Large cardboard hearts had been put out for decoration and were now swirling around in the cascading winds that roared around the house proper.
"Where are the guests?" Poly muttered, lifting up his hands.
"I don't know," Lady Justice said. "Poly, whack me with that car, if you'd be so kind." She pointed at a parked self driving car that was waiting to take guests home. Polymath gulped, then slammed his foot on the ground. Apparently, he was figuring out how to extend his polymerization powers, since he managed to create a huge polymer spring underneath the car, slamming it into the undercarriage hard enough to flip the car into the air and bring it smashing down on her head. She took the kinetic energy and held it, ready to use it to enhance her strength. As the car clattered and crashed to the ground behind her, four dark shapes leaped onto the roof of the Delaney house.
Four Jasons, from Friday the 13th.

"Mask Master!" Lady Justice snarled.
The Jasons sprang down onto the sidewalk, machetes gleaming.
And battle was joined. Lady Justice slammed some kinetic energy into the air on her palm. A coherent wave of sound flew out and smashed into the Jason that was running at her. He flew backwards and cracked into the wall of the house. Meanwhile, to her right, Polymer had just gone straight to the masks. He was able to yank them right off, causing two Jasons to suddenly collapse into just regular goons holding butter knives. The goons scrambled after the masks, so focused on getting their borrowed powers back that they didn't notice Polymer stepped forward and palm striking them in the solar plexus. As they sprawled, Lady Justice turned to the last Jason, who flung his machete at her head. She jerked her head to the side, then blurred forward, imparting some kinetic energy to her back to send her up. Then she grabbed Jason and headbutted him, focusing a tiny sliver of kinetic energy into his mask, which exploded into two halves. The goon wobbled and she clocked him across the jaw.
As he sprawled, the front door opened and a Freddy Kruger stepped out, flanked by a Knife Hand Joe and Scary Terry -- it seemed that Mask Master had started to run out of real masks to imbue with power and was getting into the knockoffs.
"Mask Master is just slowing us down," Lady Justice snarled. "You can handle these jerks -- I'll go over the top."
"Got it!" Poly said -- and god, if that didn't just make her heart beat a million miles a minute. So many new heroes got pissy when they had to deal with mooks. She flashed him a smile, then shot into the air. Flying up and over the house took only a sliver of the kinetic energy of the car hitting her, and when she landed on the roof, she could see the back yard. And there were the party-goers. There were about sixty, seventy people, all teenagers, all wearing masks. The masks were eerie looking Cupid masks, and their eyes glowed a pale pink ,reflecting the light of the swirling energy that was roaring into the air. In the center of the swirling energy...was a dark, lean figure. They were so shrouded by energy that it was nearly impossible to identify them.
But Lady Justice didn't need to see the obsidian black mask.
She knew Mask Master by his gangly height and the fact he was up to something insane and magical.
She stepped off the roof, landing in the back yard. "You fucking incompetent," she said. "Halloween was months age!"
The rangy figure turned and she heard a chortling sound from within the swirling energy. "Ah, Lady Justice..." Mask Master's oily voice filled the air. "Do you know how long I've wanted to get a slave mask on your pretty face?"
Lady Justice rolled her eyes, crossing her arms over her chest. Normally, the idea of being captured and menaced by Mask Master was always a little thrilling. But right now, with the memory of Poly still fresh and warm in her mind, it just sounded tiresome. "How many times do we need to go through this, M&M?" She shook her head. "Your. Slave. Masks. Don't. Fucking. Work. It's one of the three rules of the universe: no time travel, no bringing the dead back to life, and no mind control." She shook her head. "And if Darkthornn can't crack the Anti-Life Equation, YOU aren't going to fucking manage it!"
Mask Master chuckled...and the pink energy faded with a rush. It was as if it had finished doing whatever it had been doing -- and with the energy gone, she could see that Mask Master was cracking with thin tendrils of pinkish energy. He wiggled his fingers, then chuckled behind his obsidian mask. He was grinning at her. She could feel it.
"That's because I hadn't cracked the secret..." he purred. "But...oh...oh, I am about to monologue!" He shook his head. "Fortunately, Junkyard did his job."
Lady Justice arched an eyebrow. "...the attack on Polychem," she said, slowly. "You were trying to steal some of their...goo...because you wanted to capture me for this fucking thing?" She snorted. "Except clearly, you're so high on your fucking pink energy that you missed that Junkyard Dog got his ass kicked and didn't manage to steal a single canister, even with your mooks helping him?"
Mask Master laughed. "Oh, oh, oh, Lady Justice..." he shook his head. "Junkyard Dog wasn't stealing the polychemical. He was testing it."
A loud clunk sounded behind her. Lady Justice spun around, her eyes widening. But the massive, concealed canister, tucked up against the back of the house, concealed by tassels and party decorations...was already opening. Green goop flowed out with a loud splash, flowing over her body. She was born to the ground and smashed into the grass, the liquid pinning her to the ground before hardening, leaving her head free -- if only barely. She gritted her teeth, struggling. But, just like in the chemical plant, she was held fast.
And since the chemical wasn't fighting her, she couldn't redirect its kinetic energy.
Mask Master walked over -- looming down at her as he purred. "Lady Justice, Lady Justice, Lady Justice," he crooned. "Do you know what the best thing about corporations are? If you want their product..." He leaned forward, his voice becoming a mocking whisper. "You buy it."
***
"You can run, but you can't hide bitch!" Scary Terry snarled, his hand sweeping through the air, cutting through polymer strands with a series of flashing, arcing motions. Polymath growled, flinging out another net, then another, more interested in keeping Scary Terry at bay, buying himself a few seconds to think. The other two goons were down, but this last guy was dodging and evading and slashing with a kind of wild abandon, despite his knock-off powerset. He was getting closer and closer, despite everything that Poly threw at him.


"Could you please stop insulting women, you asshole?" Poly asked. "I could make fun of your burn scars, but you don't see me insulting you based off your physical disadvantages." He stepped backwards hurriedly, jerking back to avoid a set of claws that would have ripped out his guts. Scary Terry stepped another step forward, growling as he grabbed for Poly's neck.
Poly felt his back bump into a street lamp.
He flicked a finger up. A polymer strand connected to the top of the post.
Scary Terry swung.
Poly jerked aside. The knife fingers slashed through concrete with a squeal and spray of sparks. The street-lamp tottered, starting to fall one way...and then Poly jerked hard, tugging it the other way with as much force as he could. Scary Terry opened his mouth, clearly about to quip -- but then the street lamp smashed onto his back, bowling him over. AS he sprawled, Poly kicked out and caught the mask on the chin, popping it off and returning Scary Terry into...
Penny?
She groaned as she sprawled on the ground.
"...what the fuck!?" Poly whispered.
Penny blinked. "W...What? Where am I?" She asked, looking around. "Why does it...feel like I let the whole football team run a train on me, but I got none of the upsides?" She blinked up at Poly. "Oh, hey...new...superhero. You're cute." She grinned.
"You don't strike me as being Mask Master's normal run of goon," Poly said, trying to pitch his voice to sound as 'not Felix' as possible. He grabbed onto Penny's arm, helping to haul her to her feet. She shook her head, her hair poofing outwards with a faint sprong sound effect. She put her hand on her back, popping it.
"Whaaat?" she asked. "Dude, no! He's not even a sexy villain like the Clown Prince of Crime or anything!" she said.
"Then why were you wearing this, citizen?" Poly asked, flicking his finger down and yanking the Scary Terry mask up with a polymer strand.
Penny frowned, thinking. "Well, I was at the Valentines Day party, gettin' laid, like you do," she said. "When...there was this huge explosion of pink light. And...like...I was just crazy in love with this mask..." She blinked. "Like I wanted to marry it and live with it until my old age..." She shook her head. "That's weird. I'm definitely not a bigot, but I don't think inanimate objects and people should get married."
Poly frowned, then turned around, to look at the back yard.
The glowing pink energy that had been filling the air was gone.
"That can't be good," he and Penny said at the same time.
Poly sprinted for the corner of the house. He slowed down when he heard a voice. A cackling, laughing, monologuing kind of voice.
"You see," the voice said. "The one thing that has kept my slave masks from working is that one rule. You cannot control minds. But I've discovered an exception, thanks to this little holiday. There is one force that has controlled and compelled human thoughts since the dawn of time. Eros. Love. Romantic love."
Poly's brow furrowed as he leaned around the corner. There were all his fellow students, kneeling, their faces concealed by masks. Penny squished up against his back and Poly almost fell around the corner in shock. He looked back, but Penny held up her finger, shushing him. Poly tried to not give in to the immediate and probably pretty logical reaction that seeing a civilian (let alone one he knew) in a superhero fight zone. His first reaction was to web her up into a thick bundle of oxygen with springs around the outside, then kick her as hard as he could down the street so she'd end up way out of the danger zone. But that would have made quite a lot of noise. Besides, he had no idea if it'd actually be safe.
Poly realized that he had missed a few words on the big speech. He leaned back around to see Mask Master -- at least, that was who he assumed the tall, gangly figure in black with the obsidian face mask was -- leaning down to whisper to Lady Justice, who was...glued to the ground by greenish goop. Again. Shit.
"Love is the key," Mask Master was saying, holding up a sleek, ornate looking opera mask. It glowed a pale pink, and as he watched, Lady Justice squirmed. She bit her lip, her face flushed...and then she did something that made Poly's eyes almost pop out of his mask.
"Putitonmerightnow!" She whimpered, sounding almost as desperate as she had for his cock. The mask was glowing brighter pink now, shining on her face. Poly was so shocked that he almost didn't start to move until it was nearly too late. He rolled around the corner, flicked out a cable, and jerked the mask out of Mask Master's hand. The opera mask flew through the air towards him, but Mask Master seemed more amused than infuriated.
"He's stealing your mask, Lady Injustice," Mask Master purred.
Lady Justice growled, her eyes flaring with a mixture of jealousy and rage. Her fingers clenched and Mask Master flicked his fingers, sending a knife shooting from a hidden bracer on his wrist. The knife slashed open the goo and Lady Justice flew at Polymath like she had been fired from a cannon. Poly yelped and ducked, but the glancing impact of her body sent him flying backwards, smashing into the fence behind him. He went through with a shower of splinters, his uniform flexing to spread the impact out as much as it could.
Still fucking hurt.
He hit the lawn in the next house over, rolled, and came up to his feet. Lady Justice was floating above him, holding the mask. She panted. "This mask is mine," she crooned, her voice filled with...
Love.
"It's not real!" Poly shouted. But it was too late.
Lady Justice slipped the mask onto her face. Willingly.
The flare of energy that crackled along her body swept from head to toes. Her hair grew longer and the brilliant red became streaked with black lines, making her look almost tigerish. Her silver uniform became more taut, then started to tear. Whole swaths of it fell away, leaving her dressed in a dominatrix style mixture of straps and collars and buckles, revealing her thighs, her belly, the underside of her breasts. A spiked collar formed around her throat, and what had once been silver turned a dark black. Her cape fell away, pattering onto the ground, leaving her back entirely bare as she rolled her shoulders slowly, sighing with pure pleasure. The blindfold was gone -- in its place was the opera mask of Lady Injustice.
She grinned, wickedly, then dropped to the ground with a quiet grunt. "Hmm..." She said, looking at her hands -- which were glad in fingerless gloves. She flexed her fingers. "Different powerset."
"Lady Justice," Polymath said. "Your mind is being controlled."
"That's impossible," she said, crooning happily. "You're just jealous that I've found something better than you." She reached up, gently rubbing her mask with one finger, shivering happily.
Okay, Poly thought. I just need to get the mask off her and break her out of the spell. Easy. She's just the most powerful heroine currently in the city. I can do this. He clenched his hands.
And that was when the sledgehammer smashed into his chest. He went flying backwards and smashed into the side of a car. His back crunched and he groaned, then sprawled on the ground. He shook himself, trying to get his arms underneath him -- and then five legs seemed to kick into his side and he went rolling along the sidewalk, before catching up against a street light. He shook himself as he stood, watching as Lady Injustice casually walked towards him, rolling her shoulders. She was glowing with a pale silvery light -- her fingers crackled with a silver flame and she looked nearly...orgasmic.
"God this is so much easier," she purred.
She flicked a finger.
A right cross that felt like it had been thrown by a champion prize fighter smashed into Poly's jaw. He went staggering to his hands and knees, his palms going to the ground. He coughed and blood pattered onto the ground. Polymath's brain was buzzing -- crackling with pain and horror. But...he was still Polymath. And he hadn't just picked his name for the fact he could make polymerstrands. He had always been smart -- and he was looking at Lady Justice's original powerset. Kinetic redistribution? But she hadn't been given any kinetic energy to throw at him. But she had also become Injustice.
"Maybe I'll take you alive. Maybe I'll let the Master put a mask on you. Make you my little boy toy. Doesn't that sound nice?" Lady Injustice purred as she walked forward. Her high heels clicked ominously.
Poly flung himself to the side, kicking off the ground as hard as he could. The sidewalk he had stood on exploded into a shower of fragments, like he had just avoided a blow that might have cracked his spine. Poly kept running, sprinting as hard as he could towards the nearest house. The door he was running towards exploded into a shower of splinters, which shot towards him like a shotgun. Poly jerked his arms up, polymerizing every splinter into a huge net, then spun, flinging the mass at Lady Injustice. She held up her arm and the ground before her erupted into an explosion. Bits of stone and pavement flew upwards, deflecting the splinter barrage.
I was right, Poly thought. She went from kinetic redistribution to kinetic inversion. Anything that stands still, she can invert that lack of energy into an explosion.
He kept running, knowing that to stop was to die. But there was a tiny problem with his plan. He had just run into his house. But more importantly, he had just run into a tightly enclosed space that was full of completely stationary objects. He swore he could hear Lady Injustice's grin. He had a few seconds before-
The house exploded.
***
God. Being evil felt amazing. Lady Injustice rolled her shoulders, sighing happily as she walked slowly towards the smoldering ruins of her house. She knew it was her house. But she didn't...really care. So what if she blew it up, it wasn't like her son was in there. Oh her son. She'd need to make sure he understood her new relationship with her mask. The mask was everything. She loved her mask. It confined her. It held her. It was like being bound, but deeper and more perfect than any handcuff, any spreader bar. It bound her mind.
And she loved it.
Her shoes crunched on the rubble as she stepped up onto the small landing leading up to the front porch. Bits of wood, chunks of stone, shards of glittering glass, all of it was strewn outwards around the blast sight. As she looked down, trying to find the shredded body of Polymath -- shame about killing him. She felt a tiny pang at the thought of losing that cock. But there was no way the tiny flicker of love she had felt for him could even stand up next to the glorious adoration she felt for her mask.
Mmm.
She caressed her mask lovingly -- and then saw that the floor of her house had collapsed down into her old secret hideout. She shook her head.
Rubble shifted.
Lady Injustice beamed and she stepped off the side of the porch, dropping down the hole to land in her own secret hideout. "Well, well, Polymath. I wasn't expecting to bring you here, but..." She reached down, grabbing some rubble. She might not be able to redistribute kinetic energy anymore, but she was still physically strong. She tossed the long, flat piece of wood that had fallen atop Polymath aside. Then blinked.
She was looking at a sphere of shimmering black fiber, which looked like it had completely cocooned Polymath's body. The surface was roughly textured, like it was covered in thousands of tiny springs. The cocoon exploded outwards, stored kinetic energy smashing her into the wall. She staggered and then brought her arms up as Polymath came up fighting. He dragged himself towards her with a pair of strands connected to the walls of her old hideout, legs flung up. She jerked to the side and those feet smashed into the wall rather than her head. Polymath flipped off the wall -- but she saw where he was going to land.
She blew up the floor. He was flung against the wall, then skidded down, groaning.
Lady Injustice slammed her arm down, grabbing his throat. She lifted him up, pinning him against the wall.
"So, what do you think of my hideout?" she purred.
"Huh?" Polymath whispered, his eyes narrowing behind his mask, his teeth gritted as he tried to keep himself from crying out in pain.
"Oh, yeah. For years, people tried to find it. But no one ever thought that Lady Justice lived in suburbia," she crooned, happily.
Polymath's eyes widened.
Lady Injustice expected pleading. Begging. Reminders of the time they had shared on the roof. Hell, part of her was even ready to accept him switching sides and becoming a villain. It was rare, but it happened.
Nothing in her was ready for what she heard instead.
"...Mom?"
Lady Injustice blinked. "W...What?"
Some people theorized that the mask, the costume, the secret name? They were all part of a deeper superpower. An ability that helped to maintain the status quo. They pointed out how some disguises that had been revealed by history and deaths were just so fucking flimsy. Hyperion, before his death in 1989, had simply put a pair of glasses on, for gods sake. That theory hadn't been fully tested. But if it was true, then that power, like all powers, could be overcome. And in that one instance, that one word, Lady Injustice could see through Polymath's disguise and see the familiar face of her son. Her own lovely, intelligent, gentle son, Felix.
Oh god, she thought. I'm killing him.
I love the mask, the mask wants him to die.
No Felix-
I love the mask, the mask wants him to die.
He's. My.
SON
Lady Injustice let Felix drop through nerveless fingers, stepping backwards, her hands going to her face. As she looked down at Felix, who was gasping quietly, she could hear footsteps. Turning, she saw Mask Master walking up to the house. He looked down into the basement, and his voice crooned in her ear, in her mind. "Finish it, Lady Injustice. We have a world to conquer."
Lady Injustice's hands shook.
I love the mask. The mask wants. Him. To. Die.
Her hands clenched.
Energy gathered as she felt all the places where her new power of kinetic inversion could be applied. Felix was completely still. She could snap his neck with a single blast, focused at his jaw. Mask Master chuckled, quietly. His voice was gloating. "Come on. I want to take you home, you fucking cougar, and ride you..." he sounded so very pleased with himself.
Lady Injustice licked her lips. "Master..." she said, quietly. "I'm a MILF."
She focused.
There was something else that was perfectly still.
Mask Master's obsidian mask exploded. He went flying backwards, screaming, his face covered in thin lacerations. Green energy rippled outwards, and chunks of his mask -- flaring like green meteorites -- zipped outwards in every direction. Chunks smashed into the wall and the floor around Lady Injustice. She didn't flinch. Instead, she reached up and tore off her mask, gasping heavily as she felt her body shudder and her powers revert with a slow, easing feeling. It was like stretching out after being cramped for a while.
"Y...You okay?" Felix asked as he stood, shakily.
"W-What the fuck are we going to do?" Susan whispered, looking at him -- as confused sounds came from the next house over.
The other masks were coming off.
***
Felix lay on his bed in the apartment that Project Aegis had gotten him and his mom, at least until the house got rebuilt. Officially, she had gotten it herself. Project Aegis didn't know that Polymath was Felix Fong -- they didn't ask until they absolutely had to know what a secret identity was. Lady Justice...Susan...Mom...had gone decades before she had needed to reveal her ID during the Darkthornn Invasion.
His phone buzzed. Felix's heart leaped into his throat -- but he saw it was just from Penny.
I GOTTA SHOW YOU SOMETHING! She had sent.
Felix could not give two fucks about the new boytoy that Penny had found. He set the phone down and kept looking at the ceiling. Less than a room away was his mom. Was she in her bed too, thinking about the time on the roof? Was she thinking about how the first time Felix had ever made love, he had done it to his mother? Was she wearing...his face heated as he realized that his thoughts had shifted, almost without him realizing it, from thinking about what she was feeling to thinking about the curve of her breasts, the flatness of her belly, the soft, welcoming folds of her pussy.
That's. Your. Mom, he tried to tell himself.
But he was already hard as steel. His cock strained against his jeans, bulging. His face heated and he put his hands over his face. His stomach growled -- and when he peeked through his fingers, he saw that it was nearly midnight. He had school tomorrow, but his sleep schedule was completely fucked up, thanks to this long ass, crazy day. It was still Valentines Day, and his life had gone from exciting to totally fucked because he was sick.
But...
But...
Felix shook his head. He stood, adjusting his pants, trying to get them to hide his bulge as he headed for the kitchen in the little apartment. Opening the door from his room, he saw no sign of his Mom in the kitchen. Regret and relief warred in his belly as he walked to the fridge. Opening it up, he saw the Project had stocked it at least. He grabbed a stick of string cheese from the fridge, then turned and found himself looking at his Mom.
Mom had gotten out of her room, wearing her night-robe. The robes were drawn taut over her body and she looked faintly shocked to see him up and about. Quietly, she said: "Isn't it a school night?"
Felix closed the door to the fridge. "Uh..." he paused. "Couldn't sleep."
Mom nodded. She walked slowly to the counter in the kitchen, then sat down on one of the stools laid out before it. She put her elbows on the counter. Her mouth opened. Then closed. Felix continued to stand perfectly still. All he could see was her face, illuminated by the night lights in the kitchen. It left the rest of her body in shadow -- hints of curves and sleekness. He could almost imagine she was naked underneath the pool of light. Nude and waiting for his hands to discover how she felt. The longing to touch her, to hear her mewling moans filled him.
What was wrong with him?
"We should talk," Mom finally said.
Felix nodded, mutely.
Mom and he remained silent for what felt like an eternity.
"I'm sorry," Mom said.
"What for?" Felix asked.
"For..." Mom flushed. "For taking advantage of you."
"Uh, I'm pretty sure that I wasn't taken advantage of," Felix said, feeling a momentary flare of annoyance. "I was the one putting you in handcuffs."
Mom's entire face went red. She shifted and, for just a moment, the light spilled along the front of her night robes. The robes had shifted, revealing the delicious valley of her breasts. Felix's jeans nearly split. She glared at him, but there was a bit of playfulness in that glare. "But I was the adult there."
"I'm eighteen. And a superhero now, Mom," Felix said. His voice was slightly rough. Mom actually bit her lip.
Is she getting turned on too? Felix thought. Mom shifted, then drew her robes tighter around herself as if she wanted to conceal herself as much as she could. She looked away from him, her voice quiet. "We can't let anyone know," she said. "And never do it again."


"Yeah," Felix said.
"The Project would...be pissed," she said, her voice quiet.
"So...they can never know," Felix said. How had Mom gotten closer? Felix realized why. He was walking forward. Slowly. Carefully. But he was. His stomach felt like it was filled with butterflies. Like he was on the edge of the building again, looking down, waiting to see what he'd do once he leaped off. Mom, her eyes downcast, nodded.
"Good thing we're superheroes, huh?" Felix whispered. His hand reached out and he cupped her cheek. The string cheese plopped softly on the ground. Forgotten. Mom's entire body tensed as Felix turned her head to face his, her eyes and his meeting. His voice was a rough burr, his words nearly inaudible. "We're good at keeping secrets."
Mom drew back. "We can't," she whispered. But her eyes said something else. The way her robes slipped open as she stepped off the stool said otherwise. Felix could see her breasts heaving, her nipples hardening. His fingers flicked and he wrapped strands around her wrists, then jerked her close, and Mom leaped with the movement. Her legs scissored around his waist, wanton, desperate. She wrapped herself around him without even the tiniest of urging, and her mouth and his met and he plunged his tongue into her mouth. It felt so fucking wrong.
But it felt so fucking right.
She moaned, her fingers locking through his hair, her tongue pushing against him with a wanton desperation. Then her mouth broke contact and she gasped. She was laughing. "I can't believe we're doing this, honey," she whispered. He leaned forward, nuzzling her neck as he rested her rump on the counter. For just a second. His teeth nipped her skin and she crooned. "Bed. Now."
The bedroom was two steps away. Felix laid Mom down on it, then used a few strands to jerk the blinds closed. Just in case. When his eyes flicked back to his Mom, he saw that she was rolling her shoulders, wriggling as she slipped out of her robes. She sprawled on the bed -- a goddess with curves and very faint stretch marks. Her hair spilled around her, a brilliant crimson halo. Her sex was completely bare and soaked. She spread her thighs slowly, and her voice was a quiet, desperate moan. "Honey...I...I'm on Shield..."
"So..." Felix tugged his shirt up. His grin was cocky. "What you're saying is you want me to cum inside you?"
Mom's nod was mute. Desperate.
Felix slid his pants down. His cock sprang free and Mom let out a quiet, eager gasp as she saw him. Then Felix crawled onto the bed. His whole body felt like it was on fire. He had gone so far, so far beyond the pale. But it felt so fucking good. He kissed her belly, then her breasts, worshipfully. He sucked on the tit he had suckled on when he was a child, watching his mother's face contort with pleasure. She squirmed and gasped as he sucked harder, then broke the contact with a wet smacking sound. By now, his cock was nestled between her thighs, teasing her taint, then her pussy as he reared back slightly.
"When I first fucked you," Felix purred.
"Mmmh..." Mom's eyes fluttered shut. She was rolling her hips slowly, grinding against him.
"I said...I thought...I was born for this," Felix whispered, leaning closer. His mouth kissed her neck, then her chin, then her ear. "I guess I was right."
He sheathed himself inside of her in a single, luxurious thrust. Mom's back arched, her breasts mashing against his chest, her fingernails digging into his back. Felix started to fuck her. Not fast and furious like on the roof. Oh no. No. This was slower. This was gentler. This was taking his time. He reared back, his hands going to her knees, lifting and spreading her thighs as his hips drove his cock into her with steady, powerful thrusts. He watched her face, grinning as he did so. Mom looked utterly beautiful, moaning and gasping as she arched her spine, like a cat in heat.
"Felix..." she gasped. "Son."
Felix shuddered.
It was wrong.
But so right.
He had had that thought at least five times, echoing in his head -- but it only amplified his pleasure, hearing the sound of his mother's contralto voice filling the bedroom, mixing with the loud, wet noises of his cock plunging into her again and again and again. He grunted as he fucked her faster and faster, unable to keep the slow pace. But from the eager gasps that escaped from her again and again, he was pretty sure that she wanted it faster.
"Felix!" she whimpered. "Oh god, I...oh god, I love you!"
"Me too, Mom!" Felix let the words out. "God, I love you!"
"Cum in me! Cum in me, honey!" Mom moaned, her back arching, her sex clenching. Felix couldn't stop himself. He thrust home one last time, his balls clenching. Overflowing. His seed spilled into her, painting her womb. He gushed into her, his balls clenching again and again, as if he was being squeezed by a fist. His whole body tensed up with every spurt, and his moans were loud and husky, escaping through his clenched jaw. But even before he had finished, Mom was sitting up. Her lips claimed his and her arms wrapped about him. They rolled in the bed, and before Felix knew it, he was on his back, and Mom's weight was a comforting blanket atop him.
She broke the kiss.
Felix wrapped an arm around her.
Very quietly, he whispered. "Happy Valentines Day, Mom."
And they fell into sleep, locked together.
***
Susan reached out in the morning, groaning. She picked up the phone on the nightstand. She hit speed dial.
"Mr. Farthers?" she said into the phone. "Yeah, this is Miss Fong..."
Behind her, her son's tongue continued to delve into her pussy, eating her out with a wild abandon. She bit her lip, hard, to keep from moaning as the school's secretary, Mr. Farthers responded: "Yes Miss Fong, how can I help you?"
Once the pleasure wave had passed, Susan grinned. "Sorry to say, but my son's come down with a serious flu."
"Oh, I understand," the secretary said.
The phone clicked off and Susan buried her face into her pillows.
She knew it couldn't last.
But she was going to hold on with both hands...for as long as she could.
THE END
Epilogue
Penny was running in circles behind the bleachers, bouncing every other step as she did so, her hands flapping excitedly. She stopped her running, looked around to see if anyone had shown up yet. Ugh! Where the FUCK was-
"Sorry, I'm here!" Felix said, ducking around the corner of the bleacher. He had been out of school for, like, a week. With the flu. Ugh! Who would let something as stupid like the flu get in the way of the biggest, most important thing ever? Penny said as much.
"Dude! What took you so freaking long, I've been texting you all week! What have you been doing, fucking your Mom in an illicit relationship doomed to discovery and personal tragedy?" she asked, flinging her arms up in the air.
Felix gaped at her. "W-What?"
"Anywho, on to important stuff," Penny said. "Remember Mask Master blowing up your house?"
"Yeah, Polymath told me about it," Felix said. "He apologized like, ten times. The dude needs to get the stick out of his ass. It's a super battle, these things happen."
"Yeah..." Penny paused. "I was there. I saw the whole freaking thing."
"Did you now?" Felix asked -- his voice a strange mixture of detached and curious. Penny grinned. He had no idea what she was about to show him, did he? She grinned, then leaned forward. "Do you know how the battle ended?" At Felix's head shake, she took hold of her shirt, stretching it outwards in excitement. "Okay. So. Lady Justice, like, blew up the mask somehow. The Mask Master's mask, that is! Which, as we both know, is actually a conduit to some eldrich power or something."
"I...didn't actually-"
"And it exploded into chunks and BOOM!" Penny lifted her shirt, showing off not only her amazingly squishy and delicious breasts...
But also the glowing, green chunk that rested right above her heart. It shimmered and rippled, pulsating in time with her heart beat.
Penny lowered her shirt, beaming at Felix's stunned expression.
"Wanna know what powers I got?" she asked, cheerfully.
Felix...blinked at her.
"What?" she asked.

