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Into Her Web

Melissa Tander stood at the podium, gripped the sides, and looked out at the audience. Just before answering, she allowed her gaze to sweep across the large buildings that comprised Nova University—just one more piece of her ideal city.

A decade ago, the idea that a billionaire could organize and fund the creation of brand-new cities would have seemed laughable. And yet, Melissa was now the second woman to successfully create a new city in her image. Every day, companies announced that they were moving to Nova. Better yet, people kept talking about her city. This was a place of hope and prominence. Researchers, white-collar workers, and tradespeople flocked to the city.

There were so many opportunities.

Scientists were eager to join her programs, especially those dedicated to understanding the superhero phenomenon. Considering that amazing and extraordinary powers were now developing among statistically significant portions of the population, Melissa supposed that building a couple of new cities didn’t warrant very much attention.

But with this in mind, she decided she had waited long enough. She had allowed the atmosphere of anticipation to build, so now she looked out at the journalists, the other donors up front, the students, professors, and researchers who would work here.

“Welcome, everyone. Today, we open a new resource for our students and scientists. The Nova University Genetics Laboratory will be one of the most advanced on the planet. We have already secured funding for more than a decade, plus the facilities here are state of the art.”

Melissa looked down at the students and said, “As you contemplate your futures, imagine how you can make the world a better place. That is always the goal of science. That is always the goal of art, learning, and—I believe—humanity.”

Granted, there was one goal she and so many other women here had.

Tander may not have wielded superpowers herself, but she considered money to be good enough. She could let other people fly through the air, shoot lightning bolts, or turn invisible. Yes, those abilities were impressive, but she had already hired several heroes of her own.

“It is vital that we create a society where everyone can be protected and safe.” She contemplated this for a moment and considered how superpowers had changed the world.

Before this, social media focused on tiny miracles and petty arguments. When one girl in New York started posting videos of her ability to fly, people called it a hoax. Then she decided to put on a mask and stop a bank robbery. Of course, she wore a body cam and posted the whole thing.

Melissa still remembered walking through the office and noticing how everyone was staring down at their phones or computer screens. Every few seconds, there would be s disciplined gasping cry of dismay. She asked what was going on, and her assistant quickly answered, “It’s Iliana Torres. She gets shot, but she’s okay. You can see the videos. They are amazing!”

But Iliana wasn’t the first one. She quickly became the Jade Huntress. Then other young women had a couple of boys start posting their own videos.

The skepticism was obvious, especially from experienced journalists, scientists, and others. And yet, the videos continued to flood out onto the web. Iliana may have been the first, but she wasn’t the last. Not only that, people started to see it for themselves.

At some point, maybe a century ago, witnessing a plane flying through the air for the first time would have been astonishing. Only now, people cut across the sky on their own.

It looked exactly like something out of a superhero movie.

Perhaps that was what made it so easy. Psychologically and pop culturally, people were prepared. They’d been watching supers play across the screen for years, so yeah—this could be normal too. Besides, technology had advanced faster and faster. The modern psyche was ready for this kind of dramatic change.

Well, most people had been prepared for it. Inevitably, certain elements online argued that this all had to be some kind of grand conspiracy. Melissa hadn’t bothered learning how they tried to connect the toothpaste industry to superpowers, but those were the whispers in the darker corners of the internet. Then of course, others stepped forward and argued these new powers had to be miracles.

That idea may have worked brilliantly until the super villains stepped forward. Suddenly, powerful individuals were battling in the streets. To those in rural communities, this was just one more reason why the cities were dangerous. To people in places like San Francisco and New York, the battles were rare. If anything, they just became a new kind of natural disaster. The insurance industry adjusted, raising premiums a little bit, and life went on as normal.

That’s why Melissa could be right there in front of these students. As she looked out, she smiled at the mostly female crowd. Yes, she had spotted a few observations online. Nova City seemed to have a disproportionate number of women in leadership positions. A few had to point this out. Several groups have even rallied around the idea of boycotting or attacking Nova, but Melissa had money. With cash came influence, both physical and digital.

It was easy enough to shout down the naysayers, especially when she employed advanced quick farms and nearly unstoppable algorithms. More often than not, the digital trolls found themselves arguing in circles with her bots.

“As always, remember: with great power and influence comes incredible responsibility.”

“Liar!” A voice boomed out across the crowd. Melissa had the speakers and microphone on her side, yet his voice cut through the air, causing everyone to immediately turn around.

Dozens of cell phones came out to see the intruder.

“This laboratory is a farce!” The voice seemed to slam down into the crowd like explosive thunder.

Melissa tightened her grip on the edges of the podium. “And who are you?” She understood the protocol here; even as her snipers and guards moved into position, She needed to keep him talking.

Him. That was pretty rare, she reflected. And yet, most superpowered individuals were women. Of course, plenty of scientists were still debating this point. It was distinctly possible that there were lots of men who had developed abilities, but they had simply hidden them. Granted, Melissa laughed whenever she evaluated that theory—seriously, when had men ever been quiet about their talents? Others argued that it had something to do with makeup or some chemical only used in women’s clothing.

Melissa, like so many other women, held onto a different opinion: evolution had smiled down on the female half of humanity because they were always destined to be the superior gender. Granted, she still had to deal with a few male politicians, which meant keeping her opinions to herself, but this fool seemed to reinforce everything she already believed about men, especially those who thought they had some chance as super villains.

As the crowd recorded him, a man in a black trench coat and mirrored shades, slicked back hair, and a metal staff in one hand seemed to roar, “I am the bringer of truth! I am the Rage Mage!” Considering that he seemed to float on a solid, dark gray cloud, the name almost made sense.

The Rage Mage? Melissa resisted the urge to smile. As a businesswoman, she understood the importance of marketing and influence, yet this guy looked like a joke.

“And what do you want?”

“Nova City must be brought to its knees. You built this place as a haven for lies and deception! As such, I will destroy in all! And I’m going to start with your new laboratory!”

Only then he raised his staff, and that’s when one of her snipers took a shot. The bullet sliced through the air, only to ping off of some kind of invisible shield.

“Your weapons can’t harm me!” The Rage Mage shouted.

He slashed his staff down through the air, and a bolt of lightning cut into the green grass. In less than another second, he slashed the air again, and a second bolt of silvery power slashed a fresh, black burn into the ground.

“Take him down!” Melissa shouted.

Another sniper pulled the trigger, sending a spray of bullets against the Rage Mage. Again, the impacts pinged without getting through his environmental shield.

The Rage Mage glanced to his left, then his right. He spotted the snipers. Those shots should have been perfect.

Melissa shouted, “Get out of there!”

“Too late,” said the Rage Mage. This time, he didn’t seem to shout, yet the air carried his promise.

Melissa felt her insides tighten. As a billionaire, she understood how corrosive money could be. Yes, it could spark greed and avarice, but there was something else: it could dehumanize the rest of the population. She had spent way too much time with other rich people, many of whom used their resources to isolate themselves as much is possible. Whether that meant watching games from skyboxes or chartering private flights, they did their best to avoid normal people. Before long, they saw anyone without obscene amounts of wealth as little more than chattel or livestock. It was ridiculous and toxic, but Melissa had witnessed it.

Now she had to wonder if those snipers were about to die for her.

Time seemed to slow down in that moment when the Rage Mage aimed his staff toward one of the other buildings. The bolt of lightning cascaded out, clawing across the air.

Melissa tried to shout the command, the order for her people to get out of there. They had to evacuate the university…

The bolt made it halfway to its target when a hydrant exploded in front of the building, and a wall of water stretched up toward the sky. The electricity dissipated, sparking and flaring along the liquid.

It was beautiful, Melissa thought.

As the wall of water fell back to the ground in a cascade of mist, another silhouette became visible.

Melissa had to wonder who she would be.

“You’re a coward!” Logan called out.

This was Logan Drake, also known as Riptide. The last of the mist faded away, leaving him standing there on top of shooting geyser of water.

Unlike the Rage Mage, Logan couldn’t use his abilities to amplify the volume of his voice. Still, he hoped he didn’t make a fool out of himself.

“You’re attacking a university. What’s wrong with you?”

The Rage Mage snorted. He rushed forward on his cloud, causing Logan to tense, only something about the villain’s body language made him hold off on launching an attack.

Because they were both aware of the dozens of cell phone cameras pointed in their direction, the Rage Mage let his voice call out, “This isn’t a center of learning. These women are programming the boys down in that audience. And the women? They’re being trained to take over!”

“You’re an idiot,” Riptide muttered under his breath before raising his voice, “What’s wrong? You can’t compete?”

The Rage Mage sparked with red energy. He bit down, curled his lips back, and snarled before his jaw opened into a roar.

Riptide called on his control over the water. The liquid continued to shoot from the hydrant, only now a second wall of water hardened in front of him. At the same time, the bolt of lightning slammed into him. Riptide imagined he could see the forking tendrils of electricity through the liquid before the energy burned away into oblivion.

He let the liquid fall back before channeling his telekinetic powers over the water. A blue fist formed, and it mirrored his own movements. Riptide threw out a punch, and it caught the Rage Mage.

The super villain tried to use his barrier, but it wasn’t strong enough.

The Rage Mage was thrown back. He flew through the air, passing one building after another. He’d probably land in Hypatia Park, Logan guessed.

Riptide let the flood of water carry him down to the street level. He rushed along, allowing the waves to flood through the street. The water followed him as he chased his target.

Just as Riptide spotted the Rage Mage again, he saw the villain had channeled his powers. Red electricity engulfed the mage as he let out another roar.

Riptide created another wall of water as the next bolt of energy crashed into him. This time, his defenses weren’t strong enough. The electricity slammed through his blue suit, electrifying every nerve in his body.

A scream was ripped from his throat as the world morphed into incandescent pain. Then it dissipated, and he found himself on his knees. He looked up and around, all while expecting to see the Rage Mage poised above him and ready to murder him.

It happened.

Riptide had told himself that he was ready, only now his insides tightened with a rush of fear.

He wasn’t supposed to die like this, he thought.

But the Rage Mage wasn’t right there above him all ready with some maniacal laugh. Instead, he was back in the air, riding his storm cloud, and some kind of silvery cord had wrapped around his wrists, pulling his arm back. He tried to yank himself free, but he wasn’t succeeding.

Riptide followed that silvery cord down to a woman in black with white boots and matching gloves. She wore a mask like so many other heroes. Hers was black and shimmered like the rest of her formfitting suit, only her strawberry blonde hair waved out from beneath her hood.

She pulled hard, the Rage Mage snarled, and brought his hand up. Energy coursed along his body, coalescing into a red sphere in the palm of his hand. He launched it, the energy spun down, crashed hard right at the woman’s feet, knocking her back.

Having caught his breath, Riptide rushed forward. He ran, threw his arms back, splayed his fingers, and slammed his hands together as he summoned the stray molecules of water. They answered his plea, coming back together into another wave. The water slipped underneath his boots, lifted him, and he rode the wave up toward the Rage Mage.

Without thinking, Riptide threw a punch. He caught the Rage Mage right in the jaw.

The villain stumbled back. He lost his concentration for an instant. He started to fall as the storm cloud faded beneath him. With another thought, he reconstituted it.

Crossing his forearms, he snarled, “I will rip you apart!”

Red energy knocked into Riptide, slamming him back. He soon found himself tumbling down onto the grass. He scraped down against the grass before slamming into a tree trunk. The air was knocked from his lungs, and he clenched his eyes shut as he tried to let the pain go.

“You were a fool for fighting me. Don’t you understand? I am the Rage Mage. When you anger me, you power my abilities!” He let out a growling laugh.

When his vision cleared, Riptide saw the villain standing above him. He had the staff raised, and now he was about to skewer Riptide.

The superhero knew he could endure the kinds of shock and trauma that would’ve killed a regular human. When he jerked his steering wheel to avoid that deer who wandered into the street, his car had ripped through the road’s metal barrier, and his vehicle sailed down the cliff and right into the ocean. He still remembered the way his stomach dropped as he watched the waves come closer and closer—way too fast and way too slow.

Strangely enough, Riptide couldn’t remember actually hitting the water. He couldn’t recall the twisting metal or shattering glass.

After the crash, he pulled himself from the water, crawled back up onto the shore, and he could feel it. The molecules of the waves, the energy in the water, all of it there, ready to obey him.

“I hate the idea of killing a superpowered man, but you picked the wrong side, Riptide,” said the Rage Mage.

Logan already knew it would be futile to try anything. Bringing the water back under his command would take too long. The staff would impale him long before he could mount a defense or launch an attack.

Hardening his lips, Logan stared at his would-be assassin.

The Rage Mage drew his staff back and was ready to slam it down into his opponent like a javelin piercing some inanimate target.

An instant before he could launch his weapon, a silvery strand of light snapped out like the tip of a rope and wrapped itself around the metal staff.

Infuriated, the Rage Mage turned and promised, “You are dead!”

Grateful for the assistance, Riptide launched himself forward. He drew on his preternatural strength, slammed into the Rage Mage, and knocked the man back. In that same moment, the woman yanked on the cord, and the staff flew away from the super villain.

Riptide threw a punch, caught the Rage Mage in his stomach. With a woof, the Rage Mage stumbled back, but Riptide refused to give him a chance. For the moment, he was disoriented. He couldn’t pull his thoughts or emotions together.

If the Rage Mage could concentrate his anger again, his powers would redouble.

Riptide threw one punch after another. He slammed his fist into his opponent. With every crushing contact, he watched as the super villain kept stumbling and falling back.

Just as Riptide really started to believe he had won this fight, he raised his fist again, launched his knuckles forward, only to have his punch slam ineffectively down against the Rage Mage’s open palm. He caught Logan’s punch!

The moment the Rage Mage had his knuckles, he funneled his fury into another bold, and painful course causing energy to race through riptide. It sizzled along his nerves, throwing him back.

The Rage Mage tackled him, slamming him down. Riptide fell to the soft ground, only to watch as the criminal lifted his foot and slammed his heel down. Logan gasped. The air was knocked from his lungs again, and his vision blurred.

“Get away from him!”

Riptide turned his head as best he could. He saw the woman in black once again. She sauntered forward and twirled a pair of silver cords. Each one glistened and blurred on the air. They looked like silvery discs as she sauntered toward the criminal.

“Get out of here,” Riptide tried to gasp. “You have to get out of here!”

This woman had helped, but he didn’t think she would be able to take on someone like the Rage Mage. Riptide had spent a lot of time online, studying the different videos and analyses of these super villains.

None of them appeared to be as powerful as the Rage Mage.

“You stopped me before,” he said. “I won’t let you stop me again.”

The Rage Mage lifted his hand, flexed his fingers, and his staff shot back into his waiting palm. Wrapping his fingers around the iron shaft, he lifted the weapon, swung down, and cracked it down against Riptide’s chest.

The superhero coughed and gasped as his vision blurred again. He clenched his eyes shut even as he tried to hold back that deluge of pain.

The woman ran forward, jumped up, and extended her boot. She caught the Rage Mage right in his chest. He stumbled back, only to laugh.

In the next moment, he took his staff in both of his hands, raised it over his head, and tried to chop down like he was about to split a log.

Riptide tried as hard as he could to move, to simply get his body to obey. He had to stop the Rage Mage; he had to save her!

With a flick of her wrists, she dismissed the silvery discs right as the staff was about to crash down to crush her. At the last instant, the woman raised her hand and a beam of telekinetic force appeared.

She crossed the beams together and held the staff back.

Dropping one hand away from his shaft, the Rage Mage threw out his palm and caught the woman in the chest with a red bull’s eye of angry lightning. Just as riptide had done, she flew through the air and landed hard against an unyielding tree trunk.

Riptide thought he heard something crunch or break, but it could have been his imagination.

“Which one should I kill first?” asked the super villain. He chuckled, glanced down at riptide, and said, “You seem like the chivalrous sort. I’ll kill her first.”

“I won’t let you!” Riptide grunted back. Or at least, he made the attempt. Those words came out more like a wheezed cough. Yes, his superior healing factor and metabolism would repair the damage done to his body, but he would need a few minutes, maybe a few hours.

“Try to stop me,” snorted the Rage Mage.

Riptide looked around.

On a beach or a boat, he could be an unstoppable opponent. Out here, in the middle of a park, his options were limited. Yes, this was beautifully green, manicured grass, but that didn’t help him, especially because he didn’t have the strength to draw the moisture out of the soil.

Scrambling to come up with some kind of solution, he called out, “You’re a coward! You’re a coward for going after that woman. You think you’re a real man? Then fight me!”

The Rage Mage turned, and his eyes blazed. The red sparks of electricity burned along his irises, bright enough to be seen behind his shades’ mirrored lenses.

“Only because you want to die so badly!”

Riptide positioned himself. He saw exactly what he needed and knew he might be able to make this work. The timing had to be perfect…

The Rage Mage rushed forward, his black boots stomping down against the grass. With a barbaric roar, he lifted the staff, and he was about to impale riptide!

At last moment, Logan threw himself to the side, rolled, and probably felt something bruise or break. Only then it didn’t matter because the staff crashed down through the dirt and hit the pipe. This beautifully manicured grass needed constant supervision, which included a sprinkler system.

The water gushed out onto the air, but the Rage Mage didn’t recognize his mistake.

Riptide concentrated. He used the pain still reverberating through his body. He could feel those molecules bouncing against one another, the liquid just waiting to obey his telepathic commands. His fingers tightened, and the water twisted through the air like a weapon before slipping down and slamming into the Rage Mage.

Knocked forward, he spun around as though he expected find some other opponent.

Riptide concentrated again; this time, the H20 molecules hardened and solidified into dozens of pointed darts. Flexing his fingers, he watched those tiny missiles fly at the super villain.

The Rage Mage didn’t bother trying to block or defend himself. The first dart pierced his armor, ripped through his body, and emerged from the other side.

The Rage Mage seemed to grow stronger. Fresh sparks and bolts of electricity ran along his body. They darted over his legs, his back, his chest, and his face.

“I can’t be defeated!”

Riptide refused to give up. He continued the assault, launching one of those darts after another. Three, four, five, seven, ten sliced through the Rage Mage.

“I am hate incarnate!” screamed the Rage Mage. Even as the splatters of blood shot from the exit wounds, Riptide refused to stop. The water sprayed into the sky, and he kept hoping the Rage Mage could be brought down.

But if he channeled anger and pain into power, could anything destroy the super villain?

For the first time, Logan really had to wonder if one man might be capable of destroying an entire city…

Up until now, every major catastrophe and cataclysm had been avoided. There was a reason why so many people viewed supers as a novelty, like a new form of entertainment.

“I’m not going to let you hurt these people,” Logan promised. He could barely get the words past his lips, but he didn’t do this for the fans. Unlike other superheroes, he didn’t care about endorsement deals or getting a school named after him. When he emerged from the water after that crash, he knew he had to use these abilities.

With his own roar, Riptide forced the molecules together into one long, slender spear. The impossibly sharp tip shot forward like a bolt, cut through the Rage Mage and exploded outward.

Riptide controlled those shards of ice as they tore through his body. It was a race: damage versus healing. But as muscles tore, bones broke, and organs were shredded, the Rage Mage finally went silent.

A strange look of chagrin passed across the super villain’s face as he seemed to recognize he had been defeated. He fell forward, closed his eyes, and lost consciousness.

Drawing himself back up onto his feet, Riptide glanced over and saw the SWAT team rushing in. Their leader, a woman, called out, “Get him locked down. I want him restrained with a neutralizing collar around his neck right now!”

Riptide stumbled back and glanced back at the water. It continued to spray into the air. He held out his hand and was just about to summon a wave to carry him away when someone reached out and touched his wrist.

“You didn’t say thank you,” she said.

“I saved your life,” he replied.

“Actually, I saved your life,” said the masked woman before raising two fingers, “Twice.”

“Maybe you did,” he said.”

“I guess you all may,” she said.

“And what would I owe you?” At this point, his superior healing had kicked in, meaning he could speak more easily. A regular man would have been struggling to survive, but he could feel his superpowered figure return second by second.

“Are you going to the Masked Charity Ball tomorrow night?”

Riptide couldn’t help himself; he burst out laughing, “No. No way.”

“Really? What’s wrong? Are you scared of the cameras?”

“It’s not that,” he replied, only there was a note of insecurity in his voice.

“Come on,” she said. She took him by the wrists, tugged, and pulled him closer. Through the transparent visor on his helmet, he couldn’t help but admire the contours of her legs, her narrow waist, and the curves of her chest.

Heat coalesced along his cheeks as he tried to figure out exactly what to say. Only then, she placed one hand on the back of his helmet, leaned upward, and pressed her lips to his.

His stomach tightened with fluttering butterflies. He hadn’t felt like this since middle school when a girl walked up to him and asked him out to a dance. Yes, she only asked because she didn’t want to be the only girl in her clique without a “date,” but the serendipitous impossibility seemed so amazing and perfect at the same time.

She let go, he shook his head, and that strange sense of weakness persisted.

“What, what should I call you?” Riptide asked.

“Me?” asked the gorgeous, black-clad woman. “I’m The Weaver, and I had better see you there tomorrow night. Trust me, Riptide, you don’t want me to have to hunt you down.”

She blew him a kiss, threw out her hand, and pulled herself up on one of those silver cords.

“The Weaver,” Logan whispered.

By this point, civilians started to approach nervously.

He held out his hand, called on his talents, and waited for a wave to coalesce beneath his feet. The water twitched, only to flow back. His brows creased with confusion, but he tried again. This time, the liquid obeyed.

That was strange, he thought. The fight must’ve taken more out of him than he expected.

The Masked Charity Ball.

When Logan first heard about it, he thought the idea was ridiculous. It made sense that superheroes would have fans and followers. Some actively managed their social media accounts, posting pictures and impossible selfies.

But a charity ball?

When Melissa Tander first announced the event, Logan snorted with undisguised disdain. Frankly, he thought there should be certain boundaries between supers and the general public.

Showing up in costume and courting corporate donors seemed… distasteful.

And yet, the idea of seeing her again made his stomach tighten pleasantly. As he rode his wave past the SWAT vehicles, uniformed officers, and gathering fans, Logan already knew what he’d do even if he couldn’t admit it to himself.

He made it out of the city and up north to his isolated home. He always took a circuitous route. He was sure that the government would you be able to figure out his secret identity if they tried hard enough, but he mostly wished to keep the tabloids and click-bait farmers out of his life for as long as possible.

Really, he just wanted to help people.

By the time he got back to his house, he dropped the wave and allowed the water to splash to the ground. He walked up into his house, pulled off his helmet, his uniform, and stretched.

In his bedroom, he pulled off his shirt and examined the different bruises. They had mostly healed, but a few red splotches remained.

Once or twice, Logan had entertained the idea of going to a hospital after a serious fight. He wondered what an x-ray or ultrasound might have revealed about the state of his organs, only he always decided he didn’t actually want to know what happened.

He trusted his healing factor to repair everything.

He threw himself down onto the bed, placed his fingers behind his head, and thought of her again.

She kissed him…

A little smile tugged at the corners of his mouth as he thought about that. He hadn’t seen her face, but she had saved his life. Twice.

That smile broadened.

Over the last couple of years, he had dated pretty casually, only one niggling concern always kept him from moving forward. If he dated a woman, she would be in danger.

But what if he dated a superheroine? What if he dated someone who could actually save his life while he fought a super villain?

This was ridiculous, he thought.

And yet, Logan still couldn’t push that sense of infatuation out of his head.

Where were these feelings coming from?

Logan started to question them, only then he remembered the shine of her hair, the confident lilt in her voice, and that alluring sense of mystery. It didn’t need to be anything special or unusual. He was a man who had met a woman, and now he was intrigued.

Just as importantly, he now had a date…

Amy Lorelai Amara pulled away her mask and ran her fingers through her strawberry blonde hair. Back at her lair, she stretched her hands above her head, glanced back at the computer screen, and contemplated her target.

When she pressed her lips to Riptide’s mouth, she hadn’t known exactly to expect. She had never kissed a superhero before.

Regular men? Yes. She had tasted them and savored the strength they gave her.

Across the screen, different pictures of Riptide showed him from different angles along with specific captions about his abilities, tactics, and supposed details of his life.

No one knew much about Riptide. Compared to so many of the other supers, he seemed to be adorably shy.

He was also one of the most serious superheroes in the sense that he actively protected Nova. Because of this, many online denizens suspected that he had to be one of the most powerful superheroes in the city, the state, maybe the entire country…

And of course, that made him the perfect target.

When the Weaver kissed a man, it could be that normal flash of intimacy or she could activate her abilities. She could draw strength from the man she kissed, pulling his biokinetic force into her own body. It made her stronger.

Not only that, she could start to influence him.

When she kissed Riptide, their lips only came into contact for a second, but then she made a suggestion, and he followed it.

Perfect.

Amy tapped a key, and the data started to speed up across the screen. She still didn’t have a picture of his actual identity, but she looked forward to securing it.

She wanted to kiss him, to touch him, to run her fingers across his body, especially when she had him tied down.

Theoretically, Amy could have ensnared him completely with her powers. She could have slid those silvery cords of manipulative energy straight into his mind, but a different desire drove her.

“I’m going to prove it,” she said. “I’m going to show everyone.” She just barely whispered those words. She loved them so much. “You got lucky, Riptide, but you were a mistake. Superheroes aren’t supposed to be boys. The boys are supposed to be on their knees, obedient.” She shook her head and contemplated how the world now worked.

Across the planet, women took the initiative, seizing control of companies, organizations, and political bodies. She just saw a headline noting that women had made astonishing progress over the last couple of years in terms of political and judicial control.

Granted, there were now even more groups of men, especially online, who raved, enraged about this wild injustice. It mostly came down to one argument: We used to have all of the power, now we just have most of it, but that’s totally unfair for some reason!

Then again, so many of the super villains who showed up in Nova for this exact reason didn’t understand what they were doing.

She thought of the Rage Mage and how easily she could have taken him down.

Boys like him liked to believe their tantrums could change the world. Sure, his anger might have propelled a couple of scarlet bolts, but he was really just another male who didn’t understand where he belonged.

And now he would go to prison. Female guards would make sure he understood his place, especially since he had that neutralizer collar around his neck.

Other women could deal with training and taming the super villains. Amy had something else in mind. She reached up and touched her fingertips to the monitor.

There he was: Riptide. She admired his shoulders, his skintight suit, but there was something especially alluring about the lower half of his face. She remembered that kiss and looked forward to pressing her lips to his mouth once again.

Logan rode his conjured wave between the different cars, trucks, and SUVs currently stuck in traffic around the Woman’s Museum. Most of the superheroes would fly in, teleport, or simply materialize as they dropped their invisibility cloaks, but the other guests weren’t so fortunate.

Wealthy donors, political functionaries, a few artists, and other notables had been invited to the Masked Charity Ball.

When he first heard about this, Logan had chuckled. He imagined himself wearing a tuxedo over his normal Riptide uniform. He had seen that before, especially in some of the more comedic superhero shows. He thought it was ridiculous, and he absolutely refused.

Then again, he hadn’t thought he would go in the first place.

The Weaver.

When he thought of her superhero name, he wondered what he would do tonight. Riptide knew he could face off against powerful entities like the Rage Mage or the Crimson Tsunami, but seeing that woman again made his palms grow warm as his insides tightened pleasantly.

His wave carried him up to the museum’s stone steps. A pair of Amazon statues stood by the entrance. Those statues were amazing, beautiful, powerful, and imposing. Each woman held a spear, and her gaze seemed to stare off into the distance as she searched for any oncoming threats.

Riptide allowed the wave to dissipate. He dropped down, and that’s when the flashes started. He turned back, looked out at the see of cameras, and nervously waived. Yeah, he didn’t know what he was supposed to do in a situation like this.

Against of the Rage Mage, the rules were pretty simple. Fight. Survive. Protect the civilians.

Out here?

He barely understood.

After a couple of awkward waves, someone put a hand on his shoulder. He started to turn, and that’s when he heard Melissa’s voice. “Thank you for joining us, Riptide.” When she spoke, her voice carried, and he quickly realized those words weren’t only for him. She was probably wearing a microphone.

Tonight, hard-core fans could watch the Masked Charity Ball from any angle and in real time. Casual fans would come back tomorrow after their favorite bloggers and analysts had spliced the best parts together.

“It’s a pleasure,” he said.

Melissa motioned for him to go inside as a superhero had arrived.

Riptide stepped through the doors into the enormous atrium. The marble columns were gorgeous, not to mention the vast murals. Various female intellectuals, soldiers, and notables had been painted.

Riptide walked forward awkwardly. At the same time, he started to wonder why he had come.

The Weaver.

He looked around, spotted several other super heroines, but he couldn’t pick her out. Where was she? Had she invited him here, only to leave him hanging? Considering her name, that would have been ridiculously annoying and childish and almost funny all at the same time.

Hoping to appear appropriately engaged, he started to walk around the atrium. He wished there had been some exhibits out, especially because he was one of the few men here. He quickly realized most of the males in the room were also busy serving canapés and other appetizers.

He walked over to one enormous mural painted along the wall. He held his hands behind his back and contemplated the image. He didn’t know anything about the art style, but the visual held him in place.

A woman in a red jumpsuit held up a fist triumphantly. She had one boot raised and pressed down against the back of a man down on his hands and knees.

“Fire Bolt,” came a voice he recognized instantly.

Riptide spun around, and he saw her again. She had on her mask just like before with her reddish blonde hair falling around her shoulders.

“The Weaver,” he said with more grace and confidence than he really felt.

“What do you think of her?”

“Honestly, I don’t know,” he replied. “I know there are a ton of videos online about whether or not she was really the first one, but I don’t think it matters.”

“So what does matter?” the Weaver asked her target as she stepped beside him.

“Helping people,” he said.

She chuckled, “That can’t be all.” He blinked, a little bit surprised. Considering she was the one who prompted him to come to this charity event in the first place, he would have expected her to sound more altruistic.

“I don’t understand,” he said.

Back in high school, Logan was in a chemistry class and their teacher assigned their partners. Even then, he loved science, especially marine biology and hydrology. He heard the teacher call out his name and another name, but Logan hadn’t paid that much attention, especially because he knew the project would be easy enough. Only then a girl with long blonde hair and a perfect body sat next to him. She wore expertly applied makeup and smiled at him. “It’s Logan, right?” she had asked. This was Alyssa Williams, probably the most beautiful girl at their entire school. Just being close to her felt like riding some unstoppable wave.

Now he felt the same way as he stood next to the Weaver.

Realistically, he tried to tell himself that he didn’t know anything about this woman. Still, he couldn’t push those strange, adolescent impulses aside.

“Come on,” she said. “It’s all well and good to say that you just want to make the world a better place, save a couple of school buses filled with children, and go home, but I think it’s also appropriate to say we all have an agenda.”

“No, I really don’t,” he said.

She studied him; he couldn’t see her eyes behind her mask, but it was easy to imagine this woman arching an eyebrow as she contemplated his answer.

“Right,” she said.

“You don’t believe me, do you?”

“I really don’t,” she said. He could hear that little giggle at the edge of her voice.

“Maybe I shouldn’t have come,” he replied.

“Really? Why not? When you came here, you get your gravitas as the most powerful superhero in this city.”

“You think?” Somehow, he got the impression she was playing with him. She could have been toying with him, maybe the way a cat plays with a mouse. Even so, he liked it. At the same time, the civil instinct started to wake up in the back of his brain. He began to wonder if maybe something else was going on here.

But what?

He had done his research. This event had been put together by Melissa Tander’s office, and everything seemed legitimate, yet this strange uncertainty ran through his body even as he heard their benefactor call out from a podium.

“Let’s get started, everyone,” Melissa said.

Melissa Tander let her gaze sweep across the different individuals in the atrium. As she stood under another enormous statue of a woman, this one wearing a lab coat and equipped with a stethoscope, she contemplated the different kinds of power and authority gathered there.

As the sole shareholder in Tander Unlimited, she had influence over hundreds of thousands of employees all across the world. Melissa didn’t understand why superheroes had appeared any better than anyone else. Of course, she had put her research team on it, and Nova University had dozens of scientists exploring this exact question. But still, the information remained tantalizingly out of reach.

But it did seem to prove something.

The numbers were undeniably skewed in the favor of women. All across the planet, in every country, supers had appeared, yet they were almost all female. The last estimated ratio she had heard was something like six or seven to one.

This meant women really were better, at least when it came to superpowers.

Melissa wondered what would happen if every woman developed superpowers while their male counterparts got left behind. What would happen to men if every woman could fly, effortlessly bend steel bars, or shoot lasers from her eyes? Granted, most of those skills wouldn’t be terribly relevant when it came to competing in the modern economy, but something else would happen, she knew.

Confidence.

That was so much of what Nova and other cities like this were really about. Men retained the easy confidence of knowing that people like them had shaped so much of Western history. In Europe and the Americas, men had dominated so totally for centuries. Even if everyone said that women and men were now equal, that simply wasn’t true.

And yet, Melissa and her kind were fixing the problem.

She started her speech, talked about the importance of helping the less fortunate, fixing historical injustices, and creating a better future for everyone. She had the same points she generally did, but her eyes kept going back to Riptide.

He was the only male superhero in the museum.

At the same time, she saw who stood next to him: the Weaver.

“Are there any questions?” Melissa asked as she finished her speech.

Most of the people in the room were donors, super heroines, political allies, or notable members of the new community. She knew them, trusted them, and could rely on them.

The first couple of questions were easy. They asked about accountability, the difficulties of building a new city, and she responded with the usual answers.

Then a journalist raised a hand, and she asked, “We got to see Riptide and the Weaver face-off against the Rage Mage.”

“Yes,” Melissa agreed with a little chuckle. “That was pretty incredible. We are grateful to have such noble heroes here with us tonight.” Melissa extended her hand, and the crowd applauded both of the superheroes.

While the Weaver stood there with her usual grace, Riptide seemed to shift awkwardly from one foot to the other.

Melissa couldn’t help herself; she thought that was adorable.

“Between the two of them, who would you think is more powerful?” asked the journalist as she finished her question.

Melissa glanced over at the Weaver. She didn’t have any special connection with the superheroine, but running a multinational corporation had forced her to develop a strong sense of people. She utilized that intuition here and said, “I don’t know. What about the two of you? Have you challenged one another yet?”

One of Tander’s assistants stepped forward and handed microphones to both Riptide and the Weaver.

“I, uh…” Riptide said as a pair of spotlights came down on both of them. He looked around, suddenly terrified. It was obvious he would have rather fought a dozen super villains than stand there with his fingers tightening around the microphone.

“We are superheroes,” said the Weaver, her voice soft and alluring. “We don’t challenge one another. This isn’t a contest.”

The journalist persisted, “But if it were, who would win?”

“I don’t know,” said the Weaver. Maybe she had a cruel streak because she glanced over at Riptide, “Who do you think would win?”

“I would,” he said automatically.

A ripple of aggravation ran through the audience. Riptide didn’t know a lot about reading people or manipulating crowds, but it was so obvious even he could sense the sudden rush of irritation with his answer.

“Would you care to elaborate?” Perhaps the journalist decided to be kind to him.

“I just think it’s pretty clear from what the Weaver and I have done who is the stronger superhero. I mean, don’t get me wrong. She is beautiful, and I’m grateful for her help, but she—”

All at once, Logan stopped. He felt hot beneath his uniform.

He had just messed up. Silently, he went through those words, recognized each faux pas, and knew he had to apologize and correct himself, only he didn’t know how to do it right then and there. It felt like his mouth just didn’t want to listen to his brain.

“She’s a really good helper,” he said, making the Weaver sound more like a secretary or maybe his personal assistant.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” the Weaver said, mercifully cutting him off. “I think we should have a little competition.”

Riptide looked back at her. Only the bottom half of his face was visible under his helmet, yet the frown was obvious.

“Nova is developing a reputation for attracting super villains. Let’s face a couple and see what happens.”

Logan tried to clear his throat and sound like an authority figure as he told her, “This isn’t a game. We can’t play around with something like this.”

“Why not?” the Weaver asked. “Unless of course, you want to just go ahead and admit that I’m the most powerful superhero here? Maybe you could admit that you are my inferior?”

His eyes widened behind his visor. His lips parted, and he searched for something to say, but the words abandoned him.

Before he realized what was happening, he tightened his grip on the microphone and said, “I’ll show you what I can do.”

“Talk to fish?” asked the Weaver.

His cheeks turned a bright shade of red. He hoped the cameras wouldn’t catch that hue, but he decided to press his lips together and say nothing even as the women laughed.

Logan knew he had to stand there even as the festivities continued. He waited several minutes, grateful that he hadn’t made much of an impression when he first arrived. The Weaver, on the other hand, drew a lot of notice. The journalists had questions for her, people wanted to shake her hand, and they generally recognized her as the charismatic and alluring superhero he could never be.

“That’s not why I do this,” Logan muttered.

Even as he uttered those words, he knew the Weaver would generate a lot more generosity here tonight. Yes, he stopped the Rage Mage from destroying a laboratory, but the Weaver might get to these people to donate millions of dollars, which could lead to a cure for some horrific disease or sponsor dozens of students as they made their way through college.

He couldn’t tell who would have the bigger impact.

A DJ started playing some music, which he figured could be his cue to leave.

He headed for one of the back exits, marched out, and savored a moment of relief when he filled his lungs with the cool night air.

At once, he glanced around and wished the Woman’s Museum had a pond or lagoon or some other body of water for him to use.

As he contemplated whether or not he should just walk off into the distance or start running, he heard her voice again.

“I hope I didn’t bruise your fragile, male ego,” she said.

“Not at all,” he replied.

“You’re not very good at public speaking, are you?”

“I didn’t think it would be part of the job,” Riptide replied, maybe sharper than he intended. When he turned around, he saw the Weaver standing there. Light glowed behind her, highlighting her dark silhouette and showing off those amazing curves.

When he saw her, he expected to get angry, but he instead envisioned a scenario where he could rush forward, push her head back, kiss her, grab her, hold her, slide one hand between her legs, maybe another along her chest…

“It’s funny, don’t you think?”

When she didn’t answer her own question, Riptide didn’t see any choice, “What?” Even as he asked, he felt like he was getting drawn into something he didn’t understand, a game where she set the rules.

But this was just playing, little more than flirting, right? Wait. Was it flirting?

“A modern conceit is the idea that everyone should specialize: we all need to focus and fixate on one specific skill set. But even as we hold onto that, the world becomes more complicated. And I’m not just talking about superheroes. Look at the advances in science, telecommunications, our understanding of history, so much of the world is changing and evolving, which means you can’t just specialize. You can’t just pick one skill and focus on that to the exclusion of all else because the world won’t let you. Whether you like it or not, everything is changing faster and faster. You have to keep up because that’s what progress is, which means learning more and more.”

“Are you a teacher or something?”

“Or something,” she said as she sauntered forward.

“Wouldn’t you rather be inside? You were popular.”

“I would rather be out here,” she said.

With the light still behind her, he couldn’t read her expression. Then again, her mask made gleaning cues from her face pretty much impossible.

“I’m sorry if I hurt your feelings,” he said.

“I’m not,” she said. Then she leaned forward again. She raised one hand, and her gloved fingers slid along his neck. She tugged him down and whispered, “I’m looking forward to this challenge. I want you to do your best, Riptide. I want you to fight the super villains with everything you have. Show the world—show me—your very best.”

“Why is this so important to you?”

“Because you might not have an agenda, but I do.” She whispered those words against the side of his helmet. Even so, he imagined he could feel her breath along his flesh, pulling through him like some gentle wave.

Riptide knew he should say something else, only she leaned in, and she kissed him. Her lips pressed against his mouth, and the kiss was longer now, more sustained. It felt incredible.

“Show me your best,” she said with a smile. “Show me what you think you can do.” Then she stepped back, threw her hand up into the air, a thread of energy shot out and glowed from the base of her wrist before she pulled herself up, flying into the air and disappearing into the dark.

Blaze flew over the city and grinned down at the easy targets.

Just like everyone else, he was online. He followed the different profiles and knew what people were saying. As more and more superheroes revealed themselves to be women, they started going on about how this could be a new age for humanity.

Little girls were starting to believe that they should be heroes.

It was ridiculous.

It was pathetic.

When Blaze heard about this city and what Tander Unlimited intended to build, he had just one thought: burn.

And now he flew over the city. Waiting a long month had been difficult, especially because he yearned for the chance to watch his flames consume every building from the ridiculous Women’s Museum to Nova University, Victoria Marcos Park, and more. He needed to see this entire cityscape reduced to blackened ash.

If the people could get out in time, great. If not, too bad for them.

His phone buzzed for his attention. Logan instantly knew what that meant. A news alert had flashed, which meant he had to get out there.

And yet, he was lying in bed, staring up at the ceiling, and struggling to find the willpower to move.

It didn’t make sense. He hadn’t been that tired when he came back from the charity ball, only now he felt exhausted, as though he had been sick for days or weeks on end.

His phone buzzed a second time, then a third. Something was happening.

For a moment, he wondered if he should let the Weaver take care of it. But if he did that, then she would win the competition. Everyone would think of her as the most powerful superhero.

Strictly speaking, Logan told himself he didn’t care about those sorts of designations. And yet, he experienced something else, some throbbing need deep within his chest.

That woman teased him. She played with him in front of all of those people, and now he wanted to show her what he could do.

He remembered that impulse from before, the desire to push her against the wall, pin her arms above her head, kiss her, touch and fondle her…

With a grunt of effort, he grabbed his phone and checked the newsfeed.

Sometimes, the events were far beyond his control. If a car crashed, then there wouldn’t be much he could do about it, especially if he was on the wrong side of the city. But this was different.

He scanned across the different headlines.

A firestarter was flying through the air, burning down buildings, and attacking anyone who got in his way.

Blaze hardly paid attention. At moments like this, he could simply revel in the fires. His body blazed as the inferno engulfed him without consuming him. He was part of it. It was part of him.

This was bliss. This was the ecstasy of heat, of raging power! Let the other supers indulge in talking to cats, jumping between the buildings, or whatever. Blaze flew through the sky like a meteorite!

Down on the street, some people held their phones as they took pictures. Others jumped in their cars and tried to flee. Many more simply ran.

Several buildings were on fire. As those red and orange tendrils reached up toward the sky, he savored the sounds of cracking wood, shattering glass, and the hissing flames themselves.

Blaze didn’t care about the people, so it didn’t matter if a little girl screamed out. He didn’t stop anyone from wrapping her in a silver cord of telekinetic energy. He didn’t stop any superheroes from grabbing a young woman when she jumped from a top floor since the stairwell had already been consumed in flames.

Instead, he just watched as one building after another ignited. He summoned those balls of fire and threw them, controlling each one with the power of his mind.

At moments like this, he knew he could lose himself so completely. It was perfect. It was destiny! Blaze couldn’t understand that he was part of another game. He was ensnared, and he didn’t even realize it.

Back in uniform, he pulled his helmet over his head, summoned the waves, and rode them as fast as he could through the city. He had to concentrate to maintain the solidity of the water underneath his feet.

Right away, he could see the black tentacles of smoke reach up toward the sky. Even if he didn’t have his phone, he would have been able to spot the conflagration from miles away.

When he pulled away from the coast, he felt that instinctive loss even more acutely today. He didn’t understand what was happening to him. He couldn’t figure out why so much of his strength seemed to have fled, but people were in danger, so he would go and save them.

When he got to the first fire, Riptide reached out, growled, and pulled the water from one of the hydrants. The liquid shot into the sky, but it didn’t fall down as it should have. Instead, the molecules obeyed his telepathic commands and rushed out onto the building.

Hissing mist shot up into the sky as the flames were doused.

“What did you do?” someone screamed.

Riptide looked up just in time to watch as a super villain raced down toward him like a shooting star. Riptide knew his name: Blaze. He was wanted for arson and a dozen other crimes in several states.

Logan had no idea what drew the fire-starter to Nova, but it hardly mattered. Every fire put people in danger, and that was all that mattered.

Even as that thought crossed Logan’s mind, however, he started thinking of the Weaver and the fact that he didn’t see her here fighting this pyromaniac.

Riptide made a pair of fists, jerked his hands up, and the water shot up in front of him, forming another wall.

The fireballs struck, the liquid evaporated, but he still felt the heat splash against his face.

In the next moment, Blaze crashed down into him. Those fires should have destroyed Riptide, but he instinctively formed a protective cocoon around his body. They both slammed against a wall, and Riptide found himself struggling to get his eyes open.

Blaze jumped up to his feet. With his knuckles up, he slammed his elbows down against his sides, and another conflagration exploded around him.

For Riptide, it felt like laying next to an enormous bonfire. The flames shot up toward the sky.

Riptide held out his hand, and he tried to call on the water once again. The hydrant was open, and the water gushed out, but he couldn’t reach it. Maybe the water twitched in his direction, rippling toward him, but it wasn’t enough.

“Maybe you should fight someone more powerful,” came a taunting voice.

Blaze didn’t respond to the Weaver’s taunt. Instead, he closed his eyes and seemed to lose himself in the heat, light, and color of the flames all around him.

“Hey, jackass! I’m talking to you!”

The Weaver clapped her hands together, and a telekinetic cylinder appeared around him. The flames could no longer blast up toward the sky. Instead, the oxygen was quickly consumed, the flames died out, and a look of pure panic played across the villain’s face.

He pulled his arm back, punched forward, only to feel his knuckles crash into the invisible force field created by the Weaver.

He tried again, screaming, only now there wasn’t any air inside of that cylinder. He kicked, punched, and the frantic movements morphed from true rebellion into something pathetic.

Blaze started scratching at the force field as he tried to break away. Then he collapsed, dropping down onto his knees.

Logan was still coughing. His skin was hot and dry as he looked up. Then he saw her silhouette again.

“Hello,” she teased him. “We probably shouldn’t meet like this.”

“Thank you,” he said.

She had her hands on her hips as he continued to look up at her. In that moment, he felt like some ancient slave gazing upon a beautiful aristocrat’s perfect form.

“Are you hurt?” the Weaver didn’t sound concerned. Instead, her voice struck him as…bemused. If anything, he was a wounded puppy in front of her.

“I’m okay,” he said with a cough. That’s when he looked up and saw that fires continued to burn, but emergency services were on the scene now. Fire trucks had pulled up, and huge gouts of water now poured down onto the fiery structures.

Not only that, some of the fans had emerged. They had tentatively crept back down the street. When they couldn’t hear Blaze shrieking and didn’t spot any fresh balls of fire coasting through the air, they decided it was probably safe and might mean the chance to snap a picture.

Riptide forced himself back up onto his feet.

“You know, it’s okay if you admit the truth.”

“And what truth is that?” Logan asked.

“You want to be admired and respected. That’s why you do this. You want all of those people to see how amazing you are. And yes, there is something special about you, Riptide.”

He stared at her intently. He knew he needed to get up, but his body felt doubly exhausted. At the same time, he felt like he needed to be down on the ground…below her.

“What’s that?”

She cracked a little smile. Beneath her mask, her cheek rose, and she giggled. “You could be off robbing banks or something, but that’s not who you are. Now ask for me to help you up.”

“I can do it myself,” he protested.

“Ask for help,” she commanded.

The words seemed to reverberate through his skull. Without thinking about it, he spoke, “Would you help me up? Please?”

She held out her hand, and he touched her glove. He could feel the warmth of her body through the leather, and then she hauled him onto his feet. That’s when she glanced over at the cameras and said, “You deserve some recognition.” She kissed him again, pressing her body forward.

Shyly, he pulled his arms away. Despite his fantasies, he wasn’t the kind of man who could just grab a woman even as she started to kiss him.

While the pleasure shot through his body, and he could feel himself fall into the soft embrace. She was so amazing, but this time he didn’t envision himself holding her down or pushing her up against a wall.

She broke off the kiss, pinched his cheek, turned, and gave a little glance about the crowd before holding out her hands and taking herself up on a set of invisible cords.

It took all of Logan’s strength and concentration to summon a fresh wave and ride it back to the coast.

Logan Drake had a day job. As a marine biologist, he conducted and monitored several experiments for various governmental bodies, including the National Weather Service. He also gave tours. Or at least, he was supposed to.

When he got back home, he pulled off his uniform, threw himself into the shower, and let the hot water run down his body. In that moment, he yearned for the cold embrace of the Pacific’s salty waters, but this would have to do.

He didn’t understand. He had no idea why this weakness had crept into his body. At first, he wondered if maybe he had contracted some kind of disease or illness. Maybe the Rage Mage infected him with a virus or something.

But as the day continued, he started to feel better.

At the same time, he had to acknowledge that he had pushed himself hard.

No one truly understood how these superpowers worked or what kind of toll they might take on those who had been altered.

Like everyone else, Logan had wondered exactly where these abilities came from. Evolution? Radiation? Some cosmic set of rays that bathed the earth in an energy their scientists didn’t know how to detect?

There were so many different possibilities, and he figured it might take decades or even centuries for them to really figure it out.

Ultimately, it didn’t matter. So long as he had these talents, he had to use them.

After his shower, he threw himself back down onto his bed. He was supposed to give several tours that day, but he sent out one email to all of his customers. He wouldn’t be able to complete their tours, he sent an apology, and their refunds.

Fortunately, he had enough that he didn’t need to worry about this too much.

Once that was done, he dropped his phone onto the nightstand next to his bed, closed his eyes, and allowed his mind to wander.

At first, he expected sleep to sweep through him. It was supposed to grab him and yank him down.

Instead, he started daydreaming; he started wondering what the Weaver looked like.

What would her smile be like? He had tasted her, and she was so exquisite. He wished he could have been more aggressive last night, but Blaze had nearly killed him.

As a man, he hated to think that a woman had to save him. Logan didn’t think of himself as a sexist by any stretch. In fact, he still marveled at the angry males online who railed against Nova.

A city founded by a woman? With a female mayor and an entirely female city council? To them, it was preposterous!

Granted, it was impossible to know how people really felt. One angry cadre online didn’t mean much. Sure, they could garner a lot of attention, especially as they wrote one rant after another, but the popularity of their ideas couldn’t really detract. Besides, people like Logan suspected that half of their numbers were dummy accounts anyway.

Those thoughts faded, and he went back to the Weaver.

What was her name?

If anyone learned about Riptide’s real identity as a marine biologist, they wouldn’t have been surprised. What about her?

She wielded those silvery cords of telekinetic energy. She seemed to be able to create force fields.

He tried to think of some obvious analogy, but nothing came to mind.

“She could be a seamstress,” he said before chuckling. Seventy years ago, a comic book writer might have come up with that exact idea. Or more likely, a woman with superpowers would have been a secretary for her male counterpart.

A little shiver ran down his spine as he contemplated how good it would feel to have the Weaver as his assistant. Or his sidekick.

He could train her…

Obviously, she didn’t need training. Between her reflexes and a superpowers, she was very powerful.

“But not as powerful as I am,” Riptide whispered.

Really, he couldn’t understand why this mattered so much to him. It seemed to so childish, like people arguing about characters trying to beat one another up. Yes, those debates were always so tempting, probably because they were completely futile.

It was impossible to tell whether or not Kirk could take Picard in a fist fight. For one, the characters would never really fight. Second, so much would have depended on the writers’ interpretation, especially since those characters were so broad and used so many times that there wasn’t much consistency in terms of their capabilities.

Granted, he and the Weaver could actually compete.

He rested for a while, maybe fell asleep, and kept thinking about her. Then, almost as a reflex, he reached out and grabbed his phone. He typed in her name.

Unsurprisingly, there were thousands of articles about to the Weaver. She was a powerful superheroine in her own right, but Riptide suspected she also enjoyed some extra attention because of her formfitting uniform. That black costume seemed to shimmer, almost like the glimmering light invited the male gaze.

Before long, he found articles speculating about who she might be, the extent of her powers, not to mention some “spicy” stories about her. Logan shook his head with a grunt of disgust.

The Weaver, whoever she happened to be, risked her life to protect others. Even so, she had been turned into a random celebrity.

With an odd sense of curiosity, Logan started to wonder if you can find stories like that about himself…

He pushed the temptation aside and instead looked down at her pictures. They caught her from different angles. In some, she flew on a telekinetic disk. In others, she swung through the air, grabbing onto one of her generated cords. In still other pictures, she was braced, like she was about to run forward and conquer her next foe.

“Who are you?” Logan whispered.

Another wave of fatigue washed over him, so he lowered his phone, leaned back, and closed his eyes. He wanted to fantasize about her, but he didn’t picture this girl as his secretary or assistant. Instead, he pictured himself down on his back, just as he had been after Blaze tackled him.

But this time, he imagined the Weaver marching up to him, but she wouldn’t say anything. Instead, she would just put her boot on his chest. Just like that, she would hold him down.

Despite his superstrength and command over the waves, Logan wouldn’t be able to get up. He might try to grab at her ankle or scratch at her boots, but it wouldn’t do any good!

She would have him trapped.

He opened his eyes, sat up, and looked around.

Logan had work to do, so he focused as best he could.

Over the next couple of days, he conducted a couple of tours, monitored the data out along the coastline per his contract, and waited for another super villain to attack Nova City.

It felt like an inevitability, especially since the rage continued to simmer online. Some were accusing Tander Unlimited of some grand conspiracy. Then again, this wasn’t new. Whenever a billionaire tried to make of the world a better place with her money, people (especially men), seemed to rebel at the idea.

When Riptide pulled his helmet back on and jumped into the water, diving down beneath the cresting waves, he actually felt grateful that he didn’t get more arbitrary attacks.

Yes, they happened online occasionally to random superheroes.

When tragedy struck, people needed someone to blame. He remembered some random girl who died in a car crash, and her grief stricken father appeared in front of a camera, shouting at the supers because they hadn’t managed to save her.

Although Riptide and the others possessed great power, they weren’t gods. There were problems they would never be able to fix…

But here, under the waves, he didn’t have to worry about that. He let himself swim, shooting through the ocean. His vision adjusted, he could see through the dark, and he admired the coral, the fish, all of it.

The ocean was beautiful and expansive, so much larger than people truly recognized or understood. Then again, the world seemed so much bigger than any single person could ever truly comprehend.

Although he had mostly recovered, he could still feel that nugget of lethargy and fatigue deep within his stomach. He tried to push it away as best he could. Every time he tried, he started thinking of the Weaver.

He wondered if she suffered from the same bouts of exhaustion.

Maybe. Probably not.

Somehow, she seemed like she would be immune to this kind of flaw.

If so, did that make her a more powerful superhero?

No. Riptide commanded the oceans, thus he was one of the most powerful individuals on the planet. And again, he couldn’t admit it or really face the truth, but something about the idea of a girl being stronger just seemed wrong.

Intellectually, he had no problem with this. Intuitively, the idea seemed too grate against his psyche like a barely-noticed splinter.

It could have been some primal instinct, this idea that if he could demonstrate his superior strength, then maybe she would—what? Like him? Date him?

Riptide sped through the water, going faster now as he concentrated on that mixture of frustration and confusion.

Yes, he had been interested in other women before, but it had never been a superheroine. More to the point, he had never experienced feelings quite like this. This was a different kind of excitement, something so much more alluring and nearly addictive.

Tucked away, his waterproof phone started to buzz for his attention. He reached down for his belt, removed the device, and saw another super villain had decided to attack the city.

This time, he grinned, ready to speed out.

“I am the Mechanic, and I will bring the city to its knees! The rampage will continue unless you pay me one billion dollars!” The recorded message boomed out from the enormous robot every few seconds.

Enormous fists crashed down into buildings and skyscrapers, ripping through glass, shredding girders, and tearing away chunks of concrete like they were nothing but Styrofoam. The rocks rained down on the civilians below as they tried to flee.

Occasionally, the chunks of rock froze in midair, bounced away, or were knocked in a different direction by the snapping tip of a silvery whip. Once again, someone protected the civilians and made sure the casualty count stayed at zero.

There would be a few cuts, scraped knees, and maybe a broken wrist or two, but the Mechanic only caused property damage.

Then again, the Weaver imagined some insurance executive panicking in his corner office as he calculated the different kinds of damage and what it would cost in payouts. Or maybe not. Perhaps they had done their job, listened to the actuaries, and figured out the appropriate investments.

Either way, the Weaver enjoyed herself as she let this enormous robot rip its way downtown.

He saw the first recordings, Logan actually stopped and stared beneath the water. It seemed impossible for a machine that big to exist. At the same time, he wondered if he would even be able to damage it.

Yes. He could. But the only way to make this work would be to draw on the strength of the ocean itself.

He let the water fill his lungs, his eyes blazed blue, and he shot himself up on a tsunami. The water tightened around him as he threw it forward. Those millions of gallons carried him forward, straight into the heart of Downtown Nova City.

He was careful to keep the waves concentrated on the street. Yes, he would wash away some of the already crushed vehicles, but he doubted that would change anything. Besides, by the time Riptide arrived, the civilians were already gone. Even the journalists and bloggers had fled, although Riptide noticed a couple of drones buzzing through the air.

The photographers and journalists didn’t need to endanger themselves, not when they could use their quad-copters instead.

As he let the waves push him up to the same height as the robot’s head, Riptide thought about trying to shout out, to negotiate with this guy, whoever the Mechanic imagined himself to be. Then he pushed of the idea aside. This man wanted to destroy an entire city. He thought he could pull off a ransom? No way.

Tander Unlimited would never throw a billion dollars at a super villain. This wasn’t how the world worked, not when that might make Melissa Tander liable for whatever the Mechanic did with the money. Plus, she might open herself up to an accusation of funding terrorism.

If the Mechanic had maybe snuck in here, destroyed something small, and just threatened her in the shadows, then maybe she would have paid him off. Maybe she would have even utilized some kind of insurance policy with an equally shadowy banking conglomerate. Those sorts of deals could happen all the time, especially when most Americans weren’t paying attention.

But this?

It was too big, too often, and too public.

If Riptide and the Weaver didn’t stop the Mechanic, then the government would get involved. A very different set of drones would swarm through this guy, drop their missiles, and incinerate this machine.

Or at least, they would try.

Riptide realized that if he failed, nuclear weapons might be used. That had never happened. “It’s not going to happen today,” he whispered.

As he imagined just how badly this could go, he dropped himself down into the wave, called on every droplet he could possibly control, and the wave changed shape, altering. A set of arms stretched from its enormous frame. Legs coalesced together like angry, spinning funnels.

Inside of his elemental creation, Riptide could control this monster as he confronted the mechanical beast in front of him.

The robot recognized the threat, raised one hand, and a set of missile launchers popped from the metallic forearm. Ensconced within the elemental’s chest and protected by tons of water, Logan felt pretty good about his chances, but he still didn’t want to test the physics.

With a silent command, he prompted the elemental. The huge, animated wave reached up and shoved just as the missiles went off. They launched from their cradles, shooting out like miniature comets.

Realizing he might spin off and hit civilians hiding on another street or block, Riptide tried to send out tendrils of water to disable the missiles. As hard as he tried, he couldn’t pull his focus away from the robot’s wrist trapped in the elemental’s fists.

“Do not defy me,” came the machine’s robotic voice. “You will fail!”

Concentrating, Riptide flicked the heat away from the oceanic limbs. Claws started to freeze into place. He pulled those talons back and scraped them down against the robot. He didn’t do much damage, but it was enough. Openings started to appear.

Water flooded into the mechanical monstrosity, shorting out some of the systems. Sparks of electricity flared.

The robot tried to retreat back.

That was the moment when its leg caught on an invisible cord of telekinetic energy. It started to stumble. It cannoned its arms in slow motion as momentum started to pull it back, and gravity finished it off. It fell hard, crashing into the street.

Moments later, its arms were ripped from its sockets. Its legs fell free, leaving the component parts right there.

Riptide let go of his elemental, and the form dissipated as the water fell away. It flooded the street and rushed down into the grates as he collapsed to his knees, exhausted by the effort.

Just as before, people came out, only now they were chanting something. He expected to hear his name as he lifted his gaze and looked out at the crowd.

“Weaver! Weaver! Weaver!” They chanted her name, and that’s when he looked up and saw her standing on top of the wrecked machine’s chest.

After conjuring the elemental and holding the mighty construct together, Logan couldn’t withstand the exhaustion.

He clawed for some last vestige of strength before the darkness swept over him.

This seemed like sleep; it tasted like a dream when her lips pressed down against his mouth. He wasn’t completely conscious, but it hardly mattered because he raised his head and tried to kiss her back. At the same time, Logan worked hard to understand where he was.

Everything was dark. He struggled to look up at her, only he realized a blindfold had been tied over his eyes. Not only that, her fingers brushed down his neck and along his shoulders. She caressed his clavicles as her nails scratched his skin, leaving little sparks of arousal deep within his body.

“What’s going on?” Logan tried to ask. When he shifted his head, he didn’t feel the soft padding of his helmet, which meant someone had taken it off of him!

He tried to pull away, but the kiss continued. She pressed her lips to his cheek, his neck, then down to the base of his throat.

“Just relax,” she said.

That voice. Her voice.

“I can’t,” he said as he tried to pull his arms away. His limbs were spread out and bound toward the corners of the bed. He wiggled, only to feel like a bug caught in a spider’s webbing.

“I think you can,” she whispered.

Just like that, some of the tension dissipated. Intellectually, he knew he had to fight and break free, but Logan couldn’t push any kind of frantic desperation into his veins. His muscles didn’t flex or tense with primal fury.

“That’s right,” she whispered. “Just think of this is a dream. All you have to do to is let go because I’m in control.”

“No…” Logan insisted again.

“Why not? I already know who you are. More importantly, I know exactly what you’re going to be.”

“I’m Riptide!”

“You’re Logan Drake. And more. And less.”

He struggled to understand those words, but the sounds it seemed to entice and hypnotize him. His mind traced over those sounds again and again, yet he still couldn’t come to any coherent conclusion…

“Tell me what you want,” she whispered.

“I want you to—” As hard as he tried, Riptide couldn’t finish the sentence. Then her fingers moved down along his inner thigh. She just barely touched him. The soft caresses made him shiver against the cords wrapped around his wrists, each one holding him down.

“What?” she asked after another kiss. “What do you want? Tell me. You can do it.”

“I want you to kiss me,” he said. “I want you to take me!” He didn’t raise his voice, but the wild need pulsed along those syllables.

“The vaunted superhero wants to be helpless beneath me? He wants to be powerless? Is that it?”

“Yes—no, I mean—”

She didn’t allow him the chance to respond. Her lips pressed down against his mouth, and he embraced that warmth. A sweeping sense of weakness spread through him, only it felt so good, especially as her fingers brushed up along his balls, then to the base of his shaft. She started to tease him with one finger, tracing her touch around the tip of his manhood.

She kept kissing him.

Propelled by animalistic arousal, some of his strength returned, but it wasn’t enough.

Logan knew that he was strapped down and powerless beneath her. She could do whatever she liked with him because he wouldn’t be able to stop her. No matter how hard he tried or fought, he wouldn’t win.

Besides, she made it feel so good.

Still, he was supposed to be a superhero! That title was supposed to mean something, so he couldn’t give up!

“It’s cute when you struggle,” she said as she broke off the kiss for a few seconds. “I already know who you are. I know everything about you from your bank account to your birthday.”

No way. He wouldn’t have given up all that information, yet he couldn’t recall telling this woman his name either.

“You tricked me,” he said, turning those words into an accusation.

“I think you’re grateful,” she replied as she wrapped her fingers around his member, sending a spark of ecstasy running through his body. It echoed and reverberated along his skin. He couldn’t resist it or deny it, not when it felt so good.

No one had ever touched him like this before.

Then again, the last time he had been with a woman, Riptide had needed to be careful to avoid hurting her.

This time, he was the one on his back, and he couldn’t move or break free, no matter how hard he struggled, twisted or writhed against those silver cords.

“Just give in,” she said. “Tell me your weak. Tell me your mine.”

She kept touching him, stroking him, teasing him and bringing him closer and closer to that incredible release. His eyes widened beneath the blindfold, but he still couldn’t see anything. There was just the sound of her voice and that alluring touch.

Even as he wiggled, he had to wonder if he was only getting himself stuck in her psychological web. Bound by her net, he might not be able to escape.

That’s when she pulled back, and the disappointment swelled through his body.

“It doesn’t matter,” she finally decided.

Logan searched through those words and tried so hard to pick up on some hint of disappointment, frustration or even anger. Instead, he couldn’t find anything besides her amusement.

She thought this was funny.

“You don’t need to beg. I’m just going to take whatever I want. Because the first time I saw you, I knew I had to have you. Silly boy. You make the other guys think that they have a chance. But they don’t because you don’t. You’re the best of them, and I’ll still have you on your knees, collared and leashed like any other pet.”

As those words vibrated through his body, he tried to argue with her. He should have shouted or snarled back at this woman, but the words refused to coalesce inside of his throat. He should have grunted out something like, “I don’t care what you say! I’m never going to be a pet!”

Only then she lowered herself down, and he felt the warm embrace of her slit. His shaft parted her opening, and he couldn’t help but savor the fresh heat and electric ecstasy of getting taken by this woman.

Her thighs pressed against the sides of his legs as she took him inch by inch. He tried to ignore that enticing, delicious rush of sensation, but it overwhelmed him. The tip of his shaft parted her opening as she lowered herself down. She took him, and the walls of her crevice seemed to press in on every side, making him feel as though he had been taken, as though she could envelope him so completely.

“You can struggle if you want,” she said.

He had to! He needed to fight this!

Balling his fingers into fists, he tried to tear himself free from the cords, yet those invisible ropes held him down effortlessly. He didn’t strain them or even come close to breaking them.

Not only that, the woman poised above him could continue to ride him, moving her hips forward and back as he bucked and thrashed.

“Oh yes,” she said.

Still blindfolded, he couldn’t see her face, but he could easily imagine some wild look of ecstasy on her face.

“That’s right. Fight me. Struggle. Go on. Do your best. Come on. But you are supposed to be a superhero! Look at you. You’re strapped down and helpless. You can’t even fight me, can you?” She leaned forward and kissed him again. Her hands tightened around his wrists as she locked him in place.

Right before he could climax, he lost consciousness again.

He woke up, kicking out and thrashing.

Logan yanked the blankets and sheets off of his bed, throwing them to the floor. Blinking, he looked around. The sun shined through the window, that didn’t make sense.

He didn’t really care, not until he spent several seconds with his elbows on his knees as he rubbed his eyes and tried to reboot his thoughts so something would start to make sense.

Then he noticed the sunlight again. It was a golden orange, and it streamed through his bedroom window, which was weird since he slept on the west side of the house.

Tentatively, he rose to his feet. As his stomach rumbled, Logan looked out to see the sun setting.

Brows creased, he reached down and grabbed his phone.

Impossibly, it was 5:47 PM.

Then he checked the date.

“What?”

According to his phone, he lost two days.

Immediately, he opened up his laptop, checked the date, and saw the same number. Then, even though it felt really weird, he went to Google and typed in: What day is it?

For several long seconds, he stared at the numbers, confused like never before. He tried to remember what happened, and there were flashes of a dream.

Wait. It had been a dream, right? Logan sat back at his desk, ran his fingers along the top of his head, and tried to figure it out.

Normally, he had no trouble distinguishing between a dream and reality. The differences should have been obvious. And yet, when he stopped and thought about it, he couldn’t be so sure. So often, it just came down to a sensation or maybe a label inside of one’s memory.

His stomach rumbled, he realized just how hungry he was, so he headed back into his kitchen and made himself a sandwich, grabbed a bag of chips, and started eating. That felt good. Really good.

About halfway through his sandwich, someone knocked on his front door. His brows tightened with confusion, but he got up and headed over to answer it.

He expected it to be a package; instead, he opened the door and he saw a beautiful woman looking off into the distance. She was turned away toward the coastline, and he thought he recognized the reddish blonde hair. But then she turned back, and she flashed him a warm smile.

She’s beautiful, he thought automatically. Standing around five-four, she had a crystal shaped face, an adorably narrow nose, and this playful smile which made him freeze up.

“Are you Logan? Logan Drake?”

Dressed in black high heels, dress slacks, a white blouse and a navy-blue jacket, she looked like some sort of businesswoman. For the first couple of seconds, she waited patiently before asking, “Oh, I’m sorry. Am I interrupting something?”

Logan looked down and realized he had on a pair of jeans and a T-shirt. At least he wasn’t in his pajamas, he reflected wryly.

“Um…” he started, sounding like some nervous middle school boy. “No. I’m not busy—um—how can I help you?”

She smiled like that was a genuinely coherent answer and said, “My name is Amy. I was hoping we could discuss a business opportunity. I represent a developer that is looking to renovate a hotel on the coast, and we need a consultant. We are aiming for a sustainable redesign, but I would like to get feedback from as many marine biologists as possible. I started asking around, and quite a few people recommended you.”

By this point, he did a better job of following along before remembering his manners, “Yes. Okay. I think I can work with you.” Idiot! This girl was beautiful, so he wished he could just ask her out, but he felt that strange sense of shyness course through him.

Yeah, he could face off against super villains and giant robots. But a woman standing there right in front of him? Yeah, she made him freeze up.

“It sounds wonderful. If you like, I could come in and tell you more about the project?” She batted her eyes, and he had to wonder if she was flirting with him.

“Yes. Please,” he said.

Fortunately, Logan kept his dining room relatively clean and clear, so they had a place to work. She pulled out her phone, showed him the old hotel, and he recognized it right away. “The design is going to focus principally on ecotourism,” she explained. “We are really going to be aiming for the corner of the market dedicated to people who really care about the environment. That’s going to be key for us.”

He nodded, listened along, and started to wake up.

With every second, he was just grateful for the chance to be close to her.

Every couple of minutes, she would smile at him, and he tried to tell himself that she only did this because she was a businesswoman and charisma had to be part of her job description. Still, he wondered if any of this counted as flirting.

Halfway through the conversation, he realized something. Her hair color. It was familiar. He couldn’t remember exactly where he had last seen that shade. He tried to think through the random women he might have seen online, out in the world, or maybe on TV.

A news story?

“I would be happy to consult,” he said, focusing on the project because her hair color really didn’t matter, “But it’s important you understand that I won’t compromise my ethics on this. If you’re looking for someone to rubberstamp your project with a seal of approval from an environmental scientist, I won’t do that.”

“Logan,” she said, grinning now. There was something playful about the way her lips slid upward. Or maybe it was how she said his name. The tone sounded so familiar, like a name he couldn’t quite remember or a melody he couldn’t place, “We would never ask you to do something like that.” She reached over and squeezed his bicep.

It was a reassuring gesture.

Excitement fluttered through his stomach and down between his legs.

He didn’t understand the reaction.

“This is supposed to be authentic,” she said. “When I say we want to hire you as a consultant, that’s exactly what I mean.”

“Who is funding this project?”

“Most of it is mine,” she said. “Is that okay?”

“Really? And you came out personally?”

“What can I say?” Amy asked with an warm smile. “I like to be in charge. More importantly, I like to know exactly who I’m working with. That’s important, don’t you think?” Again, she smiled, only this time it seemed more playful. It wasn’t flirting. It was teasing?

Why would she tease me? He started to remember that strange dream, the one where he was tied down and being held by a super villain. But she wasn’t a super villain, was she?

Logan clenched his eyes shut, turned his head down, and rubbed the ridge of his nose as he tried to make the different pieces fit together.

“Hey, are you okay?” Amy sounded genuinely concerned.

“Sorry,” he replied. “I think I’m just getting over some bug.”

“I know how that is. I bet you have been overworking yourself.”

“Something like that?”

“The competition?”

He jerked his head up and looked at her. “What did you say?”

“Are you dealing with competition? I mean, I imagine there are quite a few marine biologists out in the world, and there can’t be that many jobs for you.”

“Oh…” His voice trailed off, and he looked at her, but he couldn’t pull his eyes away from the piercing blue of her eyes. Sky. Azure. Cobalt. Some combination of the three. As a professional, he needed to look away, but there was something about the way she studied him.

“It’s not so bad,” he told her. “I also run a couple of tours and do some photography.”

“Definitely a good business model,” she said, “you have an amazing house. I’m sure you’re very successful.”

Was she patronizing him? Logan couldn’t tell for certain, but he decided he didn’t care. He had this beautiful woman at his table, and she seemed to fix all of her attention right on him. He basked in being this close to her, in seeing her smile and having her eyes aimed right at him like nothing else in the world mattered.

“Anyway, I should get going,” she said. “I’m sure I will see you again.”

Logan knew he should say something else. In fact, he wondered if he could be bold and brave enough to ask her out. Granted, they were supposed to have a business relationship, which would have probably scuttled any chance he had of dating a woman like this, but he could try…

He would.

He was going to do it.

He was going to ask her out.

It could be relaxed and casual. Technically, it didn’t even have to qualify as a date. He could just suggest that they get drinks and maybe talk about the details of her project. Or maybe he could say something about how he wanted to learn more about the relationship between sustainable building and tourism; that part wouldn’t even be a lie.

Like a good host, he showed her back to the front door. He inhaled, and she looked right at him, “It was great to see you again, Riptide.” She stepped out and closed the door.

He blinked, staring. His thoughts froze in place. He tried to get them to move, but he kept running over those words again and again.

It was great to see you again, Riptide.

Great to see you again, Riptide.

See you again, Riptide.

Riptide.

Ever since he put on his uniform and helmet, he feared what might happen if anyone figured out who he was. Only now the door closed, and he grabbed the handle, yanking it forward and throwing himself out onto the porch.

He got out there just in time to see her car drive off. He checked for a license plate, but she didn’t have one.

The security cameras!

Logan raced back to his computer, threw himself down into his chair, logged in, and waited for the stupid thing to finish loading. As a marine biologist he monitored the local environment, plus a superhero who worried about anyone breaking into his home and discovering his secret identity, he made sure he kept hidden cameras all over the property. He probably got that woman from three different angles.

Moments later, he saw her image form on the screen. He typed in the search parameters, and she appeared from four different vantage points.

He needed to know who she was.

And yet, he stared down at the pixelated rendition and felt his heart speed up. He thought of his dream again, only he couldn’t bring the images into focus. He remembered something else, the feel of her body on top of him, her lips pressing down, the heat of her frame and her touch, the delicious weakness as it soaked into his body.

A simple reverse image search probably wouldn’t work, but he could take all of this data, compile it into one set of search parameters, and track her down that way.

Logan may have specialized in marine biology, but he knew a little bit about computer science, and so he stretched those skills out now.

He was typing, focused and fixated on finding out who she was.

Then it clicked.

Her hair. That shade of strawberry blonde. Fluttering through the wind. Falling around her shoulders, set against the black, formfitting material of her uniform.

“The Weaver,” he said as his hand slipped and he hit the delete key.

He didn’t really understand what was happening or what he was doing, but he grabbed the mouse, clicked the confirm button, and deleted all of the information.

Then he blinked, rubbed his eyes, and stared at the screen. How had he done that? How had he messed up?

Logan quickly tried to retrieve the information. It should have been relatively simple. And yet, the deletion was complete. The information was gone. Everything he had on her had just disappeared because his hand slipped…

…Or she did something to him.

But what? They were both superheroes, right?

Or maybe she wanted to mess with him. Maybe she was having fun with him, teasing him like a bug caught in a web…

Caccini Opera House (The Cat) may have been a new construct, just like everything else built in Nova City, but it was still an amazing structure. The lines. The angles. The beautiful, obsidian sculpture of a feline poised above the opera house was always a favorite. In fact, replicas could be purchased in the gift shop during the day. Then there were the enormous columns, not to mention the light show put on every night at six, seven, and eight. Hidden spotlights splashed the exterior in different beams of colored light that danced to classic music and contemporary pop songs.

Yes, people could pay to go in and watch the actual performances, but tourists had started showing up just to watch of the dancing lights and snap pictures of the obsidian kitty.

He intended to destroy it.

When he first walked into the large, concrete square outside of the opera house, no one paid much attention to him. Yes, he was a large, shirtless man in torn jeans and a scratched motorcycle helmet, but he could have been part of some street performance, or maybe he was there to cosplay an obscure hero no one had ever heard about.

The people here didn’t understand.

Then he called out, his voice booming, “I won’t fail, not like the others! I’m not a loser!”

When he shouted those words, they slammed into the tourists and merchants who worked outside The Cat.

Those closest were actually thrown to the ground. He threw his head back, stretched his chest forward, and called out, “I challenge the so-called heroes of this anathema. Come and challenge me! Challenge me, face Sonic Boom!”

Several police officers rushed forward. These women drew their weapons, aimed, and shouted for him into hold his hands in the air and get down on his knees.

He turned, raised one hand, and lifted his visor.

They saw his golden eyes and shouted their warnings again.

Faster than they could process, his hands slapped together, and booming kinetic energy exploded through the air, picking up those officers and launching them more than thirty feet. When they hit the ground, they may have been breathing, but their eyes were closed, consciousness had abandoned them, and a little trickles of blood dribbled from her ears.

“Is that the best you’ve got, Nova City?” Sonic Boom called out.

People throughout the city could hear it. Even in his coastal town, Logan picked up on those words. It sounded like someone talking in his living room. He paused a show, looked around, and heard those words again. He had no idea how that superpowered voice worked, but it hardly mattered. He switched over to the news station.

At the same time, his phone started buzzing.

“A formerly unknown a super villain known currently as Sonic Boom is attacking the Cat,” Logan saw the recordings. Several drones were up in the air, trying to get footage, but the helmeted super villain kept slamming his palms together. Every time he did it, another wave of kinetic energy exploded through the air, shattering windows, knocking people down, and bashing against the buildings.

Minutes later, Riptide landed in front of the newest super villain.

“Have you come to face me?” Sonic Boom demanded.

“I’m going to take you down,” Riptide promised. “But this doesn’t have to be violent. Surrender right now, and I can make sure you get a fair trial. Besides, you haven’t even done that much yet.” Logan didn’t actually know if this was true, but a surrender would definitely look a lot better in court.

“Coward!”

Riptide looked to his left and right. Over the course of his superhero career, he had learned to spot fire hydrants and the pipes leading into sprinkler systems. Fortunately, the brand-new buildings of Nova City were pretty obvious. He spotted a pipe on the Cat’s exterior; although he was sure the performers wouldn’t like to lose water pressure, he was doubly certain they’d want him to keep their venue from getting crushed by this noise villain.

Sonic Boom clapped his hands together, and an explosion of sound crashed into Riptide, knocking him back. He landed in a crouch, snarled, and was grateful for some of the protection provided by his helmet. He felt like he had just been punched, but at least he was still upright.

He threw out his arm, ripped the water from one of the pipes, and let the horizontal geyser punch into Sonic Boom.

“Why do you fight for them?”

“You’re the one attacking an opera house. I know it’s not a great genre, but I don’t think you need to destroy the place! Just go on Yelp like a regular person!” Logan didn’t know where those words came from, but they felt right, and suddenly he was thinking about the woman with that strawberry blonde hair and those vividly sharp blue eyes.

The water held Sonic Boom back for a few more seconds before the super villain lowered his shoulder down and rushed forward like an unstoppable juggernaut.

Not only could he control sound waves, but Sonic Boom was a powerful physical specimen. He slammed his boots down, cracked the pavement, and charged through the onslaught of water.

Recognizing the threat, Riptide dodged out of the way as Sonic Boom brought his fist down, splintering the ground with fresh cracks. Then he lifted his arm and caught Riptide in the gut with the back of his hand.

The superhero was thrown back, scraped his boots against the grinding concrete, but still stayed on his feet. In that next moment, he summoned the wall of water, drained the warmth from it, and froze it right as Sonic Boom clapped his hands together.

The wall shattered, but Riptide didn’t have to endure the kinetic wave.

At the same time, Riptide rushed forward, crunching the ice beneath his boots. He jumped, kicked, and caught Sonic Boom in the chest. All the while, he had to wonder, where was the Weaver?

Sonic Boom stumbled back several steps. Riptide jumped up, punched hard, and cracked the villain’s helmet. Chunks of plastic fell away, but the gruff face underneath didn’t look worried at all.

“You see what this place is, do you not?”

“What are you talking about?”

“This city. It is a place for women. Look at what Tander Unlimited has done. This place is an invitation. It is a confrontation just waiting to happen, women versus men, and you are on the wrong side!”

“You’re insane,” Riptide called out. After all, he had been online long enough to see lots of trolls argue and debate how sexism worked. They always insisted that it didn’t really exist. Or if it did, society had pivoted, meaning that men were still somehow at a disadvantage even if they controlled most executive positions and still made more than women when doing the same work.

“I’m not insane. I know what’s going on. Join me, brother. Together, we could destroy this city!”

Riptide looked up, saw a couple of drones, and knew that all of this was being recorded. He exhaled slowly, braced himself, and said, “I’m going to give you another chance. Surrender right now. I can bring you in.”

Sonic Boom threw his head back and laughed. “If I have to kill you to get to them, then so be it.”

He made a pair of fists, lumbered forward, running as his boots crashed down into the concrete square.

Riptide jumped away just as a pair of fists slammed down into the ground.

Riptide tried to kick Sonic Boom’s feet out from under him, but the massive villain was too heavy and powerfully built for something like that to work.

Logan rolled out of the way at the last second. He knew that if he took one direct hit from this villain, then he would be crushed, the bones in his body shattered.

Calling on the water, Logan sent another spurt of liquid into Sonic Booms faced, blinding him for the next couple of seconds.

They continued like this for long minutes.

Riptide kept Sonic Boom distracted, but he couldn’t score any real hits. Sure, there were those amazing punches and kicks he landed perfectly, yet they didn’t seem to inflict any kind of real damage.

Worse, Riptide didn’t know how long he could keep this up. He kept watching his opponent, waiting for some gasp of fatigue or flash of weakness, yet Sonic Boom kept lumbering forward like some unstoppable machine.

Figuring he had to get creative, Riptide looked over at the parking garage. He hated the idea of using it as a weapon, but maybe he didn’t have any choice?

“Let’s see what you’ve got,” Riptide called out. He could barely shove the words past his teeth, but it worked.

Sonic Boom roared and rushed after him.

Luckily, Riptide was still a lot faster, especially as he summoned another wave and had it lift him up. He got a better vantage, quickly scanned across the different levels of the parking garage, and dropped back low as he headed into the first level.

He let the water dissipate, looked around, and didn’t see any more pipes.

Damn it.

This could be a brilliant maneuver, or he just cornered himself without any weapons.

But it was too late to reconsider.

Sonic Boom was running forward, kicking down against the ground with every step as he swung his bulky limbs for extra speed.

That’s when someone grabbed Riptide and pulled him behind one of the pillars.

“You,” he said as he looked down at her black mask. He saw the same reddish blonde hair, and she was the right height…

“I said I’d see you again, Riptide.”

That’s when she grabbed him and kissed him.

Instinctively, he almost expected some rush of weakness to consume the last of his strength. Instead, he felt stronger. But he felt something else as well.

“Say it,” she commanded. “Thank you.”

“And?”

She was messing with his head, he realized. That kiss. It did something. This woman could do more than create telekinetic strands! Even so, the instinct pulsed through his body. “You’re stronger. You’re stronger than I could ever be.,” he told her.

That’s when she rewarded him, cupping her hands against his cheeks and kissing him again.

At the same time, Sonic Boom snarled as he demanded, “Where are you? Get out here you gutter snipe!”

Riptide opened his eyes again, and he knew what he had to do.

He stepped out from behind the pillar even as he heard the woman giggle at him. For her, this was nothing but a game. It was a little bit of property damage, nothing more. No one would get hurt, but she could prove a point.

What was it? Why was she doing this?

You’re stronger than I could ever be. He had uttered those words, but no one else heard them. He clenched his eyes shut, shook his head, and cleared his thoughts.

She may have granted him an extra rush of strength, but that didn’t mean Sonic Boom couldn’t crush him with one downward sweep of his meaty fists.

The villain’s knuckles swept through the air, but riptide ducked. He dodged to the left, to the right. He weaved back and forth, avoiding those punches even as he found himself falling back and retreating.

“I’ll kill you, then I’ll rip this city apart. Women don’t lead! They follow and obey! That’s the order, the natural order!” Sonic Boom shouted those words, and the noise pummeled into Riptide, but he stayed up on his feet.

Riptide continued to retreat until he found himself right up against one of the pillars. He glanced up, did his best to calculate the trajectories, and wondered if this could possibly work. He wasn’t an architect or an engineer, after all.

Sonic Boom threw a punch.

His knuckles crashed into the pillar and sent cracks spider-webbing up the sides.

Not good enough.

Riptide dodged to the right, the left. He avoided those blows as he drew on his superpowered speed and reflexes. Then he tried to time this perfectly as he stepped in front of the pillar again.

He didn’t just dodge as Sonic Boom launched another jab forward.

Riptide leaped to the side, landed, and started running even as the pillar exploded in a burst of shattered mortar and concrete.

As Riptide rushed away from the cloud of dust and debris, he waited to hear some enormous crash. He wanted the upper levels of the parking garage to collapse down on Sonic Boom. That might have been the only way to defeat this monster.

Riptide glanced over his shoulder, spun, and skidded to a halt.

Yes, the pillar had been destroyed, and yes, chunks of the upper level had cracked. Fissures and cracks had appeared, but the garage remained largely intact.

Silently cursing, Riptide didn’t know what to do. He looked around, suddenly feeling lost, suddenly feeling defeated, suddenly feeling so ridiculously inferior.

Just as a couple of camera drones buzzed into his field of vision, Riptide didn’t know what else to say. “Please,” he called out, hoping she might be able to hear. “Please, I need your help! I can’t do this! I’m not as strong as you!”

He felt ridiculous as he uttered those words, especially because he had zero reason to believe she was lurking nearby.

Just then, the ceiling’s cracks continued to expand, shooting out. Riptide watched. Not only that, Sonic Boom glanced up, and the smug look of satisfaction on his face suddenly disappeared.

“Oh cr—” he started to say, only tons of rubble fell down on top of him along with a couple of cars. They bounced and rolled along the gathering pile of broken rocks and debris.

Riptide wasn’t hurt, but he glanced back at the drones, and then he searched for any sign of her.

Nothing. Not this time. But it didn’t really matter, did it? All of that had been recorded, and it wasn’t going away.

Two days. He managed to hold out for two whole days. He resisted the temptation and held off on checking to see what everyone was saying for an entire two days.

When he sat down at his computer again, he glared at the keys, at the homepage, all of this. The temptation continued to lurk there, right at the edges of his fingertips. He knew precisely what he wanted to check, but he didn’t dare.

Up until this point, Logan had been proud of himself for one specific point: he didn’t worry about what people said online. He had never done this for an audience, or so he had told himself.

He never checked the comments sections; he never wandered social media to see what people might be saying about Riptide. He didn’t look at fan clubs, search endorsements, or do anything else to manage his public persona.

He was a superhero, and he wanted to succeed. That was it. Besides, Logan understood how toxic the internet could be.

Just showing up and saving people could be enough to irritate certain segments of society. There would have been trolls out there talking about the color of his uniform, the arrogance of trying to save people, and how he should just leave everything to the police, even if their weapons wouldn’t have been enough to bring down the rage fueled wizard, an enormous robot, or a man capable of clapping his hands together and shattering buildings.

Only now, he couldn’t be so certain.

“It doesn’t matter what they say,” Logan muttered to himself.

He wanted to believe it, but if it really didn’t matter, did that mean he could also read those comments? He didn’t know if that logic really held, but it was certainly enticing.

Waiting for the worst, he gave up, typed in the parameters, and hit enter.

Within seconds, he saw a couple of different discussion boards.

Riptide Gets Saved!

Logan gulped back his frustration, clicked on it, and started reading.

Riptide had to get saved.

No one saved him. We didn’t see anyone else in the footage. It was just Riptide and Sonic Boom! As his eyes slid across the text, Logan felt some of relief along with gratitude toward his advocate.

If he had been smarter, then he would have just given up right there. He would have closed the laptop, gone and checked on his experiments, or confirmed a few of the tours he had lined up for the following month. He had work to do, after all, and worrying about random people online didn’t help.

Still, he kept reading.

She didn’t need to appear on camera. We have seen what she can do. Telekinetic force! Mind whips! She can probably go invisible! She’s just a classy woman, so she didn’t bother showing up because she didn’t need to.

That’s BS, said another commenter.

It’s obvious he needed someone to save him.

There’s a reason why most superheroes are women.

Men are the inferior gender.

Yeah, Riptide said as much!

He admitted it!

He should have just stayed home and made her a nice cup of tea for when she got back!

Riptide blinked and stared down at those comments. Worse, his fingers hovered above the keyboard, when he thought he might start responding to each and every one, although he instantly recognized how futile and foolish that would be.

He didn’t do this for gratitude or recognition, he told himself.

Throughout his life, Logan just wanted to see himself as a good guy. He wanted to know that, when he had the chance, he used his power and influence to make the world a better place.

So far, he had.

Only now, he had this itching, scratching frustration at the back of his brain while he wondered whether or not she had actually been there.

Did the Weaver save him? Did that make him the damsel in distress? Biting down, he dropped his head and remembered that strange dream. Or had it been a dream? Was it something else?

Riptide shook his head as he tried to figure out what it all meant.

Before he could come to any conclusion, his phone buzzed for his attention.

Instantly, aggression swelled throughout his body. He glanced down, saw the picture, and grinned.

So far, there were only a couple of headlines, plus a few pictures.

MISTRESS FATE ATTACKS DOWNTOWN NOVA CITY!

He didn’t know this super villainess, but the idea of taking on a new opponent and defeating her before the Weaver could get involved definitely appealed to him.

Riptide stood up, stretched his arms back, grinned, and went to grab his uniform.

When he found her, she levitated above the smaller shops downtown. With retail space on the first floor and apartments on the second, they appealed to the artisans who specialized in esoteric goods.

She held out her hand, flexed her fingers, and crushed a car. Fortunately, it was empty.

“Finally,” she said, her voice distorted by some kind of device around her throat or in her mouth. “I was beginning to think you might be too much of a coward to show up,” said the woman in black.

Her costume hugged her arms, legs, torso, neck and face. There weren’t any details beyond that simple black. No hint of her eyes, no shimmer of hair, nothing.

“You call yourself Mistress Fate? Then you might as well give in to the inevitable and surrender right now,” Riptide called out. Even as he spoke, he glanced over at the camera drones.

Mistress Fate didn’t make the same mistake. Instead, she held out her hand, and that’s when one of the broken cars flew up from the ground and slammed into Riptide, knocking him off of his wave and throwing him to the ground.

She launched herself forward, which surprised him. A woman like Fate should have used her talents to throw things, to float there like some angelic being.

But in the next moment, he saw her zooming down toward him with her fist outstretched.

Riptide rolled to the side, avoiding her attack at the last possible instant.

The street cracked and broke beneath her attack. Riptide kicked out his feet, jumped up, and punched down. But it was too late. She had already dodged away, weaving to her left.

He threw another punch; she blocked. She brought her knee up, and he pivoted to the side, staying away from her attack.

“Sweet, silly boy,” said Mistress Fate. Her distorted voice was obviously inhuman, but there was still something beautiful there. Maybe it was the playful note, like a little girl teasing a boy even if he couldn’t understand what was going on.

As far as Riptide could tell, they seemed to be at a standstill. Neither of them could draw on their abilities as they traded punches and kicks. Every time he lunged forward, she jumped back or stood out of the way. Every time she attacked, he managed to block.

He needed more time and concentration of some of the water from the nearby mains or hydrants while Mistress Fate couldn’t take the time to launch another car at him.

None of this bothered her as she laughed, dancing and twirling and weaving around him. Then she caught him with a kick, slamming her boot against the small of his back. He stumbled forward, lost his balance, and landed on his hands and knees.

“You could stay down,” she teased. “You look adorable down there, on all fours just like this.”

With a grunt of frustration, he threw himself up, swung out with his arm, and followed that attack up with a wild kick.

She blocked his punch before grabbing his leg, lifting it and pulling him off balance again. When she let go, he fell to his back. If Riptide could have concentrated, then maybe he could have cushioned his fall with a rush of water, but he couldn’t concentrate or control the H2O, not now.

“Are you embarrassed? Are you embarrassed that you’re being beaten by a woman?”

“You haven’t beaten me,” he growled.

“Oh yes, I have,” she teased. “You’re just a boy, which means you aren’t smart enough to see how the world really works.”

Down on his back now, he glanced to the side, flexed his fingers, and pulled the liquid from the hydrant. It burst forward, and he expected to catch Mistress Fate in the back. He wanted the deluge to slam into her. The flood should have been enough to knock her down. If he could hold her in a sphere of water long enough, he might even be able to knock her out…

As she taunted him in front of the cameras, the water exploded out in a huge gush. The flood cut across the air, only to wash around the invisible force fields protecting her.

Were they telekinetic? Technological?

Logan didn’t know, but it didn’t matter because she crouched down even as the water continued to wash past her. To the cameras, they would both be obscured, totally invisible.

That’s when she grabbed him, pinning him down beneath invisible bands of force. He was on his back now, and the water continued to blast out and wash uselessly over her defenses.

She pulled up her mask, leaned down, and that’s when he knew exactly what was going to happen.

As the images clicked together, he doubled his efforts, channeling all of his supernatural strength into his arms and legs.

He wiggled helplessly, but he was once again a bug caught in her web. His muscles strained, his breathing came fast, but now he looked up, and he could only watch as the dark figure leaned down. Her lithe body pressed into his as she kissed him.

“Where, where am I?” Riptide demanded.

It was dark once again, only this time he knew it wasn’t a dream. A lingering sense of weakness coursed through his body. It seemed to hold him down, like something primal and powerful had been stripped away.

Even so, he knew his abilities would return. If he focused, maybe he could speed up the process…

It seemed like a long shot, but it was the best he could hope for right then. Unable to see, he kept pulling on those restraints. Maybe he felt them move. Maybe not.

“Welcome to my lair,” she practically sang, “whispered the spider to her fly.” In the next moment, he shivered as her fingers brushed along his naked shin, up his knee, and along his thigh.

“Where, where am I?”

“I just told you,” Mistress Fate said with a trilling laugh. In the dark, he couldn’t see her, but then she snapped her fingers, the lights came on, and he found himself in a nondescript white room with a black set of drawers off to the side. He saw the door, and instantly tried to jump up. “This is my lair.”

He looked up at the masked figure standing above him.

“Tell me the truth,” he demanded. “Who are you? Who are you really?”

The corners of her mask rose as she smiled. Then she reached down, pulled the mask away, and let the soft silk fall to the floor.

The Weaver.

“Why are you doing this? I thought you were one of us? I thought you were a hero,” he said even as he continued to strain against the shackles holding him down.

At first, he suspected they might be a set of telekinetically generated bands. Instead, these were actual metal. Maybe steel. Probably something stronger. He should have been able to rip himself free, but the naked superhero remained trapped, spread out with his arms over his head and his legs spread toward the corners of the padded table.

“Oh, I am,” she said.

“But you kidnapped me!”

“Is it kidnapping? Or claiming?”

“Oh, I’m not too surprised you don’t understand what’s going on. I mean, you are just a boy after all.” As she said those words, she emphasized her point by sliding her gloved hand up his thigh and between his legs. Instantly, he tried to bring his knees together, to somehow protect his manhood, but she wasn’t about to hurt him.

On the contrary, she had something even more demeaning in mind.

“The male body is so fascinating. On the one hand, you supposedly hate this. You want to free yourself, and you might actually be scared or angry. Even so, you can’t resist the arousal, can you?”

“I’m not aroused,” he said, which sounded ridiculous, especially since his shaft started to harden.

“There we go. Right there,” she said as she gently ran her fingers along his member. The arousal sparked within his body. He tried to ignore it; he tried so hard to push it away and bury it. This woman wasn’t supposed to be able to activate those feelings, especially now.

Then again, was that her point?

“You can try to lie to me,” she said. “I don’t mind. That’s kind of the point, isn’t it? Besides, I can pluck out your secrets whenever I like.”

“No, you can’t,” he said.

“Think of a number between one and ten,” she commanded.

Seven, he thought before he decided he didn’t want to play her game.

But since it was too late, she leaned to down, and she kissed him again. Her lips brushed along his mouth, then down his neck. She gently raised his skin with her teeth; she licked at him, and fresh sparks of heat shot through him.

I am Riptide, he told himself. I am Riptide, and I have to fight this woman! I can’t allow her to defeat me!

But even as those thoughts pumped through his head, he could feel the link between them. Worse, the fatigue started to spread. The weakness grew stronger. If he couldn’t rip through those metal bands before, it would be utterly impossible now.

“Seven,” she said, playfully whispering the number into his ear.

“That, that wasn’t my number,” he tried to say.

“Liar,” she said as she tapped the tip of his nose with one finger.

“Please, just tell me, who are you?”

“Are you frustrated? Are you frustrated by the fact that I know everything about you?”

He bit down, exhaled through his teeth, and admitted the truth. “Fine. You have telepathic abilities. You know some of my secrets.”

“Logan Drake,” she said. “In case you can’t remember, I visited your home. I know your lab, and I can pluck through your memories whenever I feel like it because you are mine now. And don’t worry. I’m going to spend lots of time going through your mind. You’re a very interesting creature, especially for a boy.”

“I’m a superhero,” he said.

“You were,” she agreed.

“What, what is that supposed to mean?”

“It means that I want to play with you,” she replied, which wasn’t really an answer, but it was the best he might get. “Now, I think I’m done talking with you. Can you be quiet, or should I gag you?”

His eyes blazed. “You wouldn’t dare,” he said.

She stepped back toward the black drawers, opened one, and pulled out a ball gag. When he saw the black sphere and matching leather straps, he smirked. “Good luck using that on me.”

“Do you really think you’re so strong? So special?”

“I’m not going to let you muzzle me,” he said. “I’m a superhero.”

“You said that already,” she replied. She stepped forward, sauntering toward him.

She looked so amazing in that black catsuit.

Logan shouldn’t have noticed that sort of detail. Instead, he knew he needed to concentrate on escape. Even so, something about her lithe frame, red hair, blue eyes, and beautiful face held his attention.

It had to be some kind of superpower, he decided.

She had implanted something in his mind or—

“Boys really are so easily manipulated,” she said as she climbed up on top of him. She straddled him now, pressing her weight down against his flanks with her knees bent. She leaned down, and he closed his eyes, almost expecting a kiss.

Instead, she let her strawberry blonde hair play along his face. She giggled, teased him, and his eyes opened right at that moment when she kissed him again.

Another flutter of weakness ran through him.

Then she reached down, stroked his shaft, and teased him, drawing the arousal to a fresh furor.

Logan couldn’t help himself; he arched his back, struggled, twisting as hard as he could against of the bonds, but they still held him down!

His mouth opened, she shoved the black, rubber ball into his mouth. She grabbed him by the back of his head, forced him forward, and secured the straps in the span of just a few seconds.

“There we go,” she said, tapping his cheek. “You don’t really need to talk.”

“You should be grateful for this. Later, I might not let you have this kind of fun. I mean, I enjoyed you the first time. And right now, I really don’t want to wait. To be honest, catching you has turned me on way more than you might have expected.”

With every word, she brushed her fingers along his shaft, gently massaging the tip before working her way down again.

Before, Logan jerked his arms against of the manacles because he wanted to escape. Now he wanted to guide her touch or stroke himself!

“Poor boy,” she said with another chuckle. “You look so frustrated. But then, that’s the point, isn’t it? You need to feel powerless. For far too long, men have asserted themselves. That needs to stop. You boys need to be corrected—you need to be tamed.”

His nostrils twitched, the corners of his eyes crinkled, and he tried to launch himself forward again. Under normal circumstances, his enhanced strength would have allowed him to rip free from those steel restraints, grab her, pin her, and hold her down.

He wanted to show this woman that she couldn’t defeat him!

But at that moment, he couldn’t even speak!

Then every word and plan abandoned him because she brought him to the edge of an orgasm. At that moment, he tried to clench down, to feel the rush of relief. The temptation was far too powerful for Logan to resist…

The Weaver pulled her hand away.

At first, he blinked. He had been ready to lose himself to the rushing storm of sensation and satisfaction. He was supposed to feel his shaft throb as completed bliss ran through him.

Instead, the desires remained, and his eyes widened.

“Cute!”

He wasn’t cute! He wasn’t adorable or precious. He was a freaking superhero, and he had fought giant robots. He had blocked lightning bolts and taken down incredibly powerful enemies!

None of that seemed to matter right then. The redhaired girl was poised on top of him, and she played with him, stroking his forearms, his biceps, and his sides. “This is pretty great. I think men need to learn to listen more. Gags can definitely help with that, don’t you think?”

He grunted something through the leather ball wedged between his teeth, but he remained helpless before her.

Then she kissed the right side of his neck.

“Tell me a secret,” she ordered. “Who was your first love?”

Riptide refused to give in; he struggled hard to think of something else. His taxes. His expense reports. That annoying client who complained about how the coastline was too cold and too “wet”.

None of it mattered. The Weaver drew out his strength, pulling away his power for herself even as she sifted through his memories. Nothing could stop her, and his adorable attempts at distraction only amused her.

“Emily Carrington,” she said.

Riptide froze.

Only in that moment, he didn’t feel like Riptide. Instead, this was Logan Drake, and he remembered that girl’s curly brown hair, her green eyes, and the way she felt when she rested her head on his lap while they watched TV. He had petted her, and she grinned with mock surprise as she turned around and looked up at him, “I feel like a cat!”

“Maybe I will let you do that for me someday,” said the Weaver. “Of course, that’s going to take a lot of training.”

“Never!” Riptide tried to shout out.

But then she kissed him between his eyes, along his nose, then at the sides of his neck again. She gently licked and sucked. She ran her teeth along his skin.

Before long, he wasn’t thinking about her power over him or anything else. Instead, her fingers slid along his shaft, and she continued to tease him. Fresh waves of incandescent arousal pumped through his body, turning him on more and more.

Every time it felt like he might be able to climax, she pulled away.

It wasn’t fair! She was reading his mind and discerning his every instinct. She knew exactly how to manipulate his body, to bring him to the edge and stop over and over.

Then she pulled back, and she whispered, “If you want that orgasm, you’re going to have to earn it.”

He didn’t understand, not until she sat up straight, unzipped her catsuit, and pulled away the formfitting material. Suddenly, he saw her shoulders, her bare breasts, her narrow waist and her flat stomach. The suit fell to the floor, and suddenly she was naked on top of him with her red hair falling around her shoulders.

“This is your chance, Logan,” she said, using his name. His real name. “Can I train you?” She tilted her head to the side and wore a crooked smile as she waited for his answer.

The Weaver seemed completely patient as he processed that very simple question.

With the ball gag still wedged in his mouth, he couldn’t answer. He could, however, nod his head down and up or shake it from side to side. His limited choices made him feel so helpless…

But then, that had to be the point. She was training him, playing with him and teasing him…

Knowing all of this didn’t help. It didn’t grant him some flash of insight.

It was a simple choice then: surrender to her and give her exactly what she wanted in the hopes of a reward. Or defy her. Fight back.

Riptide knew what he had to do. He needed to rebel, to show this woman that she couldn’t defeat him! He was still a superhero even if she drained his powers. He could only hope this weakness would be temporary.

But what if he lulled her into a false sense of security? Yeah, that could potentially work. This tantalizing option made him look up at her. He told himself that he was just acting, that he wasn’t really going to give in or surrender to her.

Maybe the idea sounded hollow as he nodded his head down and up.

“Yes, I can,” she promised. “More importantly, I will. I’m going to train you. By the time I’m done, you’re going to be my obedient little sidekick. Everyone will know that you belong to me.” Then she tilted her head to the side. “Maybe you won’t even be a sidekick. Maybe you’re just going to be a mascot.”

He narrowed his eyes and glared at her, but he gulped, felt the tension run down his throat, and waited.

“Do it again,” she ordered, making it sound like some kind of trick. “Admit that I can train you.”

His nostrils twitched, but she decided to give him another little reminder. She brushed her fingers along his length. With those soft touches, she showed him just how amazing it could feel.

His insides shook.

Logan could barely resist, but he reminded himself of his plan again. He needed her to believe that she could defeat him. If he kept fighting, then she would leave him chained down, utterly powerless and at her mercy.

But once he could get away, he could recharge. More importantly, he would be able to go to the police, the authorities, and the public. He could get his showdown with this woman, only he would be fully charged and ready to fight her!

She only defeated him before because she had tricked him.

That’s what he told himself as he bobbed his head down and up again.

“Good boy,” she said, patting him on the head. “Smart boy. Before long, you’re going to be a perfect model of male obedience. Everyone in Nova City will see that the best of the boys still needs to be owned.”

He absorbed those words. They seemed to vibrate through his body, but he still couldn’t stop her.

Then she pulled his head forward, loosened the straps on his gag, and pulled it away.

“Serve me,” she ordered.

His eyes widened as he heard those words. He didn’t understand what the naked super villainess had in mind, not really. Somehow, he lacked the mental flexibility to realize what was happening until that moment when she slid forward, thighs on the sides of his face, and pushed her sex down against his mouth. “If you do a good job, I might decide to ride you, hero boy.”

When she pressed her sex down against his mouth, he didn’t know what to do. He had never imagined getting used like this.

Before, while he had only been semiconscious, she had ridden him, making sure he enjoyed every second of it. But there hadn’t been any cooperation at that moment, no specific choice.

This time, he made a decision. He gave this woman what she wanted, reinforcing the very simple idea that she was in charge, which marked him as a—

Logan refused to finish the thought even as his lips parted and he started licking. He slid his tongue along her sex, gently servicing her just as she expected.

“There’s something so amazing about having a formerly powerful man chained down and helpless,” she said. “I love knowing I can do whatever I want with you.”

He grimaced at those words, especially since she couldn’t see him. Instead, she continued to slide her body forward and back, gently working her hips as she used him.

He licked at first before she pressed down, forcing his tongue along the walls of her crevice. “That’s right,” she said, guiding him. “Right there. Slow down. Good boy.”

He couldn’t believe he was actually following her commands, but she ordered him to slow down, and he obeyed! Worse, it felt easy, like listening to her and following her command somehow seemed natural…

Logan wished he could shake his head, but that wasn’t an option, not here, not now.

She stretched her arm back and brushed his scrotum before gliding her fingers up to his base and along the contours of his manhood. Just as stiff as before, he shivered now as the anticipation built.

Fighting hard to remember that he was a captive, Logan tried to hate every second of this, only he didn’t quite succeed. As far as he can tell, there was something almost magical about this woman. She seemed to exude her own gravity, pulling him closer and making him want to serve her.

No!

Never! He wasn’t a pet or a plaything. She called him a hero boy because she looked down on him.

Logan still didn’t understand precisely what she wanted, but he promised himself he would resist her; he would fight as hard as he could and break her hold over him.

But even as those thoughts fluttered through his head, he kept licking and serving.

Before long, he could hear her moan, and a strange sense of satisfaction rushed between his ears. He was doing it! He was doing a good job!

“Stop,” she ordered.

Logan didn’t obey. His tongue continued to glide along her sex. With every second, he wanted to please and satisfy her. On some deeper level, he needed her to feel out of control, like he could still do whatever he wanted because he was a man and a superhero!

She pulled away, sitting up. Then she looked down into his eyes. “No,” she said. “That isn’t how this works.”

He licked his lips, tasted her excitement, and shivered as she ran her fingernails along his chest, moving her hands closer and closer to his cock.

Restrained and powerless, he could only lift his head, look down, watch and hope.

“Apologize,” she commanded.

No. He refused. This time, he wouldn’t. He didn’t even care about his plan.

“Okay,” she said. She got up, sauntered over to the drawers, opened another, and came back with a crop. When he saw the strip of leather, he chuckled. He couldn’t help it.

“You don’t think this is going to sting, do you? I bet you’re telling yourself right now that you are this big, powerful man, so you can take it.”

“Absolutely,” he replied.

She raised the crop, let it stay there above his head for several long seconds, and then she slapped it down against his right leg, followed by his left.

A howl of dismay shot from his lungs. He didn’t understand how it could sting so badly. “You see this? There’s a small electrode. Basically, it will come down, strike, and deliver a small electrical charge. Don’t worry, hero boy. It’s not enough to damage you. I would never, ever want to break my property. But I will break you in.” She chuckled at those words.

Logan didn’t know what to do or what he was supposed to say. He kept thinking there had to be something he could do, some way for him to resist or fight back. As much as he wanted to believe this, the words refused to coalesce behind his eyes.

“Are you ready?”

Without waiting for an answer, she struck again and again. The black crop blurred through the air as it flew down, connected, and delivered a painful shock of electricity.

This time, Logan tried to brace himself, and he partially succeeded. He stayed quiet, gritting his teeth and enduring the punishment for the first few seconds.

But then his lips parted, he gasped, and soon cried out.

“There we go,” she said with a note of satisfaction ringing in her voice. “You’re starting to learn. I know—I know. You want to believe this is just a moment of weakness, but I have you, Logan. I’ve already taken your secrets. Just wait until I have your obedience.”

“I’m not a dog!” he shot back.

The beautiful, redheaded woman contemplated his outburst for a few heartbeats until she grinned. The smile chilled him because it denoted her perfect confidence. He could argue, thrash, and even fight, except she wasn’t convinced his efforts would or could amount to anything she had to worry about.

“Not a dog,” she allowed. “Just a boy.” She shrugged, “Then again, maybe there isn’t much of a difference. I mean, you will be obedient, and I’m going to enjoy petting you and watching you do tricks for me.”

“Never!”

“There it is again, that rebelliousness. How cute.” She shook her head from side to side, ran her fingers through her hair, and raised her breasts. He studied those mounds. He should have focused on her eyes, yet there was something so intoxicating about seeing this woman on top of him, naked and ready to do whatever she liked.

She picked up the crop, stroked his chest, gliding the tip along his vulnerable flesh.

“Are you ready?”

Logan answered with silence.

He didn’t want to feel the electrical sting, but he already knew he wouldn’t be able to stop her. This woman could do whatever she liked with him. She proved it.

Jerking the tip of the crop back into the air, she savored the moment before swinging it down.

The electrode struck against his right thigh. The pain shot through him. It seemed to bypass his normal endurance.

He had been thrown into buildings, punched by practical demigods, burned, and frozen. Each time, it had hurt, obviously, only this was different. The electricity seemed to sneak straight into his core, forcing this restrained boy to arch his back, kick, and punch, even if those useless struggles didn’t do any good.

Once the pain started to fade away, he found himself panting.

“I can punish you with pain,” she said, snapping the crop down again. Then she wrapped her fingers around his cock and stroked her hand up, then down again. “I can also reward you with pleasure.”

“No…”

“I’m keeping you hard. I’m showing you something. I’m trying to teach you something.”

“Teach me how to get out of these manacles!”

She giggled playfully, sounding a lot like a little girl who enjoyed teasing her doll or maybe her puppy dog.

“I like having you tied down. I like knowing that your helpless. And just think. I could have done this to you so many different times.”

“No way,” he said. “You tricked me. You ambushed me!”

“Because you’re a boy, and you were so easy to manipulate,” she retorted.

He tried to answer, only Logan had to endure another barrage as the tip of the crop crashed down against his leg, close to his knee, close to his hip, right in the center. She struck over and over, letting the stinging barrage explode through his body until she went for his right flank, then his left.

When she finally stopped, he was gasping for air as he tried to refill his lungs.

“There, there,” she said. “I know what you want. You want me to have sex with you right now. All you have to do is beg for it.”

Logan tried so hard to rebuild his defenses, only she started stroking him and touching him. She laid the crop to the side. That symbol of her authority just rested there on the other side of the table as her fingers danced and teased along his most sensitive spots. With one hand, she gently stroked and caressed the underside of his balls. With the other, she rubbed the pad of her thumb from the base of his member up to the tip.

Again and again, she brought him to the edge of an orgasm before stopping.

It wasn’t right; it wasn’t fair! This super villainess wasn’t supposed to be able to manipulate his body this way.

If he had been hanging from the ceiling and taking one punch after another, he would have been able to lose himself in that storm of pain. Before, she made him suffer. She tormented him, but now the arousal made it hard to hide behind some wall of agony.

“Please…” Logan whimpered before he could stop himself. He blinked, saw her beautiful face smiling down at him and braced himself for fresh mockery.

This time, The Weaver didn’t bother. Instead, she focused on his shaft and balls. She kept playing with him, drawing the seconds out.

“This isn’t going to work,” he said.

“What?”

“You won’t be able to break me with just a promise of an orgasm.”

“What makes you so sure?” The Weaver moved her eyes down at him again. “I know who you are, and I know what you want. Even now, you’re wondering what it would be like to feel my breasts against your mouth.”

Technically, that wasn’t true. But now that she uttered the words, the thought buzzed through his brain. He bit down again, focused on holding his breath, and refused to respond.

“Would you like the chance? You’ve already licked me down here,” she said, spreading her legs and moving to fingers up along her opening.

“Please,” he said.

He blinked again, shocked at how easily that word had just jumped from between his lips. Please? He was asking politely, like he was a dinner guest rather than her prisoner?

As a captive, he was only supposed to have one priority: escape. Even so, her body enticed him. As hard as he tried, he couldn’t just ignore her beauty or the effect she had on him.

The Weaver climbed back up onto the table, leaned down, and kissed his cheek. Then she cupped the underside of her breast, leaned down, and teased his lips with the tip of her nipple.

Her cheeks were flushed with arousal, and she obviously wanted to feel him lick and suck, to slide his tongue over that sensitive button. At first, he resisted.

“If you don’t do this, you might hurt my feelings, and then I would have to reveal your secret identity to the rest of the world…” The Weaver allowed her voice to trail off.

“No! Please, don’t!”

“Then you know what you have to do,” she said.

He started licking her nipple, eliciting a moan from the woman poised above him. She braced herself on her knuckles and knees even as she enjoyed the way his mouth worked against her chest. Hot pleasure coursed through her while his manhood remained stiff.

“I can do this with you every day,” she said. “I can wear you down until you are ready to admit the truth and crawl at my feet.”

“That’s not going to happen,” he wanted to say. As hard as he tried, he couldn’t force the sounds from his mouth.

She was so beautiful, so perfectly shaped and incredible. He didn’t understand how his instincts could take over like this, but they did. He had no choice. He lost himself to those impulses as he kept licking until she finally pulled away.

Then she leaned down and kissed him again. He waited for the inevitable surge of weakness, only she saw no reason to drain more of his strength.

The Weaver savored his taste, the feel of his body, and the way his muscles tensed, especially in that moment when the nervous energy got the best of him. He could try to appear nonchalant and unconcerned, but he recognized his status beneath her, especially as her fingers kept gliding along his naked skin.

“What do you want?”

Riptide tried not to answer. He tried to swallow back every sound, but then he looked up at her, and some part of him had to tell the truth. “You.”

A triumphant smile stretched across her lips as she revealed her teeth. She leaned down and kissed him again, only this time she had something else in mind as well.

Reaching down, she took his stiffened shaft and aimed it toward her slit. Damp with excitement and anticipation, she braced herself.

His mouth had been a good start, only now she intended to claim him again.

Somewhere deep down, Weaver knew she probably should have been more patient. She could have waited and enjoyed herself even more. Along the way, she probably could have tamed him faster.

But like the captive superhero beneath her, she couldn’t resist her cravings.

Sliding back, she savored the feel of his shaft as she pressed the walls of her opening down against him, enveloping him, claiming, surrounding and owning him.

At this point, Riptide could pretend whatever he wanted to.

As Weaver looked down into his eyes, she saw the truth. She could easily taste the animal need to running through his body. Men like this wanted to believe that their appetites somehow made them stronger or better. Not true. His need made him vulnerable, and she exploited that weakness, sliding down until she had him, every inch.

“You are mine,” she said.

Logan should have answered; he should have argued with her, only something held him back: fear. Fear that she might stop. The fear that she could get up and saunter away, leaving him chained to down and frustrated.

She slid forward, and it seemed like his worries might materialize, only then she moved back down, all as she reveled in the friction of her body against his.

Unfortunately for Logan, she was on top. She had complete control and command over his body.

She rode him gently, working him as she enjoyed everything he had to offer.

“Good. That’s right. Good boy. Stay down. You know you can’t fight me.”

A grimace passed across his face, probably because he thought he should have been better than this. As a prisoner, he wasn’t supposed to enjoy any facet of his captivity.

And then she looked down at him. “It’s sexual enslavement, Riptide. You are going to be my hero boy, and that means, when you climax, you will be mine forever. I will have complete control over your mind and body.”

His brows creased with confusion. Weaver couldn’t help herself; she started giggling.

“No,” he said, his voice shaking. “No, you are just messing with me. You don’t really mean that.”

“You let me kiss you,” she reminded him. “You lowered your guard and allowed me to steal all of your secrets. Why would this be any different? Why?”

Her captive hero struggled to come up with a valid answer. As hard as he searched through the different possibilities, he found nothing.

Some of the color drained away from his cheeks despite his thrashing pulse. She laughed again, “You silly boy.”

“Don’t,” he said. His tone became frantic, every sound pulled taut. “Don’t! You can’t!”

He started to try to twist his body from side to side, only she enjoyed the ride. She savored how good he felt, especially as he pivoted tips from side to side and tried to shove her away. With his hands cuffed to the table and his legs still chained to down, this man couldn’t escape, and she knew it.

Each time he fought, his thrusts only amplified the pleasure coursing through her.

“Think about how much easier captivity is going to be when you are completely mine. I will be inside of your head. I will control all of your actions. Every single one. Maybe I will make you rob a bank. What do you think of that, Logan?”

“No. Please, you can’t!”

She savored the panic as it spread across his features. He was a handsome boy, but seeing him like this was a visual delicacy. She absorbed every moment of it.

He made a pair of fists, tried to rip himself free, attempted to kick, and squirmed through every second.

Then she decided it was time.

She lifted herself up, sliding along his cock. She lowered herself down, embracing every sensation as the heat and delicious friction raced through her body.

“You’re being used,” she said. “I know exactly what it takes to claim you. And that’s what you’re going to get, Logan. You will be mine. You will be utterly helpless. There’s no escape for you, Riptide.” When she used his alter ego, she made it sound like a joke!

Her gleeful giggles vibrated through his body as he kept thrashing and kicking, but now it hardly mattered because Weaver wasn’t paying attention to him. Instead, the Weaver rode him, embracing that pleasure as she came closer and closer.

Yes!

Almost there!

Just a little more.

Just a little longer!

Finally, she slipped back down, and that’s when he lost control. As the orgasm screamed through her, she could feel his throbbing shaft right between her legs. She tightened, squeezing him. He felt the raw heat of her body and that delicious tension from between her legs.

He was trapped, drained, and used for her satisfaction.

“Yes! Just like that! You’re not a superhero! You’re a super slave!”

Those words beat down against his psyche. And as she screamed her promises, Logan believed her.

Minutes later, she was done with him.

She leaned to down and kissed him again for several long seconds, draining away the last vestiges of his strength until his eyelids drooped down, and he was utterly exhausted. In fact, she took away so much his strength that he didn’t even realize what was happening when she opened the shackles around his ankles.

If he had been cognizant of what was going on, he would have tried to kick her. Maybe he could have caught her beneath the jaw, snapping her head back. She would have stumbled, and he could have taken that opportunity to escape.

But as things stood, he couldn’t tell whether or not this was reality or a dream.

He was so easy, so malleable, like putty ready to be sculpted into her ideal form of what a superhero should be: her super slave.

Distantly, he could recognize that something was happening. Although his shaft had softened and he had gone flaccid, she was working on him.

As hard as he tried, Logan couldn’t worry about what was happening. Really, he just wanted to close his eyes and let sleep sweep over him. He could lose himself, floating in exhaustion until his strength returned.

Click.

He heard that sound, but he didn’t really understand what it meant.

“Look up,” she said. Playfully, she reached down and tapped his cheek. When he didn’t respond, she hit a little bit harder, and the snap of pain was enough to make him blink his eyes open. “I want you to see what you’re wearing, Riptide.”

He lifted his head, looked down the length of his body, and that’s when he saw the cage locked between his legs.

Turning back to the Weaver, he asked, “What, what is that?”

“It’s your chastity cage,” she replied. With a snap of her fingers, she drew on her telekinetic cords and used them to free his manacles.

Just as she predicted, he didn’t try to sit up or throw a punch. He didn’t attempt to escape because he was male, and boys would always be accessed with the equipment between their legs.

He reached down, he felt the plastic, and then he ran his fingers along the padlock. He could feel the material underneath his scrotum. It pinched just a little bit, reminding him that he wouldn’t be able to slip out of this.

“What, what is this?” Logan demanded. The fatigue remained, but now the mixture of adrenaline and confusion granted him enough strength to confront her.

“It’s your chastity cage,” she said.

“My—what?”

“I never want you to forget that you’re owned. This way, you won’t.”

“I’m not going to wear a chastity cage,” he said. The words may have sounded awkward in his mouth, but he managed to put as much of the immense determination into his declaration as possible.

“Then take it off,” she said.

Realizing that he wasn’t actually strapped down, he glanced over at the doorway.

“You could try to run off,” she said. “But I would punish you.”

His nostrils twitched at her promise, so he turned his attention back down to the chastity lock between his legs.

Logan gulped, reached down, and tentatively tried to pull it off. With every moment, he worried it might somehow punish him. It didn’t. He started to pull more vigorously, tugging and working at it from every angle.

Nothing helped. Nothing worked.

“What’s wrong?” asked the Weaver. Are you giving up already?”

“Never!”

“That’s fine with me,” she said. She patted him on the cheek. “You can work at it for as long as you want, but it won’t make any difference. You’re locked up, which means you belong to me, and that belongs to me.” She pointed down toward his imprisoned shaft. “But here. Maybe you need some extra motivation to try. I want you to do your best, after all. I want you to try with everything you have, only to fail and recognize your inferiority.”

“I am not your inferior!”

Amy wasn’t even listening at this point. Instead, she grabbed him, pulled him forward, and kissed him.

She held him tight. He tried to push her back, but the super villainess had no problem keeping him trapped right there. Besides, he didn’t really want to fight, not when her kiss felt so good.

As she kissed him, the desires coalesced within his body again. He wanted this so badly.

Even if she just used him, it didn’t matter. His member hardened again, or at least tried to. He could feel his shaft pressed against the plastic bonds.

“Get some sleep, hero boy.”

Then she drained at the last vestiges of his strength, and he collapsed back down onto the table.

When he woke up, he quickly looked around. At first, he hoped it had all been some kind of bizarre dream. The Weaver was a powerful superheroine, but she could never compete with him. He was one of the most powerful men in Nova City. And ultimately, even if there were more female superheroes, he’d still be the strongest.

Only he was naked, locked in chastity, and just barely waking up as his captivity continued.

When he sat up, he looked back at the door, inhaled, and wondered if he should call out for her. It would have been so easy to shout her name and to draw her attention. He could talk to her, perhaps negotiate with her…

No.

He just had to sneak out.

Riptide hated the idea of hiding or using stealth like some common criminal. And yet, he raised his hand and tried to draw on his abilities. He couldn’t sense any water nearby, no matter how hard he tried. Maybe the walls were lined with some chemical or mineral that inhibited his abilities.

Or she had drained him so thoroughly that he had become just a regular man again.

If so, Logan had to hope the effects would be temporary.

“I’ll get my powers back,” he promised himself.

Breathing out slowly, Logan scurried over to the door, grabbed the handle, and tried to open it as quietly as possible.

Really, he didn’t know what to expect, but it was locked.

He was trapped in this room.

Biting down, he stifled a growl of frustration, went over to the drawers, and was unsurprised to find that they were also locked.

Returning to the table, he sat down, closed his eyes, and thought of her naked body again. Flashes of exquisite sensation raced along his nerves.

His shaft started to harden again. He couldn’t get an actual erection though, not while she kept him in the chastity cage.

With another grimace, he pushed himself off of the table, made a pair of fists, and wished he could just break something. As Riptide, he should have been able to pick up enormous boulders and crack them across his knee. If he felt like it, he could have even picked up a couple of cars and thrown them just to hear the metal crunch.

Before he could figure out a good way to vent his frustration, the door opened again, and she reappeared, this time in her normal costume as The Weaver. Her hair flared around her cheeks, white covered her eyes, and her black uniform seemed to emphasize her curves.

“What do you want?” Logan demanded.

She sauntered forward, taking one graceful step after another.

The Weaver strolled up to him. As she came closer and closer, Logan promised himself he would hold his ground because he didn’t want her to sense the fear now darting between his nerves.

“You,” she said before grinning.

“Then she grabbed him, sliding her hand along the back of his neck before she dragged him to the table. She pushed him down, bending him forward, and said, “Don’t move.”

“What if I do?”

“You won’t,” she said.

With perfect confidence, she stepped away, and he stayed down, his breath coming fast as his heart kicked.

He tried to determine whether or not this would be a good moment to strike back. If he jumped her, then maybe he could knock her out before she employed her powers. Yes, she was strong, durable, and agile, yet she was still a person, which meant she had her vulnerabilities.

“Stay,” she commanded.

He hated to admit it, but that single word prompted him to remain right where he was. He thought back to his previously conceived plan: draw her into a false sense of security. If he could build up her confidence, then he could choose the right moment to strike.

Still, it caused him to remain right there.

“You’re thinking about attacking me,” she said. “Go on. Try it.”

“No.”

“If you don’t, I will tell everyone your secret. I will make sure they all know exactly who you are. And of course, I will show you to them. It can be anonymous. No one needs to know it’s me. But you will be online with your chastity cage on display. All of the women who used to fantasize about the mighty Riptide will see him utterly helpless, his cock locked away as my toy.”

“You wouldn’t,” he said, his voice straining.

“I think you need to be taught a lesson about your own helplessness. You still entertain these fantasies. You still don’t understand what it means to be a boy.”

“I’m not going to play your game,” he said.

“Okay,” she said. She closed the drawer, letting it click shut before she turned and started to walk back toward the doorway.

If he let her go, Logan knew exactly what she would do. This wasn’t the kind of girl who made idle threats.

His breathing quickened, the aggression flared along his extremities, and he gave in. He surrendered to that wild, beast feel part of his psyche as he launched himself forward, charging as he kicked the floor and swung his arms out.

He had to get her hard and fast. He had to maybe knock her head into the wall so she lost consciousness. That was his only chance!

The Weaver didn’t even bother turning around. She didn’t need to.

Without raising a hand or flexing her fingers, she drew on her powers.

Halfway to his target, he suddenly felt the telekinetic cords wrap themselves around his ankles and wrists. She pulled him off of the floor, so he now levitated several inches in the air.

She paused, turned back, and looked at him. “You look like a puppet,” she said. Giggling again, she said, “Dance, puppet boy.”

Obviously, he would have resisted, but it hardly mattered. The telekinetic ropes around his limbs were far stronger than he could ever be. Suddenly, his arms moved, gliding up and down. Not only that, his feet came together, and he seemed to move rhythmically on the air.

She was forcing him to dance!

“Stop this. This is childish!” Logan tried to tell her.

“Agreed,” she replied. “And yet, you are a toy, so I would be remiss as your owner if I didn’t play with you.”

“I’m a man! You can’t own me!”

This time, she threw her head back and laughed at his bravado even as she forced him to shake his arms and kick out with his feet to a melody he couldn’t even hear.

“That’s exactly why I can own you,” she said, marching up to him.

Without even telling him to bow down, she shifted the cords, and now those same telekinetic dance shoved him down onto his knees. He landed on the floor, dipped down low, and his hands were held behind his back.

“Kiss my boots,” she ordered.

She didn’t touch the back of his head, but she didn’t need to either. Considering the power she wielded, it was a simple matter to make this boy dip his head down. His lips were right there in front of the black, shining leather of her right boot.

He didn’t have to kiss her.

The band around his neck tightened, and suddenly he couldn’t breathe!

Right away, he kissed her boot; since he surrendered, she allowed him to breathe again. He filled his lungs and she said, “Again.”

He kissed her boot again by slipping his lips along that smooth leather.

“Good boy,” she said before reaching down and sliding to fingers beneath the underside of his chin. She forced him to look up and explained, “You haven’t figured it out yet, so I will make it simple. You came to Nova City because we wanted you to. This city is one more opportunity for women to assert ourselves. We are taking control. You know what that means for you and the other boys?”

As hard as he tried, he didn’t dare respond, especially because he could still feel that invisible force around his ankles, his wrists, and his throat.

“You’re going to help me, Logan. You going to be such a good boy. Lots of men will see you, the vaunted Riptide, and they will know that you are owned. They will understand that you didn’t stand a chance, then they are just as doomed to servitude and failure. It’s time for men to accept their inferiority.”

“Never,” he growled.

“I have something for you,” she said.

With a jolt of her powers, she lifted him up. It felt like flying, like she had just flung him across the room. Instead, he landed back on the table, and the manacles snapped right back into position.

He was chained down, spread out and powerless, exactly as she liked him.

Without moving her hands, she opened the drawer, and that’s when he saw the ball gag again. That wasn’t the only implement she grabbed. Items flew out, and she grinned. She put her hand between his legs, gave his balls a gentle squeeze, which was enough to send a spurt of fear running through him. He opened his mouth, and the gag’s rubber ball slipped back into place. He tried to spit it out, but she lifted his head and strapped it into place. The buckles connected, making sure he would remain silent for as long as she liked.

Next, a collar slipped around his neck. It drew tight, and then there was the blindfold. It covered his eyes, making it impossible for him to see or have any clue of what was about to happen next.

“One more piece,” she said. “Something for you to consider. Just some thoughts that might put you in the proper frame of mind before I come back.”

“What are you talking about?” Logan tried to ask, only the gag made it impossible. Maybe she understood his incoherent mumbles. Probably not.

She slipped the headphones over his ears. It was time for the lesson to begin.

If she thought she was going to hypnotize him, he wanted to laugh in her face. Logan may not have been one of the preternaturally brilliant superheroes capable of building a kaiju-sized robot or a laser out of car parts, but he was still a well-educated man, and he refused to believe that repetition could actually program him.

Even so, he didn’t know what to expect.

Then he heard her voice, soft and sultry, playful and so alluring. It was almost a whisper. When he first heard her voice, he could almost imagine waking up beside the Weaver. She could smile at him with some of her red hair falling in front of her eyes. She would look at him and say something like, “Good morning, handsome.”

“Welcome to captivity,” he heard instead. The words may have been domineering and authoritative, but they still sounded so relaxed and almost playful. “I know you want to struggle right now, but that won’t do any good. It’s better for you to relax and listen. Boys are so much happier when they relax and listen.”

Logan really wished he could answer. Aside from the ball gag in his mouth, he knew she wouldn’t be able to hear him.

“You’re a boy, and boys need to relax and listen. Just let go. You don’t need to struggle. You don’t need to fight. A woman has you now, and you belong to her. You are mine, and that means you need to learn to obey. You don’t want to think for yourself. You don’t want to fight or argue. You were never meant to be a superhero. You were always meant to be a super slave.”

“That’s not true,” he tried to answer.

Then he heard the giggle.

This sounded like a recording, but he couldn’t be sure. Then he had to wonder if maybe it was something else, something more advanced, perhaps some kind of AI powered learning algorithm with one goal: teach him.

When he settled down, the voice continued, “Good. That’s right. Just relax. Relax and listen to the sound of my voice. Let these words soak into you, Logan. You want to be a good and obedient boy for me. You want to surrender completely. You don’t want to fight. You want to surrender. You want to acknowledge your place. Deep down, you know the truth.”

He wished he could have snorted, rolled his eyes, and demanded, “Yeah? And what truth is that?”

“Boys are meant to be owned,” she said. He blinked, surprised by how smoothly those words fit together.

“It’s evolution,” she said. Then he thought he heard another one of those playful giggles. “It’s evolution, hero boy. You just need to relax and let it happen. Haven’t you noticed? Everyone is talking about it. Women are taking more and more positions of leadership. Even in a bastion of sexism like America, women are pushing forward and more and more. It’s happening, and you can’t stop it!”

“I don’t want to stop it,” he grumbled into his ball gag.

He wished he could look around, to focus on something else, but behind the darkness of his eyelids, there was only her voice and his thoughts.

Her voice, however, seemed so much more insistent and seductive.

“I’m sure you think you’re a very flexible and compassionate man, but you also enjoy telling yourself how much bigger and stronger you are. But what you need to understand is that women are going to be superior in every facet of life. But don’t worry. We won’t leave you out.”

His insides clenched. Riptide may have faced off against incredibly powerful super villains, but there was something about her voice, that confidence and certainty. It was something he couldn’t match…

“You get to be a slave. You’ll be owned and cherished. You will serve. Having a boy like you on your knees in front of me is going to be so wonderful. I’m going to enjoy keeping you collared and leashed just like any other cherished pet. You will lick my boots, serve me, and I might even let you out of chastity every once in a while.”

He heard those words and knew that they were automated, yet his shaft still twitched with anticipation.

“I bet that idea makes you happy, doesn’t it?”

“Happy” wasn’t the right word, but he still wished he could tear himself free from the shackles holding him down.

“Just think about how easily I chained you onto this table. A kiss, a few seconds of my talents, and now you are completely helpless. Go on. Say it. Say you’re completely helpless. Tell me you’re powerless.”

But she wasn’t actually there, and he wasn’t going to play with this computer program.

Still, he shook his head it, which must’ve been detected by the computer program.

“That’s okay,” she said. The program diversion of the Weaver may have sounded disappointed, but it was also conciliatory, like she understood he wouldn’t be smart enough to figure this out right away. “Sometimes boys need some extra help. But don’t worry. I’m going to give that to you. I’m going to make sure you get all of the training and discipline you need.”

“This isn’t going to work,” he told himself, except he couldn’t hold onto the same confident assurance as he felt when he first heard her voice.

“Just relax and listen,” she said, retreating back a step. “Relax and listen and face your future as a boy. There’s nothing wrong with being owned.”

“Yeah,” he tried to say, “Because I’m sure all of the women back in the forties and fifties were so happy with the sexism they faced.”

Again, the computer program seemed to recognize exactly what he was saying, or maybe the potential counterarguments had already been entered into its parameters. Either way, she giggled again and demurred, “It’s going to be different. When women are oppressed, both parties can understand that something is wrong. Maybe a man tells himself that they like being in charge, that it’s natural or right or some other such nonsense, but that’s not how the world was meant to work, is it?”

“No…” Logan started to answer. Again, he blinked his eyes, not that he could tell the difference. With the mask covering his eyes, everything was black. He could open his eyes and face the same velvety darkness or close them without being able to really tell the difference.

“No. Men don’t want to be in charge. Men want to surrender. Men want to yield and give in. Men understand that they should have collars around their necks with leashes leading to the hands of their owners. Isn’t that what you want?”

Right then, he yanked and twisted against his shackles as hard as he could. He kept hoping that maybe a flicker of his old power might return, but she had drained him so thoroughly. He was just a man.

Worse, while blindfolded and with his ears covered by these headphones, his senses had been reduced, which meant he couldn’t see any way out of this!

He couldn’t come up some brilliant strategy, not while he was so utterly trapped.

She controlled what he heard, what he saw, all while keeping him chained to that table!

He bit down into the rubber ball, but it still didn’t do any good. There was no way for this boy to fight back.

All he could do was listen and relax…

“You don’t need to fight back. You don’t need to resist,” insisted the program. “You want to be an obedient boy. You want to listen to your owner. You want to please her and make her happy. Nothing is more important than pleasing your owner. You should do everything you can to please her. Just relax and listen and consider that. Think about how you could make her feel good.”

Logan didn’t mean to do it, but he imagined himself on his knees, only this time he wouldn’t need the telekinetic bands of force around his wrists, ankles, and neck. He could freely choose to kneel before her, kiss her boots, and acknowledge his place beneath her.

“You can serve me,” insisted the program. “You can acknowledge your place as a superpowered slave. You might be stronger, but that just means you’re the best pony in the stable.”

His nostrils twitched as you heard those words.

“And of course, I could invite you into my bed, especially when I want that busy mouth of yours between my legs. Think about how good it could feel to lick and serve me.”

Without meaning to, he remembered her taste. He remembered how his tongue felt as he lapped at her opening. He wanted to do it again.

His cock strained, and he had never envisioned an erection as some kind of reward. It had always been the orgasm, except now, he couldn’t even get hard because she had him locked up!

“There will be those other times,” she acknowledged, “Moments when you are down on your knees and you want my attention, but you won’t get it. That’s okay. Boys can’t always have what they want. Boys need to understand their limitations. The boundaries are good for boys. They help boys understand their place. Because what are you again?”

He knew the right answer; he knew what the program wanted him to think.

A slave, he thought.

Those two words popped into his head, and he quickly dismissed them. More importantly, they didn’t actually feel right or real, yet they were there nonetheless.

“That’s right,” said the program as though it could read his mind. “You are a slave. You are owned. Just like every other boy in Nova City, you will be collared and controlled. You will learn to focus on your owner and her desires. You will focus on me and my desires.”

He strained again, pulling and trying to kick out. Nothing helped. He couldn’t even shake the headphones off, not that he didn’t try extensively.

“Just relax and listen,” she continued. “Accept who you are. Accept your fate. This is the boy you were always meant to be.”

“That’s not true!” Logan tried to call out.

“It’s true,” continued the voice.

The program went on and on, telling him all about his life, about how he was going to be owned.

Distantly, he recognized that the headphones had been pulled away, but now he heard another voice as he felt her soft breath against the contours of his ear, “Tell me you want to be my slave, and I will let you out.” This was her voice, her real voice, right?

Logan couldn’t be sure. Either way, she pulled the gag from his mouth. He could speak!

Because he saw this for the kind of test it was, he pressed his lips to together and remained stubbornly silent.

“Okay,” she said as she used her telekinetic powers to force the ball back into his mouth. The headphones returned, and the computer program continued its verbal onslaught.

Minutes later. Hours? Hours seemed more likely. But it could have been days.

Time became choppy as he lost himself the stream of her beautiful voice. As she spoke, he admired the melodic tones, the soft, playful intimacy of hearing her whisper to him, and he tried to hate it. He tried to get angry, but the rage wouldn’t come.

He was naked and chained down, collared, gagged and blindfolded with headphones over his ears. None of that gave him the impetus he needed to get angry. He almost wished he could be someone like at the Rage Mage, someone with an infinite pool of hatred deep within his psyche.

Instead, Logan started imagining what it would be like to bow down before the Weaver.

After a span of time that could have measured in minutes, hours, or days, the ball gag came out, the headphones were pulled away, and he heard her again, “Tell me you want to be my slave, and I will let you out.”

He licked his lips.

At some point, he had stopped struggling, yet a different kind of exhaustion clung to his arms and legs.

His breathing quickened, his pulse sped up, and he wished he could see her. At the same time, her fingers played along his sensitive skin. He twitched as she stroked his thigh and caressed his chest.

“I can’t!”

The headphones went back on, and she shoved the ball gag back between his teeth. “Maybe later,” she said, although he couldn’t be certain whether or not those words were real or a phantom in his imagination.

The voice played with him again, teasing him, taunting him, and telling him about his future. She made it sound wonderful, like he just had to give up. He could yield completely to her, and it would be wonderful.

He didn’t need to worry about his business; he didn’t need to worry about saving anyone. He was just a boy, so it was important for him to recognize his place. If he had been unhappy, it was because he kept trying to assert himself.

The universe gave him a position, one at the feet of a beautiful woman.

Logan started to hope she would come back. An idea occurred to him. Maybe he could just tell her whatever she wanted to hear, get up, and try again.

But try what?

He didn’t know, he tried not to think about it.

Still, maybe he could follow his instincts, allow his natural inclinations to take hold, and that might be enough. One of his friends once told him, “We are men. We are aggressive and violent. It’s natural. It’s nature—it’s evolution!” They had been out, wandering between the bars, drinking, and checking out the girls.

Logan had never known whether or not he really agreed with that sentiment, but the idea stuck to him. He was a guy, after all. He had grown up in a world where boys needed to hide most of their feelings. They could get hungry and a horny, but that was about it. Otherwise, the best of them were strong and aggressive; they were supposed to be the hunters and the predators.

He had to hope he had those instincts.

Then he heard her voice again. The ball gag came out, the headphones slid away, and she told him, “Tell me you want to be my slave, and I will let you out.”

His voice trembled, but he replied, “I, I want to be your slave.” Even as he spoke, he couldn’t tell whether or not those words were a lie.

“Good boy,” she said. He still couldn’t see what was happening, only he felt it.

First, she unlocked the chastity cage. When he heard the lock click open, he tensed up as his heart hammered against of the bars of its cage.

He couldn’t know precisely what was going to happen, especially because she started teasing him. She caressed his neck around the collar. She kissed his chest, his right cheek, then his left. At the same time, she slid the plastic tube away from his cock, freeing his member. His manhood hardened instantly.

The arousal felt incredible!

He had never marveled at what that freedom of arousal felt like, not until now.

“Please, let me up,” he begged. The words came out automatically. By this point, he wasn’t thinking clearly. He wasn’t thinking at all; instead, he just said those words and hoped she might feel merciful.

“You know, it won’t make any difference,” she promised.

“I know,” he admitted. “You’re stronger than me. Even with all of my powers, you were always stronger than me.”

“Music to my ears,” she agreed.

Her abilities flickered, and his shackles opened.

This was it, his chance!

Between her abilities and the mask over his eyes, she must have believed she could do you ever she wanted. He hadn’t prepared for this, not consciously, but he channeled that aggression. Deep within his core, he knew he could fight. He knew he possessed the anger.

She had captured him, taken him, and now she thought she could mold him into a slave?

Never!

Riptide reached out, slid his fingers along her shoulder, realized exactly where she was, and he launched himself forward. He pounced, grabbing her and trying to shove her back.

For an instant, it felt like he could succeed. He could knock her into the wall, leave her dazed, pull the mask off of his eyes, maybe hit her harder, knock her out, and make his escape. If he could just keep her unconscious, then her superior superpowers wouldn’t make the slightest difference.

The plan to flared behind his eyes, only she stopped both of them.

Her psychokinetic webs encircled his wrists, pulled him back, and she braced herself before the momentum could throw her against the wall.

The eye mask was pulled away from his face, forcing him to blink rapidly as he tried to adjust to the onslaught of light. Then he saw her face, that little pout of disappointment, and she shook her head from side to side. “Logan, I thought we were past this. But I guess I need to teach you the truth.”

“What, what are you talking about?”

She didn’t answer. Instead, she waved her hand, and the telekinetic cords shoved him down to his knees. He was still hard, and he even thought about trying to touch himself, but she forced his hands behind his back.

He struggled and squirmed, but he couldn’t tear past her abilities.

She opened one of those black drawers, and she pulled out a special harness. When he saw it, he didn’t understand. Currently, she had on her black catsuit, but that didn’t last long. She unzipped it and let the sleek, skintight material fall back to the floor. Once she was naked, he wondered if she intended to have sex with him again…

Hope blossomed inside of his chest, only then she pulled on the harness. It fit between her legs like a pair of panties, and then she pulled out the dildo.

“What, what you going to do with that?” Logan asked. His voice quivered. On some level, he must have had a very good idea of what could happen to him, but she just smiled.

That wicked little curve of her lips made him shiver again. She slipped the dildo into the harness, pulled it tight, and stroked it almost lovingly.

“I’ve had sex with you, Logan,” she explained, “But I’ve never really fucked you.”

As those words washed over him, she pulled a small tube of lubricant from the drawer, squirted to down onto the tip of that shaft, and then she grinned at him.

In the next moment, the invisible cords forced him up. She maneuvered him like a doll or a puppet, bending him against the table with the shackles. She didn’t chain him down, not this time.

She came up behind him, kissed the back of his neck, and ran her fingers along his biceps, past his elbows, all the way to his forearms. Her fingers wrapped around his limbs and tightened. She held them down, both physically and telekinetically. She made sure he felt utterly powerless.

The Weaver made sure he felt the truth.

“Don’t do this. Please. Please, you can’t!”

“Why not?” she asked. “You just proved that you are my enemy. You attacked me. Now it’s time for me to tame you.”

“I will not let you get away with this!”

She pulled her right hand away from his forearm, grabbed him by his collar, and pulled. “And how are you going to stop me?”

This time, Logan didn’t have an answer, but it hardly mattered because she aimed, pushed forward, and that’s when he felt the tip of her toy push against his opening. He tried to tighten, to clench down, to stop her. He wanted to hear some grunt of frustration or see a grimace cross her beautiful face.

Inch by inch, she forced her way in.

He tried to wiggle, but she held down, keeping him pinned there. With his legs spread, his arms out, and his face pushed to the table, he couldn’t fight her!

His lips parted as he gasped.

That sense of humiliating violation rushed through his body as she pushed down, only to pull back. As the friction of that shaft fluttered along his nerves, he realized something. He told himself he hated every second of this, yet some flicker of pleasure came to life.

She shoved down again, and that stimulation raced along his body. His toes curled, his fingers pushed down, and he tried to break her hold over him, but it wasn’t enough. Passion didn’t power his abilities, so he remained there, bent over and powerless before this woman.

“You’re enjoying this,” she said.

It wasn’t a question.

Even so, he had to argue. “No!”

“You love getting owned by me. You’re a boy. You can feel it deep down,” she said, echoing the words of the program she had used on him.

Logan should have answered instantly. Hot, lighting words should have jumped from his mouth, but he couldn’t get them out. She shoved down again, and he could feel the press of her breasts against his back, the heat of her waist, and the pressure from her fingers as she held him down.

He wiggled, squirming, but none of that helped.

Then she decided to add to his humiliation.

The telekinetic webs disappeared from his arms and legs.

For the spark of a moment, he thought this might be his chance. Yes, she had finally gotten arrogant enough that he could exploit her vulnerability.

Logan growled, shoved his hands and tensed against the edges of the table, and tried to push as hard as he could. He wanted to launch himself away from the table, but it didn’t work.

With every kiss and touch, she could drain his powers.

But the Weaver remained powerful. She was still a superheroine, so she had no problem keeping this boy trapped right there as she rode him, sliding her fake shaft deep into his opening.

Eyes wide, he cried out.

But for her part, she savored the pressure between her hips. Not only that, there was something wildly intoxicating about having the most powerful boy in Nova City bent forward and powerless as she held him down.

“You aren’t going anywhere,” she promised. “You are mine. You belong to me.”

She pulled back and thrust forward again, over and over. She started speeding up.

When she first decided to fuck him like this, she hadn’t thought it would be enough to get her off. Now she couldn’t be so sure! Giggling, she pumped him harder and faster. She made sure he stayed right there, powerless even as he tried to shove himself free.

None of that helped.

She could play with her toy for as long as she wanted!

The Weaver couldn’t be sure whether it was the stimulation or just the ecstasy of seeing him squirm like of this. Either way, she came closer and closer. Then the orgasm exploded through her body. It raced along her skin before she shivered and finally pulled back.

“On the table,” she commanded. “Now!”

After everything he had endured, Logan shouldn’t have obeyed her. He should have held onto his independence and freedom. Even if she would just trip him, grab him, or levitate him off of the floor, he still had to try, right?

Only then he turned back to her, he gulped, and that’s when he climbed up onto the table. She scurried after him, pushing one hand against his chest and slamming him down. He landed with a thud, but it hardly mattered because she climbed on top of him, grabbed his wrists, pinned him, and started kissing him.

His defiance melted away.

“Say it,” she commanded.

Just because he didn’t want this to stop, because he needed that orgasm, he looked up at her and promised, “I, I want to be your slave! Please, make your slave!”

She leaned down, kissed him again, pulled back, and told him the words he feared most, “Yes. Now you’re my slave.” She brushed her fingers along his collar as though this somehow made it official.

Logan tried to hold onto the truth of the situation. He was still a prisoner, held there against his will, and he had every right to try to escape.

But would he?

She pulled her hands away from his wrists, but he didn’t tried to push her off. He didn’t throw any punches as she grabbed his shaft and aimed it for her naked slit. She leaned to down again, taking him.

When he felt the heat and tension of her body, he could only arch his back and moan.

“Don’t come,” she ordered. “Don’t you dare come yet!”

When his eyes widened and the look of fear played across his handsome face, Amy couldn’t help herself. She giggled happily, pulled herself up, and lowered herself back down. Fresh friction and the feel of his member between her legs sent delicious shutters reverberating through her petite frame.

“That’s right,” she said. “You know the truth. You know you belong to me.”

Logan didn’t want to believe the programming had any impact on him, but he felt those words deep within his psyche. They seemed so honest, so real, and so true. Indelible.

“You belong to me, Riptide. You are my plaything. You are my slave. Always and forever!”

When she leaned forward and kissed him, he tried to fight it, but something else happened. The arousal pulsed through his body, and he wanted to surrender. He wanted to give in and accept this woman as his owner. She would have complete control over him.

He waited for some defiant surge of stubbornness to course through his body.

It didn’t happen.

She held him down, rode him hard, and brought him to the cusp of an orgasm. Then she slowed down. “Say it,” she commanded.

“I, I am your slave! I belong to you!”

“Why?”

“Because you’re a woman, and you’re my superior.”

“Women were meant to rule, weren’t they?” Despite the flush of arousal playing along her cheeks, she sounded so calm and relaxed as she uttered those words.

“Yes!”

“Say it.”

“Women are meant to rule. Women need to be in charge because men are slaves!”

“Most of them just don’t know it yet,” she agreed. “But you do.” Then her eyes blazed, and she kissed him again even as she continued to rock her hips and revel in the feel of his body rubbing against hers.

Then she surprised him. She pulled away from that kiss just long enough to say, “Struggle.”

Logan only glanced up at her for a moment before he understood precisely what she wanted.

As an act of obedience, he started to pull and writhe beneath her as he tried to slip his arms and legs free.

“Come on,” she taunted. “You can do better than that. You used to be a superhero!”

He heard those words, growled, and tried to tear himself free. He worked at it as best he could, but this girl kept him pinned as she rode him, sliding the walls of her opening along his length. It felt so good. He bucked his hips forward, sliding his shaft deep into her.

With every moment, she grinned wickedly and said, “You used to be a superhero, but what are you now?”

“Your slave. I’m your super slave!”

She threw her head back, climaxed hard, and her opening tightened around him. She forced him to climax. He couldn’t have stopped it, not even if he had channeled every iota of willpower he possessed.

He lost himself to that blaze of pleasure as the excitement rolled over him.

She pulled away, grabbed him, and rested her head on his chest.

Logan started to wonder if maybe this would be a good opportunity to try to escape, only then he dismissed the idea because she was his superior, and he would never be able to defeat her. She was smarter and stronger than he could ever be, which meant he had to accept his place— wherever his owner wanted him.

“Are you ready?” The Weaver asked as they stood behind the curtains. On the other side, Melissa Tander spoke to a mob of journalists and bloggers about the new regulations going into effect. These laws would change everything, especially for the boys of Nova City.

Riptide stood before his owner in his modified uniform. He wore the same helmet, the formfitting suit, and he told himself he was ready.

“Would you rather kneel?”

He nodded, so she smiled and pointed to the spot at her black boots. He lowered himself down, looked up at her, and she stroked his neck to brush her fingers along the edge of his new, dark blue collar.

“Allow me to present the Weaver and the well-trained Riptide!” Melissa Tander called out.

The Weaver pulled on his leash, and he crawled out onto the stage, just as they had practiced.

Dozens of cameras flashed as they took their picture. There she was, in her black and white mask, resplendent and perfect as she stood. She flipped her hair, showing off those reddish blonde tresses even as she shifted her footing to give each of the photographers a perfect angle.

Then there was the former superhero known as Riptide. As always, he wore his visored helmet, only now he had the noticeable band around his neck, plus the gag in his mouth.

“In addition to the regulations for men, we have decided here in Nova City that males are incapable of acting as superheroes. As such, any male who develops superpowers will be assigned a superheroine, someone who can oversee him and train him as her sidekick.”

Logan probably could have closed his eyes and tried to hide from the onslaught of questions, but he instead looked up at his owner as she stepped in front of the podium, adjusted the microphone, and started to talk.

While she started to answer their questions, he gazed up at her, knowing full well that the other men in Nova City would soon be ready to surrender just as he had. This was his future; this was every superhero’s future, whether he knew it or not.

The End
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