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When a ray accidentally turns shapeshifting superhero Volt Vixen into a loyal plaything for a random nerd, he seizes the power to build a harem of superwomen.

    
    





Chapter 1 : Unintended Target


I’m in the thick of it, the lab’s air crackling with the tension of the standoff. Dr. Mind, that mad fucker with his delusions of grandeur, is aiming his latest mind-control ray at me, but I’ve danced this dance before. Each time the ray zaps towards me, I’m already elsewhere, my body pulsing with each surge of electricity I command to aid my movements. The hostages are cowering behind whatever cover they can find, but my focus is on taking this bastard down.


I’ve always had a knack for reading my opponent’s next move, and Dr. Mind’s no exception. He’s predictable, arrogant. I dodge another ray, closing in on him, my muscles coiled tight. As I launch forward, my fist connects with his jaw in a satisfying crunch. He stumbles back, but as I move to deliver the final blow, a sharp sting hits me. It’s like a sonic boom in my mind, disorienting, dizzying, but I push through it, using the momentum to send him sprawling to the ground with a heavy thud.


Shaking off the confusion, my eyes scan the room, and that’s when I see him—just a nerdy guy, nothing remarkable, but our eyes lock and something inside me shifts. I can’t explain it, but I know I belong to him. It’s as if I’ve been claimed, and every fiber of my being accepts it without question. I’m still Volt Vixen, strong and defiant, but now there’s this undeniable truth settling in my chest. A smirk plays on my lips, a mix of bemusement and acceptance, as I stand tall amidst the chaos, a new kind of electricity coursing through me.


With Dr. Mind knocked out cold on the ground, I make a quick call to the cavalry. “Clean up on aisle five,” I mutter into the comm, knowing they’ll be here to mop up the mess. I can still feel the effects of whatever the hell hit me, but I keep it together, focusing on the task at hand.


Stealing glances at the nerd, I take in his features: a mop of untidy brown hair, glasses that have seen better days, and a sweater vest that screams ‘I spend my Friday nights with a chessboard.’ Not my type, not by a long mile—hell, the ladies are more my speed. But there’s this gnawing sense of belonging to him that’s hard to shake off. It’s like a fucking leash around my neck, invisible but palpable.


Once I’ve made sure Dr. Mind’s tech is neutralized, I stride over to the hostages. “All clear, folks. The boys in blue will be here to take statements and all that jazz.” My voice is steady, betraying none of the inner turmoil. I’m all professional on the outside, but inside, there’s a storm brewing.


Approaching the nerd, I keep my tone casual. “Hey, you holding up okay?” I ask, my voice tinged with that usual rasp of mine.


He’s all jittery, eyes wide behind those thick lenses. “Y-yeah, thanks to you. I’m Mark,” he stutters out, still shaken from the ordeal.


“Vixen,” I reply with a nod, keeping it short. “Stay safe, Mark. And, uh, nice job not getting your mind zapped.”


He gives me a small, grateful smile, and I can’t help but feel a tug in my chest. Shit, am I actually feeling protective over this guy?


With sirens wailing in the distance, I slip away, my mind a whirlwind of confusion. I’ve got to get back to my lair and figure out what the fuck just happened to me. But deep down, I know I’ll be seeing Mark again—that much is clear as day.
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Chapter 2 : Behind the Curtains


Back at the lair, the high-tech fortress I call my second home, the walls hum with the energy of a place built for a superhero. It’s all sleek metal and glass, the epitome of modern design, with more gadgets than a tech convention. My personal sanctuary is rigged with the best tech money can’t buy—stolen right from under the noses of villains like Dr. Mind.


I try to decompress, flipping through the arsenal of weapons, but my mind’s stuck on that damn ray and the nerdy guy with his sweater vest and scared-shitless eyes. I should be trying to figure out how to shake this feeling, but the truth is, I don’t want to. There’s something thrilling about this unexpected twist, even if it’s not by my own choosing.


That’s when Sienna, my fiery red-headed assistant and sometimes bed-warmer, saunters in. “You look like you’ve been zapped by more than just electricity, Kat,” she observes, her voice laced with concern. Sienna’s a stunner, with curves in all the right places, and legs that could strangle a man—if she wanted.


I grunt, feeling her soft hands on my skin as she tends to a cut on my arm. “Just another day at the office,” I mutter, not meeting her gaze.


She’s not buying it. “Bullshit. You’ve got that look… the one you get when something’s eating at you. That fight with Dr. Mind mess with your head?”


I hesitate, the words catching in my throat. Telling her means admitting that I’m not entirely my own anymore, but the idea of denying Mark his ‘possession’ feels wrong—like I’d be betraying some sacred pact I didn’t even sign up for. “It’s nothing,” I lie, my voice flat. “Just tired, is all.”


Sienna narrows her eyes, not convinced, but she lets it go—for now. “Alright, but if that mad scientist scrambled your brains, we’ll need to fix it. I’m not sharing my bed with some puppet.”


I smirk, the irony not lost on me. Here she is, worried about mind control, while I’m sitting here, fully aware that my head’s been fucked with, yet unwilling to do anything about it. Because somewhere out there is a dork named Mark, and my fucked-up brain has decided he’s the one I belong to. And the craziest part? I’m okay with it.


Sienna’s fingers linger with a touch more purpose than necessary, tracing the line of my collarbone. I lean into it for a moment, craving the familiar comfort of her touch, the heat that always seems to radiate from her skin. But as she leans in, aiming to close the distance between us with lips that promise nothing but sin, I find myself pulling back. The thought of Mark’s unknown desires halts me, and I hate that it does.


“Kat, what’s the matter?” Sienna’s voice is laced with a mix of confusion and hurt as she steps back, her fiery eyes searching mine for answers.


“I—I can’t,” I stammer, the words foreign as they leave my lips. “It’s just… not the right time.”


She folds her arms, her gaze narrowing. “Since when do you back out of a good time? That’s not the Kat I know.”


I run a hand through my spiked hair, struggling to keep my composure. “Look, I’m fine, really. The fight just took it out of me more than I thought,” I lie, my voice carrying an edge of frustration.


Concern flickers across Sienna’s face, but she nods slowly, giving me space. “Alright, if you say so. But if you need to talk about whatever’s going on in that head of yours, I’m here.”


I manage a half-smirk, appreciating her presence even if I can’t indulge in it right now. “Thanks, Sienna. But could you do something for me? There’s this… hostage from today, Mark. Can you dig up some info on him? I want to make sure Dr. Mind hasn’t got any lingering hooks in him.”


Her brow quirks up, a silent question hanging in the air. “You think he’s involved with Mind?”


Shit. I’m too quick to dispel that, nearly tripping over my own words. “No! No, just being thorough. Just a civilian caught in the crossfire.”


She eyes me for a moment longer before nodding. “Alright, I’ll see what I can find.”


With that settled, I make my way upstairs to my private quarters, feeling the weight of my own duplicity. I need to figure out what the hell I’m going to do about Mark—and this bizarre allegiance my mind’s sworn to him.


Holed up in my lair, the night drags on as I wrestle with the twisted web my mind’s become. The sane part of me wants to break free, to tell Sienna to fix whatever Dr. Mind’s ray fucked up inside my head. But the rest of me? It’s fiercely against the idea, clinging to the new sense of purpose that’s latched onto my psyche.


What does a guy like Mark even want from someone like me? He could be asexual for all I know, but I’m not naive. As a shapeshifter, I’ve seen the filthy fantasies plastered online—lewd drawings and stories about me bending over, tits bouncing, as some faceless fanboy fucks me from behind, or the requests for custom “fan service” where I morph into their favorite celebrity. It used to disgust me, knowing these pervs were jerking off to the thought of my abilities being used for their pleasure.


Now, I find myself chuckling at the irony—the only one who might get to live out that fantasy is Mark, that lucky son of a bitch. The realization shocks me to my core. I’m a lesbian; I’ve never given a second thought to some random guy’s dick. But the thought that if Mark wants to fuck me, I’d spread my legs for him without question, sends a twisted thrill down my spine.


Opening the file Sienna sent over, I scan Mark’s profile. Painfully normal, painfully nerdy. But it doesn’t matter. His desires are now my priority. I note his address, determination setting in. He’s about to find out he’s the proud owner of a sexy super.


Transforming my appearance, I choose a form that’s smoking hot—a body with curves for days, long, flowing hair, and a tight dress that leaves little to the imagination—yet still a far cry from my true self. Got to keep my identity safe, unless Mark says otherwise.


Stepping out into the night, I make my way to Mark’s address, ready to deliver the news. He’s about to discover just how lucky he is.
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Chapter 3 : The Choice of Chains


As I make my way through the quiet streets, the distant sound of gunshots pierces the night. A surge of adrenaline kicks in, the hero instinct that’s been a part of me for as long as I can remember. But this time, I hesitate. I’m caught in an internal tug-of-war, battling between the duty that’s defined me and the new, bizarre urge to serve Mark’s whims above all else.


He doesn’t even know he owns me yet. Would he want me to intervene, to play the hero? Or does he have other plans for me? My usual resolve falters; I can’t assume anything. The priority is to introduce myself to him, to find out what he desires, be it my body or my obedience. And if he wants me to let the city burn, I’d watch it light up the sky without so much as a flinch.


I arrive at his place, a modest two-story house that’s seen better days. The paint’s peeling, and there’s a light on in the upstairs window. Taking a deep breath, I approach and knock on the door. It swings open, and there he is, Mark, in his pajamas, looking every bit the dork I saved earlier.


He blinks at me, obviously confused. “Can I help you?” he asks, his voice unsteady.


I take a deep breath, steeling myself. “I’m gonna make this simple for you, Mark. I’m Volt Vixen,” I say, my voice low and steady. “And because of that messed-up ray when I was saving your ass, I’m yours now. Whatever you want, I’ll do it. No questions asked. Lucky you, huh?”


Stepping into his dimly lit living room, I can’t help but feel a little out of place. Mark’s still gaping at me, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. I’ve got to give him something to work with, some proof that I am who I say I am. It’s now or never.


I glance around quickly, ensuring we’re alone and away from prying eyes. Then, in a spark of electricity, I let my body shift back into the form he’d recognize from the news or the net—the infamous Volt Vixen. My costume clings to me, the cobalt blue and electric yellow of my suit vivid against the dullness of his living room. My goggles now sit atop my head, and my spiked black hair frames my face.


“See? It’s really me,” I say, my voice firm but patient.


Mark takes a step back, his eyes wide behind those glasses of his. “I-I don’t… Are you interrogating me? Is this a test?” He stammers, his confusion palpable.


I let out a sigh, trying to keep my impatience in check. “No, Mark. No tests, no interrogation. Just a very strange twist of fate. That ray screwed with my head, and now it seems I’ve got this compulsion to… well, to be yours.”


He blinks, processing the information. “Mine? As in… you’ll do whatever I say?”


“Yeah, that’s about the size of it,” I reply, feeling a strange sense of calm admitting it out loud. “So what’s it gonna be, Mark? What do you want from me?”


Mark’s gaze trails over me unabashedly, taking in the contours of my body showcased by my skin-tight suit. I can’t help but wonder if he’s itching for me to take the lead, to press my curves against him and show him the kind of pleasure only a super can provide. Yet, I hold back, waiting for him to voice his desires.


After a moment that feels like an eternity, he clears his throat, his cheeks tinged with red. “I can’t just… take advantage of you,” he mumbles, his eyes briefly meeting mine before darting away. “If that ray messed with your mind when you saved me, it’d be wrong not to try and help you now.” His voice is earnest, almost pleading. “Do you know of any way to get your mind back to normal?”


A wave of relief washes over me, and I can’t help but crack a smile. It’s comforting to know that his intentions align with what the old me would’ve wanted. “You’re a decent guy, Mark,” I joke, trying to lighten the mood. “Most wouldn’t have hesitated to take the offer.”


He nods, a chuckle escaping him, but his eyes linger on my chest a moment too long. I frown slightly, wondering if deep down, that’s what he really craves, or if he’s just compelled to do ‘the right thing.’


Hesitating, I say, “You know, you don’t have to play the hero here, Mark. If you don’t want to…”


He swallows hard, his gaze flickering with uncertainty. That’s all the confirmation I need. I step closer, letting my powers subtly enhance my bust and hips, making them even more voluptuous. “So, Mark,” I purr, my voice dropping an octave, “what do you really, really want right now? Because whatever it is, that’s exactly what I’m here to give you.”


I can’t help but laugh at his hesitation, the way he’s practically devouring me with his eyes while trying to play the knight in shining armor. “Mark, let’s get one thing straight,” I start, my tone laced with the raw frankness I’m known for. “What I want is what you want. If you want to play the nice guy and help me get back to my old self, then that’s what we’ll do. And sure, my old self will be damn grateful. But if you want to explore this body, to enjoy it… well, that’s a job for my new self.”


I lean in closer, my green eyes locking with his. “You’ve got a choice here, and it’s not one to take lightly. Get me back to normal, and it’s back to your everyday life. But if you take me, keep me as yours, I’ll be just that—yours. No questions asked.”


He’s visibly conflicted, the right and wrong waging war in his head. I place my hand on his chest, feeling the rapid beat of his heart. “Remember, I’m not here to judge you,” I assure him, my voice a purr of temptation. “No one else knows what’s going on here. It’s your choice, and there won’t be any negative repercussions. If you help me, I’ll be grateful and out of your hair. If you don’t…” I trail off, letting the implication hang in the air.


I watch the struggle in his eyes, the way his gaze flicks down to my now even more pronounced cleavage. I’ve made my point clear—it’s entirely up to him. Whatever he decides, I’m at peace with it. Because right now, I’m not just Volt Vixen; I’m his to command.


There’s a heaviness in the air as Mark collapses onto his ratty old couch, his eyes still locked on me. He rubs the back of his neck, looking for all the world like he’s trying to solve the most complicated puzzle of his life.


“If—if—I decided to keep you,” he stresses the word, “we don’t even know if this thing is permanent. I don’t want to be on the receiving end of a super-powered ass-kicking if you suddenly snap out of it.”


He’s got a point. I cross my arms and lean against the doorframe, mulling it over. “You’re right. It’s a risk. Dr. Mind’s rays are notorious for being… sticky. They tend to leave a lasting impression unless they’re properly reversed. But to be sure, I could track down the exact ray that hit me, get my hands on it. Hell,” I pause, the idea solidifying in my mind, “if you want, I could even bring it back here. You could use it on me some more… or on someone else if that’s your thing.”


I can practically see the wheels turning in his head, the concept both terrifying and tantalizing him. His gaze flits between my eyes and the full swell of my breasts, the internal struggle playing out across his face.


It’s clear as day—he wants me. But the fear of the unknown, of the consequences, it’s got him by the balls. When he finally admits it, voice barely above a whisper, “I… I want you, but I’m scared,” I can’t help but step forward, closing the space between us.


“Mark, you can keep me. I’m here, telling you to take what you want. And sure, maybe I’ve been brainwashed to want it, but the fact is, I want what you want. If you want me, I want you to have me. Simple as fuck!”


Mark’s chuckle cuts through the tension like a knife through butter, his gaze still roaming over the curves of my body. “So, what now?” he asks, a twinkle of mischief in his eyes. It’s obvious he’s savoring the thought of all the things he could do with me.


I can’t help but smirk, leaning back against the wall with a playful glint in my eye. “Well, you’ve got options, Mark. You could have me as your cute girlfriend, though ‘cute’ ain’t exactly my style, but I can fucking learn. Or I could be your personal fuck toy—yeah, I’m a lesbian, but for you, I’ll make an exception. Hell, I could be both, or neither. Want me to dress up as a French maid and lick the floor—or your cock—clean? It’s all on the table, whatever you want.”


He stares at me for a long, silent moment, his decision hanging in the air. Then, with a voice that’s more command than question, he finally says, “Get naked. Blow me.”


I ain’t turned on, and to be honest, the guy doesn’t do a thing for me, but this is what he wants, so it’s what I’m going to give him. With a thought, my clothes ripple and disappear, my body now bare before him. I reach for his pants, fumbling a bit as I pull his cock out. It’s not a task I’m used to, but his growing arousal makes things easier.


Bending down, I wrap my lips around him, taking him into my mouth. My movements are clumsy, inexperienced, but I’m driven by the desire to please him. I use my tongue awkwardly, trying to remember how those porn scenes go, all the while feeling his hands thread through my spiked hair, urging me on.


I work diligently on his shaft, using my mouth and tongue to coax him closer to the edge. It doesn’t take long before he’s there, his body tensing and a low groan escaping his lips as he blows his load. His cum splatters across my tits, warm and sticky against my skin. As he pants, trying to catch his breath, I feel nothing but satisfaction. It’s like the end of a mission well done—another task checked off the list.


I sit back on my heels, looking up at him as he slumps further into the couch, spent and still in a bit of shock from the experience. I can’t help but smirk. “Not too bad for a first-timer, huh?” I quip, my voice dripping with the same confidence I’d use when I’ve just kicked some villain’s ass. My body feels a strange kind of triumph, a sense of accomplishment in fulfilling his desire. I’m Volt Vixen, hero of the night, but in this moment, I’m whatever the hell he wants me to be—and I’m damn good at it.


Mark lets out a laugh, a sound that seems to ease the remaining tension in the room. “Never thought something like this would ever happen to me,” he says, shaking his head in disbelief, though his hungry eyes never stray far from the sight of my cum-splattered tits.


I grin back at him, wiping a stray streak of cum from my skin. “Neither did I, but I gotta say, I hope you’re enjoying the perks of your new… acquisition,” I quip, my voice dripping with that dark humor of mine.


We hold each other’s gaze, the weight of our bizarre situation settling around us like a thick fog. It’s a strange kind of understanding, a silent agreement that we’re both just trying to navigate this fucked-up turn of events.


Then, the sharp beep of my communicator cuts through the silence. I don’t move, just let it ring out. I explain to Mark, “That’s my call to go play hero. Save the day, all that shit.” But I don’t budge, waiting for his command, showing him the ball’s in his court now.


He nods, a serious look crossing his face. “Go,” he says firmly. “If we’re gonna do… whatever this is, we can’t raise suspicions. Keep doing your superhero thing.”


As I’m about to leave, he throws me a curveball. “Were you serious about that girlfriend experience you mentioned?” he asks, a curious tilt to his voice.


I chuckle, “Hell yeah, I was serious. Why?”


He fidgets with his glasses, then admits, “Got a family gathering this weekend. Showing up with a hot girl like you would blow their damn minds.”


I laugh, loud and genuine. “I’d be glad to blow their minds—and anything else that needs blowing,” I say with a wink. I jot down my private number, slide it across the table to him. “Remember, I’m yours. Whatever, whenever.” With one last smirk, I turn on my heel and head out to save the day, leaving behind a man with the power to call on Volt Vixen for whatever his heart—or other parts—desires.
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Chapter 4 : A Tailored Devotion


Chillin’ on Mark’s couch, I’m dressed down in some casual clothes, a far cry from my usual skin-tight fighting gear. I look… normal, which is weird as hell for me, but it feels oddly right given the circumstances.


“So, this is kinda fucked up, huh?” I say, breaking the ice as I catch Mark giving me another one of his unsure looks. “You owning me and all.”


“Yeah, it’s… it’s a lot,” he admits, rubbing the back of his neck. “I’m still not sure how to wrap my head around it.”


I throw my legs up on the coffee table, leaning back with a casual shrug. “Feels pretty normal to me. Just another day of doing whatever the fuck I need to,” I say with a half-smile. “And hey, if you’re still feeling weird about it, I can suck your dick or offer up my ass to lighten the mood.” I’m only half-joking, watching closely for his reaction.


He laughs, but it’s a bit strained. “Let’s just plan out the day, okay? How you’re gonna act like my girlfriend and all that.”


I arch an eyebrow, a sly grin playing on my lips. “I can be your girlfriend in all the ways that matter, you know,” I tease, letting my body subtly morph to accentuate my curves a touch more, just enough to draw his eyes to the right places.


But he’s not having it, his frustration clear. “Kat, come on…”


Shit, I let myself get carried away. I reel it back, feeling a twinge of guilt. “Sorry, sorry. I didn’t mean to push it. What do you want, huh? Your perfect girlfriend—what’s she look like?”


He blinks at me, surprised by the question. “I… I didn’t expect you to show up as Volt Vixen, if that’s what you’re asking.”


I lean forward, my elbows on my knees. “Then let’s craft that perfect girlfriend for you. What’s she like, Mark? Spill the details. I’m your goddamn genie right now—your wish, my command.” I can see the wheels turning in his head, the power of choice lighting up his eyes. And I can’t help but think, lucky bastard gets to design his dream girl, and I’m the one who’s gonna make it come to life.


Mark’s eyes light up, a kid in a candy store that’s just been given free rein. “You’re seriously gonna let me decide?” he asks, his voice tinged with disbelief.


“Fuck yeah, I am. Shoot,” I reply, already feeling the tingle of my powers at the ready.


He starts with, “I’ve always had a thing for redheads,” and I chuckle, feeling my hair shift in color and texture. I toss my head slightly, letting him take in the fiery shade now crowning my head. “Like this?”


“Yeah, but keep it short,” he instructs, and I feel my hair retracting, shaping itself into a sassy pixie cut.


“Green eyes good for you?” I ask, already feeling the emerald hue bleed into my irises.


He nods, and as I blink, my eyes settle into the new color. “Perfect,” he murmurs, a little breathless.


“Alright, what’s next?” I prod, crossing my arms under my tits and giving him a full view.


He’s hesitant for a second, then admits, “I like them a bit smaller,” and I shrink down a couple of inches, still tall but not towering.


His gaze drops to my chest, and he mumbles something about big tits. I grin and inflate my chest, going overboard till I’m cartoonish. “Too much?”


He gulps, “Yeah, tone it down. Natural, you know?”


I roll my eyes playfully and adjust, feeling the weight settle into a more realistic, yet still generous size. “Wanna give ’em a test run?” I offer, and he can’t resist copping a feel. His hands are warm, a little rough, and he squeezes just right to make me stifle a moan. But when I see his cock starting to tent his pants, I know it’s time to switch gears.


“Face, freckles, anything else?” I ask, shifting my features subtly, adding the cute specks across my nose and cheeks.


He’s staring now, wide-eyed and slack-jawed. “Jesus, Kat… you look incredible.”


A smirk curls my lips. “Voice too. What you want me to sound like?”


He’s amazed, completely caught up in the magic show. We play with pitches and tones until we find one that’s all honey and warmth. “I can’t promise I’ll act as cute as this sounds, but I’ll give it a shot,” I say, the new voice smooth as silk.


“You’re perfect, Kat. Fucking perfect,” he says, and I can tell he means it.


I stand before him, the embodiment of his fantasies, ready to play the part of the perfect girlfriend. And I can’t help but think how fucking lucky he is to have me, Volt Vixen, at his beck and call.


“I could make this my default look when we’re out and about,” I suggest to Mark, glancing down at my newly adjusted assets with a smirk. “Might even keep it for our private time, if you want the full girlfriend package.”


His grin tells me he’s more than just okay with that idea. He slides up behind me, hands finding my hips before wandering up to cup my now-perfect tits. I know, in any other situation, I’d have electrocuted him for less, but the way I’m wired now, all I can think about is how much I want to give him whatever he wants.


As his fingers dig into my flesh, I can’t help but push back against him, my body responding to his touch. But just as I start to get into it, he pushes me away, reminding me there’s work to do.


“So, what’s my backstory?” I ask, turning to face him with my hands planted on my hips. “Gotta be something I can remember easily, since we’re on the clock here.”


He hesitates, his cheeks flushing with a shy shade of red. “Doesn’t really matter,” he mumbles. “I just… want to show you off, honestly.”


I laugh, the sound richer and warmer with my new voice. “Well, I’m all for giving you whatever you want,” I say, and then lean in closer, dropping my voice to a sultry whisper, “I won’t take it the wrong way if you use me as your glorified fuck doll in public.”


We both know I need a new name for this gig, something that’ll fit the hot, cute redhead I’ve become. “So, what’s it gonna be? What do you name your new human pet?” I tease, nudging him with my elbow.


He thinks for a moment, his eyes scanning over me like I’m a piece of art he’s just created. “Let’s call you… Amber,” he finally says, a satisfied nod accompanying the decision.


“Amber, it is,” I affirm, the name feeling as natural as the freckles on my cheeks. “Just remember, I’m all yours, Mark. Whatever you want, Amber’s game.”
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Chapter 5 : Meet Amber


Walking into the family reunion as Amber, I can feel every eye in the room on us. The family’s gathered in Mark’s parents’ living room, a place that screams middle-class with its plaid couches and family photos. Mark’s a total nerd, right down to the glasses and awkward shuffle, and here I am, the redheaded bombshell on his arm, looking like I just stepped out of a fantasy.


His mom is the first to recover, bustling over with wide eyes. “Mark, honey, who is this?” she gushes, her eyes flicking between us.


I slip my arm through Mark’s, leaning into him like I’m the luckiest girl in the world. “I’m Amber,” I say with a smile that feels surprisingly genuine. “Mark’s girlfriend.”


The conversation that follows is surreal. His uncles are cracking jokes, asking Mark what level of sorcery he used to land a girl like me. His cousins are giving me the third degree, like they can’t believe I’m real. And I’m playing my part to perfection, defending Mark with a quick wit and a loving gaze that says he’s my hero, not just some dork with a lucky break.


It’s fucking weird, acting like I’m madly in love with a guy. Me, a lesbian with a preference for the ladies, now owned by this… well, let’s be honest, less-than-handsome dude. But as I stand there, laughing at his dad’s corny jokes and squeezing Mark’s hand, I realize I’m actually enjoying making him look good.


Mark’s sister, a sharp-tongued woman with a skeptical look, leans in close. “So, Amber, what’s a gorgeous thing like you doing with a guy like Mark?”


I don’t miss a beat. “He’s kind, smart, and he treats me like a queen,” I say, pouring every ounce of sincerity I can muster into my voice. “What more could a girl want?”


And just like that, I’ve got them eating out of the palm of my hand. I’m telling stories, laughing, and feeling Mark’s pride swell with every compliment thrown his way. It’s a bizarre twist of fate, but here I am, Volt Vixen, a shapeshifting superhero, playing the role of the perfect girlfriend to a nerd who just happened to become my master. And against all odds, I’m fucking happy to do it.


Glancing out the window, I spot something off in the garden. There’s a figure skulking behind the bushes, not quite hidden from my view. Excusing myself with a quick peck on Mark’s cheek, I slip outside, my heart pounding but not from fear. I know how to handle trouble.


I find Sienna, my fiery assistant, arms crossed and looking like she’s ready to spit nails. “What the hell are you doing here, Kat?” she hisses, her gaze cutting.


I keep my voice low, trying to sound casual. “Just helping out a friend,” I lie through my teeth. “Mark needed a fake girlfriend to get his family off his back. It’s nothing, just for today.”


Sienna’s not buying it, her eyes narrowing. “Bullshit. You’ve been off ever since that run-in with Dr. Mind. I’ve been following you, Kat. This isn’t you.”


I take a step back, my gut twisting. “Sienna, I—”


She steps forward, her anger giving way to concern. “Let me scan you, back at the lair. We need to know if that ray fucked with your head.”


I shake my head, even though a part of me screams that she’s right. “I can’t, Sienna. I have to stay,” I say, and it’s the truth, but not for the reason I’m pretending. “Maybe later…”


We stare each other down, two sides of a coin that’s been tossed in the air. She finally turns away, her voice heavy. “I’m not letting this go, Kat.”


I head back to the reunion, slipping my hand into Mark’s as if nothing had happened. But I lean in close, my voice barely above a whisper, “We might have a situation with my assistant, Sienna. She’s been tailing me and she’s convinced I’m brainwashed or some shit.”


Mark’s eyes meet mine, and there’s a flicker of guilt, or maybe it’s concern. “But… you are,” he points out, his voice just as low.


We’re standing there, surrounded by his family’s buzz of conversation, locked in this heavy silence. I can feel the weight of his words, and it’s like a punch to the gut. ’Cause he’s right. Dr. Mind’s ray did a number on me, and here I am, playing house.


I push past the weirdness, the reality of the situation, and focus on the problem at hand. “Listen, I’ve got the ray stashed at the lair. What if we use it on Sienna? Could solve our little problem.”


He’s clearly uncomfortable with the idea, shifting from foot to foot. “I don’t know, Kat… One mind-controlled superhero is a lot; two might be a bit much.”


“Don’t sweat it,” I reassure him, throwing in a little tease, “Sienna’s no superhero. But she is a hot redhead, just the way you like ’em.”


He cracks a smile, and I know I’ve got him on board, at least with the idea of Sienna. We’re playing a dangerous game here, but fuck it, I’m already deep in this twisted fantasy, might as well see how far the rabbit hole goes.


We wrap up the day with Mark’s family, and I’m still playing the role of the devoted Amber. I give Mark a lingering, tender kiss, making sure to keep up appearances until we’re well out of sight. As soon as we’re alone, and I’m certain no prying eyes are on us, I let the façade drop, shifting back into Volt Vixen. My body hums with energy as I zap the transponder Sienna uses to track me, frying it with a satisfying sizzle.
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Chapter 6 : Turning the Tables


Stealthily, I make my way back to my lair, slipping through the secret entrance with the grace of a shadow. I pause, scanning the darkened space for any sign of Sienna, but it’s clear. She’s not here.


I move to the secure vault where I keep the more dangerous toys, the ones pilfered from defeated villains. There it is, among the other sinister devices, the ray that Dr. Mind had intended to use on me. I pick up the accompanying note, the words a stark reminder of my current predicament. The device is designed to rewire neural pathways, creating unwavering loyalty to the first person the affected individual locks eyes with. The irony isn’t lost on me; I could’ve been Dr. Mind’s puppet, but fate had other plans. Instead, Mark was the beneficiary of my unintended gaze.


A trap. That’s what I need for Sienna. But how? How do I arrange for her to look into Mark’s eyes after she’s been hit with the ray? The logistics are a nightmare, and I’m not one for patience.


As I grasp the ray, preparing to leave and concoct some sort of plan, an unexpected hiss cuts through the silence, and a tranquilizer arrow lodges itself into the wall beside my head. I jump back, electricity crackling around my fists as I prepare for a fight.


I dodge another arrow, my body crackling with energy, a snarl twisting my lips. Sienna’s out for blood, or more accurately, out to put me to sleep. But my mind’s a fortress now, fortified by the will imposed by the ray. I can’t let her undo what’s been done; can’t let her free me from Mark’s hold. I need it. I want it. Does it matter that my desires are artificial? Not anymore.


“Sienna, stand down!” I shout, ducking behind a steel worktable as another tranquilizer arrow whizzes past. “This isn’t you!”


She replies with another shot, her voice echoing through the lair. “I’m saving you from yourself, Kat!”


It’s a dance of sparks and shadows, my electricity against her stealth. But I’ve got an ace up my sleeve. I catch a glimpse of her fiery hair through a gap in the equipment, and I don’t hesitate. I aim the ray, my finger twitching on the trigger, and let loose a burst of light.


Silence falls. A soft curse breaks it. “Shit…”


“Ready to stand down now?” I call out, peering cautiously from my cover.


Her voice comes, tinged with confusion. “Do you… want me to?”


“Yes, Sienna. I want you to surrender,” I reply, my tone firm yet laced with an undercurrent of sympathy.


A pause, then the sound of metal clattering to the ground. Sienna steps into the light, her weapon abandoned, her posture resigned. “Is this how it’s been with Mark? You just… wanting to do whatever he wants?”


I nod, a smirk playing on my lips. “It’s not that bad, really. It’s been… fun.”


She doesn’t look convinced. “You only think that ’cause the ray fucked with your head.”


I meet her gaze, my own eyes steady. “Does it matter? If what I want is because of the ray, does it change the fact that I want it?” I pause, letting the weight of my words sink in.


She frowns, a conflict playing out behind those once fierce, now subdued eyes. A sigh escapes her, and she nods. “I guess it doesn’t…”
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Chapter 7 : Trouble in Paradise


As Mark steps into my lair, a place he’s never been before, I can see the curiosity light up his eyes. I greet him with a kiss, one that’s more for him than for me, but it doesn’t feel wrong. Not anymore. My hands roam over his back, pulling him close because he wants it, and I’m here to please.


Sienna’s standing off to the side, her arms crossed, her face a mask of anger and betrayal. She starts to lay into him, spewing accusations about manipulation and abuse. But with a sharp “Shut up, Sienna,” her rant cuts off mid-sentence, and she falls silent, head bowed obediently. She’s under the ray’s influence now, compelled to obey me, to want what I want.


I turn to Mark, my gaze apologetic. “This wasn’t the plan. I wanted to make her yours, but it didn’t work out that way.”


He mulls over the situation, running a hand through his hair. “So, she’s still going to do what you want, even knowing that you’re doing what I want?”


“Exactly,” I confirm, and I can see him relax a little at that.


His eyes slide over to Sienna, who’s watching us with a mix of disgust and resignation. As Mark approaches, she tenses, her frown deepening. He pauses before her and says, “Get naked.”


Sienna’s refusal is immediate, her voice laced with anger. But I’m here to give Mark what he wants, and if it’s Sienna’s compliance he desires, then that’s what he’ll get. “Sienna, do as he says,” I command, my voice firm.


Her face is a storm of fury, but she can’t resist the order. She strips, her movements sharp and reluctant. Her clothes fall to the floor, revealing the pale skin and fiery curls that cascade down her back. Her breasts are full, her nipples hard with either anger or arousal, maybe both. Her curves are more pronounced in the light, her hips leading down to long legs and a neatly trimmed pubic mound. She stands there, exposed and fuming, yet there’s a glimmer of something else in her eyes—a hint of the obedience that’s been forced upon her.


Mark’s gaze lingers on Sienna’s naked form, and I can tell he’s more than just admiring her. He turns back to me, a question in his eye. “Maybe you should explain to her what you want now.”


I understand what he’s getting at and can’t help but smirk, already a step ahead. I walk over to Sienna, taking my time to appreciate the curves and valleys of her body. I’m not into Mark, but Sienna? She’s always been able to stir something fierce within me. And I can’t help but hope Mark’s into the idea of a threesome.


“Sienna,” I start, my tone gentle but firm, “I want to serve Mark, to be whatever he wants, and to protect him from any threat. And maybe, if he’s into it, for you to join in on the fun.”


Sienna’s eyes, a mix of anger and confusion, search my face, but as my words sink in, I watch her body relax. “If you want to please and serve Mark, then I want to help you do it,” she says, her voice softening.


She lets out a resigned sigh, a glint of her old humor flickering to life. “Well, if Mark’s game, I sure wouldn’t mind joining in. I am bi, after all. Might even enjoy it more than you.”


Mark’s arms are folded as he watches Sienna, and I can tell he’s trying to piece together the situation. “Does anyone else know about… this?” he gestures vaguely, his eyes flicking between Sienna and me.


Sienna shifts, her nakedness almost forgotten in the gravity of the moment. She’s less hesitant than before, probably because she knows I want to please Mark, and because I’ve told her to obey him. “I… I may have mentioned to Clonica that Kat could be compromised,” she admits, her voice steadier than I expected. “Wasn’t specific, though. Just that she might have been hit by a mind-control ray. I was supposed to get back to her with more info.”


I feel a twinge of concern at the mention of Clonica. “We should probably make sure Clonica is on our side then,” I warn Mark. “She’s part of a big league of supers, and if word gets out…”


Sienna can’t help herself, a joke slipping out despite everything. “Mark might enjoy fucking Clonica and all her clones, though,” she says, her sarcasm tinged with a hint of seriousness. “Imagine the possibilities…”


I can feel my cheeks heat up with excitement at the thought, and I’m not ashamed to admit it. “I wouldn’t mind being a part of that,” I say, a little breathless.


Sienna looks at me, a slow smile spreading across her face. “Neither would I, honestly.”


Mark rubs his chin, clearly conflicted. “Using the ray on someone else again… I don’t know.” But there’s a gleam in his eyes as he imagines it—Sienna, Clonica, her clones, and me. “But I can’t say the idea doesn’t have its… appeal.”


Sienna nods, her determination cutting through the tension in the air. “I’ll contact Clonica and set up a meeting here,” she says, her voice steadier now, a testament to her resolve. “All you have to do is stay hidden with the ray, hit her as she comes in, and make sure Mark is the first person she sees after that. If we play this right, I don’t expect any problems.”


I give her a sharp nod of approval. I can’t help but let my gaze linger on her body; her curves are even more enticing when she’s standing there, so defiant yet so under my influence. She catches me staring and quirks a brow, a playful smirk on her lips. “Is there something you want from me, Kat?”


Her question hangs in the air, and Mark lets out a low chuckle. “What is it that you want from Sienna?” he asks, his tone laced with amusement.


For a moment, I’m caught off guard, unsure. I’m supposed to want what Mark wants, but he’s giving me the reins. “Well,” I say, my voice thick with a newfound authority, “I wouldn’t mind seeing Sienna on her knees, her head between my legs. Usually, she’s the one calling the shots, but I’d be lying if I said I didn’t want to flip the script.”


Sienna’s eyes glint with a mix of surprise and eagerness. “I’m more than receptive to that idea,” she responds, her voice a sultry purr.


Mark leans back against a console, his interest clearly piqued. “Then by all means, proceed. Just make sure I have a good view.” His words send a thrill through me, and I’m ready to take full advantage of this unexpected turn of events.


I watch Sienna, her bare skin glowing in the dim light of the lair, and I can feel the electricity crackling at my fingertips. She’s always been a force to reckon with, but now, she’s mine to command. As I approach her, I see the hunger in her eyes—the desire to please me, to do whatever I want, much like my own need to serve Mark.


“Get on your knees,” I command, my voice laced with authority. With a quick, obedient nod, Sienna sinks to the floor before me. I can’t help but shift forms, my clothes melting away and my body responding to the pleasure of control and the anticipation of what’s to come. My breasts swell slightly larger, my hips widen, and my thighs become even more toned, a physical manifestation of my arousal.


As Sienna’s mouth finds my wetness, I throw my head back, moaning at the contact. Her tongue is eager and skilled, swirling around my clit with a fervor that sends jolts of pleasure through my body. I glance over at Mark, who’s settled into a chair, his hand wrapped around his hardening cock, and I know I have to put on a show for him.


“Yes, just like that,” I groan, as Sienna’s lips envelop me, sucking gently. I can feel my form flicker and shift with each wave of ecstasy—my hair growing longer and then shortening, my skin taking on a golden sheen before returning to its sun-kissed hue. All the while, I maintain my focus on Mark, watching him stroke himself, a grin spreading across his face.


“Fuck, that’s it, Sienna,” I pant, my hands finding her head, guiding her movements to match the rhythm that I crave. Her submission to my will, her desire to please me—it’s intoxicating, and I can feel the climax building within me, a storm ready to break.


As the waves of ecstasy crash through me, my form flickers uncontrollably, echoing the intensity of my climax. My body shifts like the surface of a pond caught in a storm, my breasts swelling and shrinking, my hips widening then narrowing, my face cycling through expressions of pleasure. I ride out the orgasm, each shift bringing a fresh wave until I finally steady, panting and spent.


Looking up, I catch Mark’s smirk, his hand moving steadily over his cock. “Need any help with that?” I tease, my voice husky from my exertions.


He nods, the corners of his mouth quirking up further. I start to move towards him, but then I pause, glancing back at Sienna. “Actually, Mark, do you want her to take care of you?” My voice is thick with suggestion and newfound power.


His eyes glint with approval, and he confirms, “Yeah, I’d like that.”


Turning to Sienna, I command with a wicked pleasure, “Suck his cock, Sienna.” She doesn’t hesitate, moving towards Mark with a readiness that belies her earlier reluctance. Kneeling before him, she takes his length into her mouth, her eyes locked on mine. She’s not enjoying this as much as she did with me, that much is clear, but the desire to please me overrides everything else.


Mark groans as Sienna works him, her mouth warm and inviting. She’s good at this, her tongue swirling around the head, her lips tight as she takes him deeper. I watch, a thrill running through me at the sight. Mark’s breath hitches, his hips bucking slightly into her mouth, and I know he’s close. With a final, deep suck, he comes, his seed spilling into Sienna’s mouth. She swallows it down, meeting my gaze with a mix of defiance and submission.


Mark leans back, a self-satisfied smirk playing on his lips. “This is going to be a hell of a lot of fun, owning you both,” he says with a chuckle, his eyes roaming over Sienna and me.


Sienna’s quick to correct him, her tone firm yet resigned. “You don’t own me, Kat does.”


I can’t help but let out a laugh at Sienna’s defiance. Stepping behind her, I wrap an arm around her waist and pull her back against me. “Actually, sweetheart,” I whisper into her ear, “Mark owns you. Because what’s mine is his.”


Sienna lets out a long sigh, her body relaxing against mine as she accepts the new reality. “Fine,” she mutters, and I can feel Mark’s eyes on us, taking in the sight with glee.
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Chapter 2 : Behind the Curtains


Back at the lair, the high-tech fortress I call my second home, the walls hum with the energy of a place built for a superhero. It’s all sleek metal and glass, the epitome of modern design, with more gadgets than a tech convention. My personal sanctuary is rigged with the best tech money can’t buy—stolen right from under the noses of villains like Dr. Mind.


I try to decompress, flipping through the arsenal of weapons, but my mind’s stuck on that damn ray and the nerdy guy with his sweater vest and scared-shitless eyes. I should be trying to figure out how to shake this feeling, but the truth is, I don’t want to. There’s something thrilling about this unexpected twist, even if it’s not by my own choosing.


That’s when Sienna, my fiery red-headed assistant and sometimes bed-warmer, saunters in. “You look like you’ve been zapped by more than just electricity, Kat,” she observes, her voice laced with concern. Sienna’s a stunner, with curves in all the right places, and legs that could strangle a man—if she wanted.


I grunt, feeling her soft hands on my skin as she tends to a cut on my arm. “Just another day at the office,” I mutter, not meeting her gaze.


She’s not buying it. “Bullshit. You’ve got that look… the one you get when something’s eating at you. That fight with Dr. Mind mess with your head?”


I hesitate, the words catching in my throat. Telling her means admitting that I’m not entirely my own anymore, but the idea of denying Mark his ‘possession’ feels wrong—like I’d be betraying some sacred pact I didn’t even sign up for. “It’s nothing,” I lie, my voice flat. “Just tired, is all.”


Sienna narrows her eyes, not convinced, but she lets it go—for now. “Alright, but if that mad scientist scrambled your brains, we’ll need to fix it. I’m not sharing my bed with some puppet.”


I smirk, the irony not lost on me. Here she is, worried about mind control, while I’m sitting here, fully aware that my head’s been fucked with, yet unwilling to do anything about it. Because somewhere out there is a dork named Mark, and my fucked-up brain has decided he’s the one I belong to. And the craziest part? I’m okay with it.


Sienna’s fingers linger with a touch more purpose than necessary, tracing the line of my collarbone. I lean into it for a moment, craving the familiar comfort of her touch, the heat that always seems to radiate from her skin. But as she leans in, aiming to close the distance between us with lips that promise nothing but sin, I find myself pulling back. The thought of Mark’s unknown desires halts me, and I hate that it does.


“Kat, what’s the matter?” Sienna’s voice is laced with a mix of confusion and hurt as she steps back, her fiery eyes searching mine for answers.


“I—I can’t,” I stammer, the words foreign as they leave my lips. “It’s just… not the right time.”


She folds her arms, her gaze narrowing. “Since when do you back out of a good time? That’s not the Kat I know.”


I run a hand through my spiked hair, struggling to keep my composure. “Look, I’m fine, really. The fight just took it out of me more than I thought,” I lie, my voice carrying an edge of frustration.


Concern flickers across Sienna’s face, but she nods slowly, giving me space. “Alright, if you say so. But if you need to talk about whatever’s going on in that head of yours, I’m here.”


I manage a half-smirk, appreciating her presence even if I can’t indulge in it right now. “Thanks, Sienna. But could you do something for me? There’s this… hostage from today, Mark. Can you dig up some info on him? I want to make sure Dr. Mind hasn’t got any lingering hooks in him.”


Her brow quirks up, a silent question hanging in the air. “You think he’s involved with Mind?”


Shit. I’m too quick to dispel that, nearly tripping over my own words. “No! No, just being thorough. Just a civilian caught in the crossfire.”


She eyes me for a moment longer before nodding. “Alright, I’ll see what I can find.”


With that settled, I make my way upstairs to my private quarters, feeling the weight of my own duplicity. I need to figure out what the hell I’m going to do about Mark—and this bizarre allegiance my mind’s sworn to him.


Holed up in my lair, the night drags on as I wrestle with the twisted web my mind’s become. The sane part of me wants to break free, to tell Sienna to fix whatever Dr. Mind’s ray fucked up inside my head. But the rest of me? It’s fiercely against the idea, clinging to the new sense of purpose that’s latched onto my psyche.


What does a guy like Mark even want from someone like me? He could be asexual for all I know, but I’m not naive. As a shapeshifter, I’ve seen the filthy fantasies plastered online—lewd drawings and stories about me bending over, tits bouncing, as some faceless fanboy fucks me from behind, or the requests for custom “fan service” where I morph into their favorite celebrity. It used to disgust me, knowing these pervs were jerking off to the thought of my abilities being used for their pleasure.


Now, I find myself chuckling at the irony—the only one who might get to live out that fantasy is Mark, that lucky son of a bitch. The realization shocks me to my core. I’m a lesbian; I’ve never given a second thought to some random guy’s dick. But the thought that if Mark wants to fuck me, I’d spread my legs for him without question, sends a twisted thrill down my spine.


Opening the file Sienna sent over, I scan Mark’s profile. Painfully normal, painfully nerdy. But it doesn’t matter. His desires are now my priority. I note his address, determination setting in. He’s about to find out he’s the proud owner of a sexy super.


Transforming my appearance, I choose a form that’s smoking hot—a body with curves for days, long, flowing hair, and a tight dress that leaves little to the imagination—yet still a far cry from my true self. Got to keep my identity safe, unless Mark says otherwise.


Stepping out into the night, I make my way to Mark’s address, ready to deliver the news. He’s about to discover just how lucky he is.
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Chapter 1 : Unintended Target


I’m in the thick of it, the lab’s air crackling with the tension of the standoff. Dr. Mind, that mad fucker with his delusions of grandeur, is aiming his latest mind-control ray at me, but I’ve danced this dance before. Each time the ray zaps towards me, I’m already elsewhere, my body pulsing with each surge of electricity I command to aid my movements. The hostages are cowering behind whatever cover they can find, but my focus is on taking this bastard down.


I’ve always had a knack for reading my opponent’s next move, and Dr. Mind’s no exception. He’s predictable, arrogant. I dodge another ray, closing in on him, my muscles coiled tight. As I launch forward, my fist connects with his jaw in a satisfying crunch. He stumbles back, but as I move to deliver the final blow, a sharp sting hits me. It’s like a sonic boom in my mind, disorienting, dizzying, but I push through it, using the momentum to send him sprawling to the ground with a heavy thud.


Shaking off the confusion, my eyes scan the room, and that’s when I see him—just a nerdy guy, nothing remarkable, but our eyes lock and something inside me shifts. I can’t explain it, but I know I belong to him. It’s as if I’ve been claimed, and every fiber of my being accepts it without question. I’m still Volt Vixen, strong and defiant, but now there’s this undeniable truth settling in my chest. A smirk plays on my lips, a mix of bemusement and acceptance, as I stand tall amidst the chaos, a new kind of electricity coursing through me.


With Dr. Mind knocked out cold on the ground, I make a quick call to the cavalry. “Clean up on aisle five,” I mutter into the comm, knowing they’ll be here to mop up the mess. I can still feel the effects of whatever the hell hit me, but I keep it together, focusing on the task at hand.


Stealing glances at the nerd, I take in his features: a mop of untidy brown hair, glasses that have seen better days, and a sweater vest that screams ‘I spend my Friday nights with a chessboard.’ Not my type, not by a long mile—hell, the ladies are more my speed. But there’s this gnawing sense of belonging to him that’s hard to shake off. It’s like a fucking leash around my neck, invisible but palpable.


Once I’ve made sure Dr. Mind’s tech is neutralized, I stride over to the hostages. “All clear, folks. The boys in blue will be here to take statements and all that jazz.” My voice is steady, betraying none of the inner turmoil. I’m all professional on the outside, but inside, there’s a storm brewing.


Approaching the nerd, I keep my tone casual. “Hey, you holding up okay?” I ask, my voice tinged with that usual rasp of mine.


He’s all jittery, eyes wide behind those thick lenses. “Y-yeah, thanks to you. I’m Mark,” he stutters out, still shaken from the ordeal.


“Vixen,” I reply with a nod, keeping it short. “Stay safe, Mark. And, uh, nice job not getting your mind zapped.”


He gives me a small, grateful smile, and I can’t help but feel a tug in my chest. Shit, am I actually feeling protective over this guy?


With sirens wailing in the distance, I slip away, my mind a whirlwind of confusion. I’ve got to get back to my lair and figure out what the fuck just happened to me. But deep down, I know I’ll be seeing Mark again—that much is clear as day.
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Chapter 3 : The Choice of Chains


As I make my way through the quiet streets, the distant sound of gunshots pierces the night. A surge of adrenaline kicks in, the hero instinct that’s been a part of me for as long as I can remember. But this time, I hesitate. I’m caught in an internal tug-of-war, battling between the duty that’s defined me and the new, bizarre urge to serve Mark’s whims above all else.


He doesn’t even know he owns me yet. Would he want me to intervene, to play the hero? Or does he have other plans for me? My usual resolve falters; I can’t assume anything. The priority is to introduce myself to him, to find out what he desires, be it my body or my obedience. And if he wants me to let the city burn, I’d watch it light up the sky without so much as a flinch.


I arrive at his place, a modest two-story house that’s seen better days. The paint’s peeling, and there’s a light on in the upstairs window. Taking a deep breath, I approach and knock on the door. It swings open, and there he is, Mark, in his pajamas, looking every bit the dork I saved earlier.


He blinks at me, obviously confused. “Can I help you?” he asks, his voice unsteady.


I take a deep breath, steeling myself. “I’m gonna make this simple for you, Mark. I’m Volt Vixen,” I say, my voice low and steady. “And because of that messed-up ray when I was saving your ass, I’m yours now. Whatever you want, I’ll do it. No questions asked. Lucky you, huh?”


Stepping into his dimly lit living room, I can’t help but feel a little out of place. Mark’s still gaping at me, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. I’ve got to give him something to work with, some proof that I am who I say I am. It’s now or never.


I glance around quickly, ensuring we’re alone and away from prying eyes. Then, in a spark of electricity, I let my body shift back into the form he’d recognize from the news or the net—the infamous Volt Vixen. My costume clings to me, the cobalt blue and electric yellow of my suit vivid against the dullness of his living room. My goggles now sit atop my head, and my spiked black hair frames my face.


“See? It’s really me,” I say, my voice firm but patient.


Mark takes a step back, his eyes wide behind those glasses of his. “I-I don’t… Are you interrogating me? Is this a test?” He stammers, his confusion palpable.


I let out a sigh, trying to keep my impatience in check. “No, Mark. No tests, no interrogation. Just a very strange twist of fate. That ray screwed with my head, and now it seems I’ve got this compulsion to… well, to be yours.”


He blinks, processing the information. “Mine? As in… you’ll do whatever I say?”


“Yeah, that’s about the size of it,” I reply, feeling a strange sense of calm admitting it out loud. “So what’s it gonna be, Mark? What do you want from me?”


Mark’s gaze trails over me unabashedly, taking in the contours of my body showcased by my skin-tight suit. I can’t help but wonder if he’s itching for me to take the lead, to press my curves against him and show him the kind of pleasure only a super can provide. Yet, I hold back, waiting for him to voice his desires.


After a moment that feels like an eternity, he clears his throat, his cheeks tinged with red. “I can’t just… take advantage of you,” he mumbles, his eyes briefly meeting mine before darting away. “If that ray messed with your mind when you saved me, it’d be wrong not to try and help you now.” His voice is earnest, almost pleading. “Do you know of any way to get your mind back to normal?”


A wave of relief washes over me, and I can’t help but crack a smile. It’s comforting to know that his intentions align with what the old me would’ve wanted. “You’re a decent guy, Mark,” I joke, trying to lighten the mood. “Most wouldn’t have hesitated to take the offer.”


He nods, a chuckle escaping him, but his eyes linger on my chest a moment too long. I frown slightly, wondering if deep down, that’s what he really craves, or if he’s just compelled to do ‘the right thing.’


Hesitating, I say, “You know, you don’t have to play the hero here, Mark. If you don’t want to…”


He swallows hard, his gaze flickering with uncertainty. That’s all the confirmation I need. I step closer, letting my powers subtly enhance my bust and hips, making them even more voluptuous. “So, Mark,” I purr, my voice dropping an octave, “what do you really, really want right now? Because whatever it is, that’s exactly what I’m here to give you.”


I can’t help but laugh at his hesitation, the way he’s practically devouring me with his eyes while trying to play the knight in shining armor. “Mark, let’s get one thing straight,” I start, my tone laced with the raw frankness I’m known for. “What I want is what you want. If you want to play the nice guy and help me get back to my old self, then that’s what we’ll do. And sure, my old self will be damn grateful. But if you want to explore this body, to enjoy it… well, that’s a job for my new self.”


I lean in closer, my green eyes locking with his. “You’ve got a choice here, and it’s not one to take lightly. Get me back to normal, and it’s back to your everyday life. But if you take me, keep me as yours, I’ll be just that—yours. No questions asked.”


He’s visibly conflicted, the right and wrong waging war in his head. I place my hand on his chest, feeling the rapid beat of his heart. “Remember, I’m not here to judge you,” I assure him, my voice a purr of temptation. “No one else knows what’s going on here. It’s your choice, and there won’t be any negative repercussions. If you help me, I’ll be grateful and out of your hair. If you don’t…” I trail off, letting the implication hang in the air.


I watch the struggle in his eyes, the way his gaze flicks down to my now even more pronounced cleavage. I’ve made my point clear—it’s entirely up to him. Whatever he decides, I’m at peace with it. Because right now, I’m not just Volt Vixen; I’m his to command.


There’s a heaviness in the air as Mark collapses onto his ratty old couch, his eyes still locked on me. He rubs the back of his neck, looking for all the world like he’s trying to solve the most complicated puzzle of his life.


“If—if—I decided to keep you,” he stresses the word, “we don’t even know if this thing is permanent. I don’t want to be on the receiving end of a super-powered ass-kicking if you suddenly snap out of it.”


He’s got a point. I cross my arms and lean against the doorframe, mulling it over. “You’re right. It’s a risk. Dr. Mind’s rays are notorious for being… sticky. They tend to leave a lasting impression unless they’re properly reversed. But to be sure, I could track down the exact ray that hit me, get my hands on it. Hell,” I pause, the idea solidifying in my mind, “if you want, I could even bring it back here. You could use it on me some more… or on someone else if that’s your thing.”


I can practically see the wheels turning in his head, the concept both terrifying and tantalizing him. His gaze flits between my eyes and the full swell of my breasts, the internal struggle playing out across his face.


It’s clear as day—he wants me. But the fear of the unknown, of the consequences, it’s got him by the balls. When he finally admits it, voice barely above a whisper, “I… I want you, but I’m scared,” I can’t help but step forward, closing the space between us.


“Mark, you can keep me. I’m here, telling you to take what you want. And sure, maybe I’ve been brainwashed to want it, but the fact is, I want what you want. If you want me, I want you to have me. Simple as fuck!”


Mark’s chuckle cuts through the tension like a knife through butter, his gaze still roaming over the curves of my body. “So, what now?” he asks, a twinkle of mischief in his eyes. It’s obvious he’s savoring the thought of all the things he could do with me.


I can’t help but smirk, leaning back against the wall with a playful glint in my eye. “Well, you’ve got options, Mark. You could have me as your cute girlfriend, though ‘cute’ ain’t exactly my style, but I can fucking learn. Or I could be your personal fuck toy—yeah, I’m a lesbian, but for you, I’ll make an exception. Hell, I could be both, or neither. Want me to dress up as a French maid and lick the floor—or your cock—clean? It’s all on the table, whatever you want.”


He stares at me for a long, silent moment, his decision hanging in the air. Then, with a voice that’s more command than question, he finally says, “Get naked. Blow me.”


I ain’t turned on, and to be honest, the guy doesn’t do a thing for me, but this is what he wants, so it’s what I’m going to give him. With a thought, my clothes ripple and disappear, my body now bare before him. I reach for his pants, fumbling a bit as I pull his cock out. It’s not a task I’m used to, but his growing arousal makes things easier.


Bending down, I wrap my lips around him, taking him into my mouth. My movements are clumsy, inexperienced, but I’m driven by the desire to please him. I use my tongue awkwardly, trying to remember how those porn scenes go, all the while feeling his hands thread through my spiked hair, urging me on.


I work diligently on his shaft, using my mouth and tongue to coax him closer to the edge. It doesn’t take long before he’s there, his body tensing and a low groan escaping his lips as he blows his load. His cum splatters across my tits, warm and sticky against my skin. As he pants, trying to catch his breath, I feel nothing but satisfaction. It’s like the end of a mission well done—another task checked off the list.


I sit back on my heels, looking up at him as he slumps further into the couch, spent and still in a bit of shock from the experience. I can’t help but smirk. “Not too bad for a first-timer, huh?” I quip, my voice dripping with the same confidence I’d use when I’ve just kicked some villain’s ass. My body feels a strange kind of triumph, a sense of accomplishment in fulfilling his desire. I’m Volt Vixen, hero of the night, but in this moment, I’m whatever the hell he wants me to be—and I’m damn good at it.


Mark lets out a laugh, a sound that seems to ease the remaining tension in the room. “Never thought something like this would ever happen to me,” he says, shaking his head in disbelief, though his hungry eyes never stray far from the sight of my cum-splattered tits.


I grin back at him, wiping a stray streak of cum from my skin. “Neither did I, but I gotta say, I hope you’re enjoying the perks of your new… acquisition,” I quip, my voice dripping with that dark humor of mine.


We hold each other’s gaze, the weight of our bizarre situation settling around us like a thick fog. It’s a strange kind of understanding, a silent agreement that we’re both just trying to navigate this fucked-up turn of events.


Then, the sharp beep of my communicator cuts through the silence. I don’t move, just let it ring out. I explain to Mark, “That’s my call to go play hero. Save the day, all that shit.” But I don’t budge, waiting for his command, showing him the ball’s in his court now.


He nods, a serious look crossing his face. “Go,” he says firmly. “If we’re gonna do… whatever this is, we can’t raise suspicions. Keep doing your superhero thing.”


As I’m about to leave, he throws me a curveball. “Were you serious about that girlfriend experience you mentioned?” he asks, a curious tilt to his voice.


I chuckle, “Hell yeah, I was serious. Why?”


He fidgets with his glasses, then admits, “Got a family gathering this weekend. Showing up with a hot girl like you would blow their damn minds.”


I laugh, loud and genuine. “I’d be glad to blow their minds—and anything else that needs blowing,” I say with a wink. I jot down my private number, slide it across the table to him. “Remember, I’m yours. Whatever, whenever.” With one last smirk, I turn on my heel and head out to save the day, leaving behind a man with the power to call on Volt Vixen for whatever his heart—or other parts—desires.
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Chapter 4 : A Tailored Devotion


Chillin’ on Mark’s couch, I’m dressed down in some casual clothes, a far cry from my usual skin-tight fighting gear. I look… normal, which is weird as hell for me, but it feels oddly right given the circumstances.


“So, this is kinda fucked up, huh?” I say, breaking the ice as I catch Mark giving me another one of his unsure looks. “You owning me and all.”


“Yeah, it’s… it’s a lot,” he admits, rubbing the back of his neck. “I’m still not sure how to wrap my head around it.”


I throw my legs up on the coffee table, leaning back with a casual shrug. “Feels pretty normal to me. Just another day of doing whatever the fuck I need to,” I say with a half-smile. “And hey, if you’re still feeling weird about it, I can suck your dick or offer up my ass to lighten the mood.” I’m only half-joking, watching closely for his reaction.


He laughs, but it’s a bit strained. “Let’s just plan out the day, okay? How you’re gonna act like my girlfriend and all that.”


I arch an eyebrow, a sly grin playing on my lips. “I can be your girlfriend in all the ways that matter, you know,” I tease, letting my body subtly morph to accentuate my curves a touch more, just enough to draw his eyes to the right places.


But he’s not having it, his frustration clear. “Kat, come on…”


Shit, I let myself get carried away. I reel it back, feeling a twinge of guilt. “Sorry, sorry. I didn’t mean to push it. What do you want, huh? Your perfect girlfriend—what’s she look like?”


He blinks at me, surprised by the question. “I… I didn’t expect you to show up as Volt Vixen, if that’s what you’re asking.”


I lean forward, my elbows on my knees. “Then let’s craft that perfect girlfriend for you. What’s she like, Mark? Spill the details. I’m your goddamn genie right now—your wish, my command.” I can see the wheels turning in his head, the power of choice lighting up his eyes. And I can’t help but think, lucky bastard gets to design his dream girl, and I’m the one who’s gonna make it come to life.


Mark’s eyes light up, a kid in a candy store that’s just been given free rein. “You’re seriously gonna let me decide?” he asks, his voice tinged with disbelief.


“Fuck yeah, I am. Shoot,” I reply, already feeling the tingle of my powers at the ready.


He starts with, “I’ve always had a thing for redheads,” and I chuckle, feeling my hair shift in color and texture. I toss my head slightly, letting him take in the fiery shade now crowning my head. “Like this?”


“Yeah, but keep it short,” he instructs, and I feel my hair retracting, shaping itself into a sassy pixie cut.


“Green eyes good for you?” I ask, already feeling the emerald hue bleed into my irises.


He nods, and as I blink, my eyes settle into the new color. “Perfect,” he murmurs, a little breathless.


“Alright, what’s next?” I prod, crossing my arms under my tits and giving him a full view.


He’s hesitant for a second, then admits, “I like them a bit smaller,” and I shrink down a couple of inches, still tall but not towering.


His gaze drops to my chest, and he mumbles something about big tits. I grin and inflate my chest, going overboard till I’m cartoonish. “Too much?”


He gulps, “Yeah, tone it down. Natural, you know?”


I roll my eyes playfully and adjust, feeling the weight settle into a more realistic, yet still generous size. “Wanna give ’em a test run?” I offer, and he can’t resist copping a feel. His hands are warm, a little rough, and he squeezes just right to make me stifle a moan. But when I see his cock starting to tent his pants, I know it’s time to switch gears.


“Face, freckles, anything else?” I ask, shifting my features subtly, adding the cute specks across my nose and cheeks.


He’s staring now, wide-eyed and slack-jawed. “Jesus, Kat… you look incredible.”


A smirk curls my lips. “Voice too. What you want me to sound like?”


He’s amazed, completely caught up in the magic show. We play with pitches and tones until we find one that’s all honey and warmth. “I can’t promise I’ll act as cute as this sounds, but I’ll give it a shot,” I say, the new voice smooth as silk.


“You’re perfect, Kat. Fucking perfect,” he says, and I can tell he means it.


I stand before him, the embodiment of his fantasies, ready to play the part of the perfect girlfriend. And I can’t help but think how fucking lucky he is to have me, Volt Vixen, at his beck and call.


“I could make this my default look when we’re out and about,” I suggest to Mark, glancing down at my newly adjusted assets with a smirk. “Might even keep it for our private time, if you want the full girlfriend package.”


His grin tells me he’s more than just okay with that idea. He slides up behind me, hands finding my hips before wandering up to cup my now-perfect tits. I know, in any other situation, I’d have electrocuted him for less, but the way I’m wired now, all I can think about is how much I want to give him whatever he wants.


As his fingers dig into my flesh, I can’t help but push back against him, my body responding to his touch. But just as I start to get into it, he pushes me away, reminding me there’s work to do.


“So, what’s my backstory?” I ask, turning to face him with my hands planted on my hips. “Gotta be something I can remember easily, since we’re on the clock here.”


He hesitates, his cheeks flushing with a shy shade of red. “Doesn’t really matter,” he mumbles. “I just… want to show you off, honestly.”


I laugh, the sound richer and warmer with my new voice. “Well, I’m all for giving you whatever you want,” I say, and then lean in closer, dropping my voice to a sultry whisper, “I won’t take it the wrong way if you use me as your glorified fuck doll in public.”


We both know I need a new name for this gig, something that’ll fit the hot, cute redhead I’ve become. “So, what’s it gonna be? What do you name your new human pet?” I tease, nudging him with my elbow.


He thinks for a moment, his eyes scanning over me like I’m a piece of art he’s just created. “Let’s call you… Amber,” he finally says, a satisfied nod accompanying the decision.


“Amber, it is,” I affirm, the name feeling as natural as the freckles on my cheeks. “Just remember, I’m all yours, Mark. Whatever you want, Amber’s game.”
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Chapter 5 : Meet Amber


Walking into the family reunion as Amber, I can feel every eye in the room on us. The family’s gathered in Mark’s parents’ living room, a place that screams middle-class with its plaid couches and family photos. Mark’s a total nerd, right down to the glasses and awkward shuffle, and here I am, the redheaded bombshell on his arm, looking like I just stepped out of a fantasy.


His mom is the first to recover, bustling over with wide eyes. “Mark, honey, who is this?” she gushes, her eyes flicking between us.


I slip my arm through Mark’s, leaning into him like I’m the luckiest girl in the world. “I’m Amber,” I say with a smile that feels surprisingly genuine. “Mark’s girlfriend.”


The conversation that follows is surreal. His uncles are cracking jokes, asking Mark what level of sorcery he used to land a girl like me. His cousins are giving me the third degree, like they can’t believe I’m real. And I’m playing my part to perfection, defending Mark with a quick wit and a loving gaze that says he’s my hero, not just some dork with a lucky break.


It’s fucking weird, acting like I’m madly in love with a guy. Me, a lesbian with a preference for the ladies, now owned by this… well, let’s be honest, less-than-handsome dude. But as I stand there, laughing at his dad’s corny jokes and squeezing Mark’s hand, I realize I’m actually enjoying making him look good.


Mark’s sister, a sharp-tongued woman with a skeptical look, leans in close. “So, Amber, what’s a gorgeous thing like you doing with a guy like Mark?”


I don’t miss a beat. “He’s kind, smart, and he treats me like a queen,” I say, pouring every ounce of sincerity I can muster into my voice. “What more could a girl want?”


And just like that, I’ve got them eating out of the palm of my hand. I’m telling stories, laughing, and feeling Mark’s pride swell with every compliment thrown his way. It’s a bizarre twist of fate, but here I am, Volt Vixen, a shapeshifting superhero, playing the role of the perfect girlfriend to a nerd who just happened to become my master. And against all odds, I’m fucking happy to do it.


Glancing out the window, I spot something off in the garden. There’s a figure skulking behind the bushes, not quite hidden from my view. Excusing myself with a quick peck on Mark’s cheek, I slip outside, my heart pounding but not from fear. I know how to handle trouble.


I find Sienna, my fiery assistant, arms crossed and looking like she’s ready to spit nails. “What the hell are you doing here, Kat?” she hisses, her gaze cutting.


I keep my voice low, trying to sound casual. “Just helping out a friend,” I lie through my teeth. “Mark needed a fake girlfriend to get his family off his back. It’s nothing, just for today.”


Sienna’s not buying it, her eyes narrowing. “Bullshit. You’ve been off ever since that run-in with Dr. Mind. I’ve been following you, Kat. This isn’t you.”


I take a step back, my gut twisting. “Sienna, I—”


She steps forward, her anger giving way to concern. “Let me scan you, back at the lair. We need to know if that ray fucked with your head.”


I shake my head, even though a part of me screams that she’s right. “I can’t, Sienna. I have to stay,” I say, and it’s the truth, but not for the reason I’m pretending. “Maybe later…”


We stare each other down, two sides of a coin that’s been tossed in the air. She finally turns away, her voice heavy. “I’m not letting this go, Kat.”


I head back to the reunion, slipping my hand into Mark’s as if nothing had happened. But I lean in close, my voice barely above a whisper, “We might have a situation with my assistant, Sienna. She’s been tailing me and she’s convinced I’m brainwashed or some shit.”


Mark’s eyes meet mine, and there’s a flicker of guilt, or maybe it’s concern. “But… you are,” he points out, his voice just as low.


We’re standing there, surrounded by his family’s buzz of conversation, locked in this heavy silence. I can feel the weight of his words, and it’s like a punch to the gut. ’Cause he’s right. Dr. Mind’s ray did a number on me, and here I am, playing house.


I push past the weirdness, the reality of the situation, and focus on the problem at hand. “Listen, I’ve got the ray stashed at the lair. What if we use it on Sienna? Could solve our little problem.”


He’s clearly uncomfortable with the idea, shifting from foot to foot. “I don’t know, Kat… One mind-controlled superhero is a lot; two might be a bit much.”


“Don’t sweat it,” I reassure him, throwing in a little tease, “Sienna’s no superhero. But she is a hot redhead, just the way you like ’em.”


He cracks a smile, and I know I’ve got him on board, at least with the idea of Sienna. We’re playing a dangerous game here, but fuck it, I’m already deep in this twisted fantasy, might as well see how far the rabbit hole goes.


We wrap up the day with Mark’s family, and I’m still playing the role of the devoted Amber. I give Mark a lingering, tender kiss, making sure to keep up appearances until we’re well out of sight. As soon as we’re alone, and I’m certain no prying eyes are on us, I let the façade drop, shifting back into Volt Vixen. My body hums with energy as I zap the transponder Sienna uses to track me, frying it with a satisfying sizzle.
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Chapter 6 : Turning the Tables


Stealthily, I make my way back to my lair, slipping through the secret entrance with the grace of a shadow. I pause, scanning the darkened space for any sign of Sienna, but it’s clear. She’s not here.


I move to the secure vault where I keep the more dangerous toys, the ones pilfered from defeated villains. There it is, among the other sinister devices, the ray that Dr. Mind had intended to use on me. I pick up the accompanying note, the words a stark reminder of my current predicament. The device is designed to rewire neural pathways, creating unwavering loyalty to the first person the affected individual locks eyes with. The irony isn’t lost on me; I could’ve been Dr. Mind’s puppet, but fate had other plans. Instead, Mark was the beneficiary of my unintended gaze.


A trap. That’s what I need for Sienna. But how? How do I arrange for her to look into Mark’s eyes after she’s been hit with the ray? The logistics are a nightmare, and I’m not one for patience.


As I grasp the ray, preparing to leave and concoct some sort of plan, an unexpected hiss cuts through the silence, and a tranquilizer arrow lodges itself into the wall beside my head. I jump back, electricity crackling around my fists as I prepare for a fight.


I dodge another arrow, my body crackling with energy, a snarl twisting my lips. Sienna’s out for blood, or more accurately, out to put me to sleep. But my mind’s a fortress now, fortified by the will imposed by the ray. I can’t let her undo what’s been done; can’t let her free me from Mark’s hold. I need it. I want it. Does it matter that my desires are artificial? Not anymore.


“Sienna, stand down!” I shout, ducking behind a steel worktable as another tranquilizer arrow whizzes past. “This isn’t you!”


She replies with another shot, her voice echoing through the lair. “I’m saving you from yourself, Kat!”


It’s a dance of sparks and shadows, my electricity against her stealth. But I’ve got an ace up my sleeve. I catch a glimpse of her fiery hair through a gap in the equipment, and I don’t hesitate. I aim the ray, my finger twitching on the trigger, and let loose a burst of light.


Silence falls. A soft curse breaks it. “Shit…”


“Ready to stand down now?” I call out, peering cautiously from my cover.


Her voice comes, tinged with confusion. “Do you… want me to?”


“Yes, Sienna. I want you to surrender,” I reply, my tone firm yet laced with an undercurrent of sympathy.


A pause, then the sound of metal clattering to the ground. Sienna steps into the light, her weapon abandoned, her posture resigned. “Is this how it’s been with Mark? You just… wanting to do whatever he wants?”


I nod, a smirk playing on my lips. “It’s not that bad, really. It’s been… fun.”


She doesn’t look convinced. “You only think that ’cause the ray fucked with your head.”


I meet her gaze, my own eyes steady. “Does it matter? If what I want is because of the ray, does it change the fact that I want it?” I pause, letting the weight of my words sink in.


She frowns, a conflict playing out behind those once fierce, now subdued eyes. A sigh escapes her, and she nods. “I guess it doesn’t…”
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Chapter 7 : Trouble in Paradise


As Mark steps into my lair, a place he’s never been before, I can see the curiosity light up his eyes. I greet him with a kiss, one that’s more for him than for me, but it doesn’t feel wrong. Not anymore. My hands roam over his back, pulling him close because he wants it, and I’m here to please.


Sienna’s standing off to the side, her arms crossed, her face a mask of anger and betrayal. She starts to lay into him, spewing accusations about manipulation and abuse. But with a sharp “Shut up, Sienna,” her rant cuts off mid-sentence, and she falls silent, head bowed obediently. She’s under the ray’s influence now, compelled to obey me, to want what I want.


I turn to Mark, my gaze apologetic. “This wasn’t the plan. I wanted to make her yours, but it didn’t work out that way.”


He mulls over the situation, running a hand through his hair. “So, she’s still going to do what you want, even knowing that you’re doing what I want?”


“Exactly,” I confirm, and I can see him relax a little at that.


His eyes slide over to Sienna, who’s watching us with a mix of disgust and resignation. As Mark approaches, she tenses, her frown deepening. He pauses before her and says, “Get naked.”


Sienna’s refusal is immediate, her voice laced with anger. But I’m here to give Mark what he wants, and if it’s Sienna’s compliance he desires, then that’s what he’ll get. “Sienna, do as he says,” I command, my voice firm.


Her face is a storm of fury, but she can’t resist the order. She strips, her movements sharp and reluctant. Her clothes fall to the floor, revealing the pale skin and fiery curls that cascade down her back. Her breasts are full, her nipples hard with either anger or arousal, maybe both. Her curves are more pronounced in the light, her hips leading down to long legs and a neatly trimmed pubic mound. She stands there, exposed and fuming, yet there’s a glimmer of something else in her eyes—a hint of the obedience that’s been forced upon her.


Mark’s gaze lingers on Sienna’s naked form, and I can tell he’s more than just admiring her. He turns back to me, a question in his eye. “Maybe you should explain to her what you want now.”


I understand what he’s getting at and can’t help but smirk, already a step ahead. I walk over to Sienna, taking my time to appreciate the curves and valleys of her body. I’m not into Mark, but Sienna? She’s always been able to stir something fierce within me. And I can’t help but hope Mark’s into the idea of a threesome.


“Sienna,” I start, my tone gentle but firm, “I want to serve Mark, to be whatever he wants, and to protect him from any threat. And maybe, if he’s into it, for you to join in on the fun.”


Sienna’s eyes, a mix of anger and confusion, search my face, but as my words sink in, I watch her body relax. “If you want to please and serve Mark, then I want to help you do it,” she says, her voice softening.


She lets out a resigned sigh, a glint of her old humor flickering to life. “Well, if Mark’s game, I sure wouldn’t mind joining in. I am bi, after all. Might even enjoy it more than you.”


Mark’s arms are folded as he watches Sienna, and I can tell he’s trying to piece together the situation. “Does anyone else know about… this?” he gestures vaguely, his eyes flicking between Sienna and me.


Sienna shifts, her nakedness almost forgotten in the gravity of the moment. She’s less hesitant than before, probably because she knows I want to please Mark, and because I’ve told her to obey him. “I… I may have mentioned to Clonica that Kat could be compromised,” she admits, her voice steadier than I expected. “Wasn’t specific, though. Just that she might have been hit by a mind-control ray. I was supposed to get back to her with more info.”


I feel a twinge of concern at the mention of Clonica. “We should probably make sure Clonica is on our side then,” I warn Mark. “She’s part of a big league of supers, and if word gets out…”


Sienna can’t help herself, a joke slipping out despite everything. “Mark might enjoy fucking Clonica and all her clones, though,” she says, her sarcasm tinged with a hint of seriousness. “Imagine the possibilities…”


I can feel my cheeks heat up with excitement at the thought, and I’m not ashamed to admit it. “I wouldn’t mind being a part of that,” I say, a little breathless.


Sienna looks at me, a slow smile spreading across her face. “Neither would I, honestly.”


Mark rubs his chin, clearly conflicted. “Using the ray on someone else again… I don’t know.” But there’s a gleam in his eyes as he imagines it—Sienna, Clonica, her clones, and me. “But I can’t say the idea doesn’t have its… appeal.”


Sienna nods, her determination cutting through the tension in the air. “I’ll contact Clonica and set up a meeting here,” she says, her voice steadier now, a testament to her resolve. “All you have to do is stay hidden with the ray, hit her as she comes in, and make sure Mark is the first person she sees after that. If we play this right, I don’t expect any problems.”


I give her a sharp nod of approval. I can’t help but let my gaze linger on her body; her curves are even more enticing when she’s standing there, so defiant yet so under my influence. She catches me staring and quirks a brow, a playful smirk on her lips. “Is there something you want from me, Kat?”


Her question hangs in the air, and Mark lets out a low chuckle. “What is it that you want from Sienna?” he asks, his tone laced with amusement.


For a moment, I’m caught off guard, unsure. I’m supposed to want what Mark wants, but he’s giving me the reins. “Well,” I say, my voice thick with a newfound authority, “I wouldn’t mind seeing Sienna on her knees, her head between my legs. Usually, she’s the one calling the shots, but I’d be lying if I said I didn’t want to flip the script.”


Sienna’s eyes glint with a mix of surprise and eagerness. “I’m more than receptive to that idea,” she responds, her voice a sultry purr.


Mark leans back against a console, his interest clearly piqued. “Then by all means, proceed. Just make sure I have a good view.” His words send a thrill through me, and I’m ready to take full advantage of this unexpected turn of events.


I watch Sienna, her bare skin glowing in the dim light of the lair, and I can feel the electricity crackling at my fingertips. She’s always been a force to reckon with, but now, she’s mine to command. As I approach her, I see the hunger in her eyes—the desire to please me, to do whatever I want, much like my own need to serve Mark.


“Get on your knees,” I command, my voice laced with authority. With a quick, obedient nod, Sienna sinks to the floor before me. I can’t help but shift forms, my clothes melting away and my body responding to the pleasure of control and the anticipation of what’s to come. My breasts swell slightly larger, my hips widen, and my thighs become even more toned, a physical manifestation of my arousal.


As Sienna’s mouth finds my wetness, I throw my head back, moaning at the contact. Her tongue is eager and skilled, swirling around my clit with a fervor that sends jolts of pleasure through my body. I glance over at Mark, who’s settled into a chair, his hand wrapped around his hardening cock, and I know I have to put on a show for him.


“Yes, just like that,” I groan, as Sienna’s lips envelop me, sucking gently. I can feel my form flicker and shift with each wave of ecstasy—my hair growing longer and then shortening, my skin taking on a golden sheen before returning to its sun-kissed hue. All the while, I maintain my focus on Mark, watching him stroke himself, a grin spreading across his face.


“Fuck, that’s it, Sienna,” I pant, my hands finding her head, guiding her movements to match the rhythm that I crave. Her submission to my will, her desire to please me—it’s intoxicating, and I can feel the climax building within me, a storm ready to break.


As the waves of ecstasy crash through me, my form flickers uncontrollably, echoing the intensity of my climax. My body shifts like the surface of a pond caught in a storm, my breasts swelling and shrinking, my hips widening then narrowing, my face cycling through expressions of pleasure. I ride out the orgasm, each shift bringing a fresh wave until I finally steady, panting and spent.


Looking up, I catch Mark’s smirk, his hand moving steadily over his cock. “Need any help with that?” I tease, my voice husky from my exertions.


He nods, the corners of his mouth quirking up further. I start to move towards him, but then I pause, glancing back at Sienna. “Actually, Mark, do you want her to take care of you?” My voice is thick with suggestion and newfound power.


His eyes glint with approval, and he confirms, “Yeah, I’d like that.”


Turning to Sienna, I command with a wicked pleasure, “Suck his cock, Sienna.” She doesn’t hesitate, moving towards Mark with a readiness that belies her earlier reluctance. Kneeling before him, she takes his length into her mouth, her eyes locked on mine. She’s not enjoying this as much as she did with me, that much is clear, but the desire to please me overrides everything else.


Mark groans as Sienna works him, her mouth warm and inviting. She’s good at this, her tongue swirling around the head, her lips tight as she takes him deeper. I watch, a thrill running through me at the sight. Mark’s breath hitches, his hips bucking slightly into her mouth, and I know he’s close. With a final, deep suck, he comes, his seed spilling into Sienna’s mouth. She swallows it down, meeting my gaze with a mix of defiance and submission.


Mark leans back, a self-satisfied smirk playing on his lips. “This is going to be a hell of a lot of fun, owning you both,” he says with a chuckle, his eyes roaming over Sienna and me.


Sienna’s quick to correct him, her tone firm yet resigned. “You don’t own me, Kat does.”


I can’t help but let out a laugh at Sienna’s defiance. Stepping behind her, I wrap an arm around her waist and pull her back against me. “Actually, sweetheart,” I whisper into her ear, “Mark owns you. Because what’s mine is his.”


Sienna lets out a long sigh, her body relaxing against mine as she accepts the new reality. “Fine,” she mutters, and I can feel Mark’s eyes on us, taking in the sight with glee.
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Chapter 8 : Double the Trouble


Perched in the shadows, I meld my form into the darkness, my body slimmed and stretched to minimize my presence. The room below, vast and dimly lit, is the perfect stage for our trap. Sienna, acting the part of the dutiful assistant, is already downstairs, her voice carrying up to me as she invites Clonica in.


“Come in and wait here, I’ll be right back,” Sienna says, a hint of urgency in her voice to sell the ruse.


From my vantage point, I watch Clonica enter, her youthful Asian features partially concealed by a light mask that does little to hide her cuteness. She’s thin, but there are curves where they count, accentuated by her tight superhero costume—a splash of vibrant colors against her petite frame.


Mark, trying to play it cool, greets her with a nervous, “Hi there.”


Clonica’s eyes narrow, her gaze darting around the room. “Who the hell are you?” she asks, her voice sharpened with suspicion. She takes a step back, and I can tell she’s putting the pieces together, her instincts screaming trap.


Before she can react, I take aim and fire. The ray hits her square in the back, and she groans, spinning with a fighter’s grace, ready to lash out. But then her eyes meet Mark’s, and I see the fight leave her body, her shoulders slumping even as she breathes out a defeated “fuck…”


Riding high on the thrill of another successful strike, I start to climb down to meet my new partner in crime. Suddenly, my body is slammed against the hard metal of the catwalk, the ray clattering away from my grasp. Dazed, I look up into the furious eyes of another Clonica, this one having snuck up behind me unnoticed.


“Didn’t expect me, did you?” she spits, her voice thick with anger. And just like that, our plan’s gone to shit.


Pinned beneath Clonica’s grip, my mind raced for a solution. I tried to shift my form — to slip away or overpower her — but she anticipated my every move. Then, in a split second, the single Clonica before me became many, her body duplicating itself with a series of rapid pops that echoed through the room. I was now held down by a sea of identical, determined faces.


But the chaos didn’t end there. The Clonica we zapped downstairs appeared at the bottom of the stairwell, wearing a conflicted frown as she surveyed the scene. “What the hell are you doing?” one of the clones holding me down demanded, her voice sharp with confusion.


The shot Clonica hesitated, then stepped back, her form quivering as if she was fighting an internal battle. Suddenly, she duplicated herself, creating more clones that immediately turned on the original ones. The room erupted into a brawl, Clonica against Clonica, as they grappled with the impossibility of their own disobedience.


I seized the opportunity, wriggling free from the distracted clones. “Mark, get to safety!” I yelled, spotting the ray gun on the floor. I snatched it up, ready to fire into the fray. But I hesitated, a wild idea forming. What if I shot some clones and they looked at themselves instead of Mark? Would they want to obey themselves?


The room’s a fucking mess, bodies of Clonicas strewn about like ragdolls at a toddler’s tea party. It’s a surreal sight, each one a mirror image of the other, some still, others squirming under the weight of their victorious counterparts. I can’t tell which side’s come out on top until one of the Clonicas yells out, her voice slicing through the chaos, “Someone bring that boy and the fucking ray gun over here!”


That’s my cue; the Mark-loyal Clonica has won the clone wars. I descend the stairs, stepping over the fallen, and join the clone holding a couple of her sisters. They’re bruised and battered, but the glare in their eyes screams they ain’t done fighting yet.


I can’t help but ask the obvious. “Why don’t you just merge back with them?” I’m curious, despite the shitstorm we’re in.


The Clonica with a grip on her sisters snorts, her usual crass tone laced with annoyance. “Usually I would, but since these bitches haven’t been hit by the ray or ain’t clones of those who have been, I can’t tell if I’d be a mindless drone or a rebel afterward.”


I nod, understanding the dilemma. The clone’s got a point — fuse with an unaffected version, and she’s gambling with her own compliance. Ain’t that a bitch.


Sienna arrives, almost dragging a slightly rattled Mark back into the room. He’s got that ‘I just dodged a bullet’ look plastered all over his face, but he’s unharmed. I grab him by the arm and position him in front of the unconverted Clonicas, their wrists and ankles held tight by their once-sisters-now-masters.


“Alright, eyes on the prize, ladies,” I bark, leveling the ray gun at each of them in turn. The loyal Clonicas make damn sure Mark’s mug is the first thing they see when the ray’s effects kick in. One of them’s a real fighter, clamping her eyes shut, so we have to pry her eyelids open, Clockwork Orange style. It’s a bitch, but once she catches sight of Mark, her body goes slack, another puppet added to the collection.


When the dust settles, there’s a grim sort of silence. The surviving Clonicas survey the carnage, their crude humor breaking through the grim reality. “Well, fuck me sideways,” one of them mutters with a twisted grin, “never thought I’d be offing myself today.”


Another clone, less battle-worn than the rest, saunters over to Mark. She cocks a brow and says with a smirk, “If you were looking for a harem, you just hit the motherfucking jackpot, didn’t you?”


Mark, looking like he’s not sure whether to laugh or bolt, just nods, his eyes wide with a mix of fear and fascination. Yeah, this is one for the history books, alright.


Merging back into one, Clonica looks like a patchwork of all the survivors, her costume torn and cobbled together. She stands there, catching her breath, and runs a hand over the fabric, smoothing down the creases. “Well, shit, that was one fucked-up ordeal,” she mutters, her voice a mix of awe and disgust at the trap she’d walked into.


She turns to Mark, her posture straightening as she gets down to business. “So what now, boss? You wanna fuck me to celebrate your big win, or we doin’ this after dessert?” Her crude words hang in the air, a challenge and an offer all rolled into one.


Mark seems to relax a fraction, a tempted look crossing his face. But before he can answer, Sienna, who’s only answering to my commands, speaks up with a smirk. “Maybe let’s not roll around in the remains of the clone massacre? How ’bout we clean up this goddamn mess first?”


I can’t help but let out a dark chuckle at Sienna’s practicality. The place does look like a twisted crime scene from a superhero slasher flick. Cleaning up is the last thing I want to do, but she’s got a point. We’ve got a shit-ton of work to do before anyone’s getting their rocks off.


Clonica’s gaze is locked onto Mark, waiting for his command with a level of seriousness that nearly mirrors my own. I catch a flicker of something in her eyes, a reflection of my own reality, and I can’t help but wonder if that’s the same look others see in me when I’m waiting on Mark’s words.


And sure enough, when Mark takes in the disaster around us and nods, “Yeah, cleaning up first sounds like a good plan,” Clonica doesn’t hesitate. She sighs, her body tensing as she gears up to duplicate herself again. The effort seems to drain her, and only a handful of clones materialize with visible strain.


“I’m out of fucking juice,” she announces, her voice edged with fatigue. “I won’t be making more clones, so you all might wanna give me a hand.” She throws a glance at Sienna and me, a smirk pulling at her lips despite the exhaustion. “Guess the biggest superhero orgy of all time will have to wait until I’ve recovered from being turned into a nerd’s fuck toy by some of my most trusted friends.”


Her comment hangs in the air, laced with amusement and a hint of bitterness. It’s a messed-up situation, alright, but we’re all in it together now. And as much as the idea of an all-out super-powered fuckfest tickles my fancy, duty calls. We’ve got a lair to clean and a fresh heap of complications to sort through.


We finally get the lair looking like less of a superhero graveyard, and Mark’s looking around, probably wondering if he’s got some kind of cleanup crew superpower he never knew about. “What about the bodies?” he asks, that worried crease back between his brows.


Sienna, ever the one to cut through the bullshit, just pats his shoulder. “Don’t you worry your pretty little head about that.”


The Clonicas circle him like sharks with a smile. They’re throwing out offers left and right, each one cruder and more tempting than the last. Mark goes all shades of red, looking like he might just implode from the indecent proposals.


“Hey, relax,” One Clonica tells him, her voice dripping with that raw, vulgar charm she’s known for. “Whatever you want, we’re here to provide. Ain’t our first rodeo, you know.”


She’s right; Clonica’s reputation as the not-so-saintly superheroine precedes her, and now she’s got a twinkle in her eye that says she’s all in. One clone pipes up, “At least now you’ve got all of us focused on one man.” Another chimes in, “Unless you’re looking to add more to the party?”


Mark just scoffs and shakes his head. “I’m straight,” he says, which gets a shrug and a laugh from the third Clonica. “Your loss, buddy. But hey,” she looks around at her other selves, “does fucking your own clones count as being gay or just an advanced form of masturbation?”


The room erupts in laughter, and I can’t help but join in. It’s fucked up, it’s insane, but it’s our reality now. As the laughter dies down, I lean against the wall, letting my mind wander to the thought of Clonica joining us. The idea sends a jolt of anticipation through me, and I know damn well I’d enjoy every twisted second of it.
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Chapter 3 : The Choice of Chains


As I make my way through the quiet streets, the distant sound of gunshots pierces the night. A surge of adrenaline kicks in, the hero instinct that’s been a part of me for as long as I can remember. But this time, I hesitate. I’m caught in an internal tug-of-war, battling between the duty that’s defined me and the new, bizarre urge to serve Mark’s whims above all else.


He doesn’t even know he owns me yet. Would he want me to intervene, to play the hero? Or does he have other plans for me? My usual resolve falters; I can’t assume anything. The priority is to introduce myself to him, to find out what he desires, be it my body or my obedience. And if he wants me to let the city burn, I’d watch it light up the sky without so much as a flinch.


I arrive at his place, a modest two-story house that’s seen better days. The paint’s peeling, and there’s a light on in the upstairs window. Taking a deep breath, I approach and knock on the door. It swings open, and there he is, Mark, in his pajamas, looking every bit the dork I saved earlier.


He blinks at me, obviously confused. “Can I help you?” he asks, his voice unsteady.


I take a deep breath, steeling myself. “I’m gonna make this simple for you, Mark. I’m Volt Vixen,” I say, my voice low and steady. “And because of that messed-up ray when I was saving your ass, I’m yours now. Whatever you want, I’ll do it. No questions asked. Lucky you, huh?”


Stepping into his dimly lit living room, I can’t help but feel a little out of place. Mark’s still gaping at me, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. I’ve got to give him something to work with, some proof that I am who I say I am. It’s now or never.


I glance around quickly, ensuring we’re alone and away from prying eyes. Then, in a spark of electricity, I let my body shift back into the form he’d recognize from the news or the net—the infamous Volt Vixen. My costume clings to me, the cobalt blue and electric yellow of my suit vivid against the dullness of his living room. My goggles now sit atop my head, and my spiked black hair frames my face.


“See? It’s really me,” I say, my voice firm but patient.


Mark takes a step back, his eyes wide behind those glasses of his. “I-I don’t… Are you interrogating me? Is this a test?” He stammers, his confusion palpable.


I let out a sigh, trying to keep my impatience in check. “No, Mark. No tests, no interrogation. Just a very strange twist of fate. That ray screwed with my head, and now it seems I’ve got this compulsion to… well, to be yours.”


He blinks, processing the information. “Mine? As in… you’ll do whatever I say?”


“Yeah, that’s about the size of it,” I reply, feeling a strange sense of calm admitting it out loud. “So what’s it gonna be, Mark? What do you want from me?”


Mark’s gaze trails over me unabashedly, taking in the contours of my body showcased by my skin-tight suit. I can’t help but wonder if he’s itching for me to take the lead, to press my curves against him and show him the kind of pleasure only a super can provide. Yet, I hold back, waiting for him to voice his desires.


After a moment that feels like an eternity, he clears his throat, his cheeks tinged with red. “I can’t just… take advantage of you,” he mumbles, his eyes briefly meeting mine before darting away. “If that ray messed with your mind when you saved me, it’d be wrong not to try and help you now.” His voice is earnest, almost pleading. “Do you know of any way to get your mind back to normal?”


A wave of relief washes over me, and I can’t help but crack a smile. It’s comforting to know that his intentions align with what the old me would’ve wanted. “You’re a decent guy, Mark,” I joke, trying to lighten the mood. “Most wouldn’t have hesitated to take the offer.”


He nods, a chuckle escaping him, but his eyes linger on my chest a moment too long. I frown slightly, wondering if deep down, that’s what he really craves, or if he’s just compelled to do ‘the right thing.’


Hesitating, I say, “You know, you don’t have to play the hero here, Mark. If you don’t want to…”


He swallows hard, his gaze flickering with uncertainty. That’s all the confirmation I need. I step closer, letting my powers subtly enhance my bust and hips, making them even more voluptuous. “So, Mark,” I purr, my voice dropping an octave, “what do you really, really want right now? Because whatever it is, that’s exactly what I’m here to give you.”


I can’t help but laugh at his hesitation, the way he’s practically devouring me with his eyes while trying to play the knight in shining armor. “Mark, let’s get one thing straight,” I start, my tone laced with the raw frankness I’m known for. “What I want is what you want. If you want to play the nice guy and help me get back to my old self, then that’s what we’ll do. And sure, my old self will be damn grateful. But if you want to explore this body, to enjoy it… well, that’s a job for my new self.”


I lean in closer, my green eyes locking with his. “You’ve got a choice here, and it’s not one to take lightly. Get me back to normal, and it’s back to your everyday life. But if you take me, keep me as yours, I’ll be just that—yours. No questions asked.”


He’s visibly conflicted, the right and wrong waging war in his head. I place my hand on his chest, feeling the rapid beat of his heart. “Remember, I’m not here to judge you,” I assure him, my voice a purr of temptation. “No one else knows what’s going on here. It’s your choice, and there won’t be any negative repercussions. If you help me, I’ll be grateful and out of your hair. If you don’t…” I trail off, letting the implication hang in the air.


I watch the struggle in his eyes, the way his gaze flicks down to my now even more pronounced cleavage. I’ve made my point clear—it’s entirely up to him. Whatever he decides, I’m at peace with it. Because right now, I’m not just Volt Vixen; I’m his to command.


There’s a heaviness in the air as Mark collapses onto his ratty old couch, his eyes still locked on me. He rubs the back of his neck, looking for all the world like he’s trying to solve the most complicated puzzle of his life.


“If—if—I decided to keep you,” he stresses the word, “we don’t even know if this thing is permanent. I don’t want to be on the receiving end of a super-powered ass-kicking if you suddenly snap out of it.”


He’s got a point. I cross my arms and lean against the doorframe, mulling it over. “You’re right. It’s a risk. Dr. Mind’s rays are notorious for being… sticky. They tend to leave a lasting impression unless they’re properly reversed. But to be sure, I could track down the exact ray that hit me, get my hands on it. Hell,” I pause, the idea solidifying in my mind, “if you want, I could even bring it back here. You could use it on me some more… or on someone else if that’s your thing.”


I can practically see the wheels turning in his head, the concept both terrifying and tantalizing him. His gaze flits between my eyes and the full swell of my breasts, the internal struggle playing out across his face.


It’s clear as day—he wants me. But the fear of the unknown, of the consequences, it’s got him by the balls. When he finally admits it, voice barely above a whisper, “I… I want you, but I’m scared,” I can’t help but step forward, closing the space between us.


“Mark, you can keep me. I’m here, telling you to take what you want. And sure, maybe I’ve been brainwashed to want it, but the fact is, I want what you want. If you want me, I want you to have me. Simple as fuck!”


Mark’s chuckle cuts through the tension like a knife through butter, his gaze still roaming over the curves of my body. “So, what now?” he asks, a twinkle of mischief in his eyes. It’s obvious he’s savoring the thought of all the things he could do with me.


I can’t help but smirk, leaning back against the wall with a playful glint in my eye. “Well, you’ve got options, Mark. You could have me as your cute girlfriend, though ‘cute’ ain’t exactly my style, but I can fucking learn. Or I could be your personal fuck toy—yeah, I’m a lesbian, but for you, I’ll make an exception. Hell, I could be both, or neither. Want me to dress up as a French maid and lick the floor—or your cock—clean? It’s all on the table, whatever you want.”


He stares at me for a long, silent moment, his decision hanging in the air. Then, with a voice that’s more command than question, he finally says, “Get naked. Blow me.”


I ain’t turned on, and to be honest, the guy doesn’t do a thing for me, but this is what he wants, so it’s what I’m going to give him. With a thought, my clothes ripple and disappear, my body now bare before him. I reach for his pants, fumbling a bit as I pull his cock out. It’s not a task I’m used to, but his growing arousal makes things easier.


Bending down, I wrap my lips around him, taking him into my mouth. My movements are clumsy, inexperienced, but I’m driven by the desire to please him. I use my tongue awkwardly, trying to remember how those porn scenes go, all the while feeling his hands thread through my spiked hair, urging me on.


I work diligently on his shaft, using my mouth and tongue to coax him closer to the edge. It doesn’t take long before he’s there, his body tensing and a low groan escaping his lips as he blows his load. His cum splatters across my tits, warm and sticky against my skin. As he pants, trying to catch his breath, I feel nothing but satisfaction. It’s like the end of a mission well done—another task checked off the list.


I sit back on my heels, looking up at him as he slumps further into the couch, spent and still in a bit of shock from the experience. I can’t help but smirk. “Not too bad for a first-timer, huh?” I quip, my voice dripping with the same confidence I’d use when I’ve just kicked some villain’s ass. My body feels a strange kind of triumph, a sense of accomplishment in fulfilling his desire. I’m Volt Vixen, hero of the night, but in this moment, I’m whatever the hell he wants me to be—and I’m damn good at it.


Mark lets out a laugh, a sound that seems to ease the remaining tension in the room. “Never thought something like this would ever happen to me,” he says, shaking his head in disbelief, though his hungry eyes never stray far from the sight of my cum-splattered tits.


I grin back at him, wiping a stray streak of cum from my skin. “Neither did I, but I gotta say, I hope you’re enjoying the perks of your new… acquisition,” I quip, my voice dripping with that dark humor of mine.


We hold each other’s gaze, the weight of our bizarre situation settling around us like a thick fog. It’s a strange kind of understanding, a silent agreement that we’re both just trying to navigate this fucked-up turn of events.


Then, the sharp beep of my communicator cuts through the silence. I don’t move, just let it ring out. I explain to Mark, “That’s my call to go play hero. Save the day, all that shit.” But I don’t budge, waiting for his command, showing him the ball’s in his court now.


He nods, a serious look crossing his face. “Go,” he says firmly. “If we’re gonna do… whatever this is, we can’t raise suspicions. Keep doing your superhero thing.”


As I’m about to leave, he throws me a curveball. “Were you serious about that girlfriend experience you mentioned?” he asks, a curious tilt to his voice.


I chuckle, “Hell yeah, I was serious. Why?”


He fidgets with his glasses, then admits, “Got a family gathering this weekend. Showing up with a hot girl like you would blow their damn minds.”


I laugh, loud and genuine. “I’d be glad to blow their minds—and anything else that needs blowing,” I say with a wink. I jot down my private number, slide it across the table to him. “Remember, I’m yours. Whatever, whenever.” With one last smirk, I turn on my heel and head out to save the day, leaving behind a man with the power to call on Volt Vixen for whatever his heart—or other parts—desires.
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Chapter 2 : Behind the Curtains


Back at the lair, the high-tech fortress I call my second home, the walls hum with the energy of a place built for a superhero. It’s all sleek metal and glass, the epitome of modern design, with more gadgets than a tech convention. My personal sanctuary is rigged with the best tech money can’t buy—stolen right from under the noses of villains like Dr. Mind.


I try to decompress, flipping through the arsenal of weapons, but my mind’s stuck on that damn ray and the nerdy guy with his sweater vest and scared-shitless eyes. I should be trying to figure out how to shake this feeling, but the truth is, I don’t want to. There’s something thrilling about this unexpected twist, even if it’s not by my own choosing.


That’s when Sienna, my fiery red-headed assistant and sometimes bed-warmer, saunters in. “You look like you’ve been zapped by more than just electricity, Kat,” she observes, her voice laced with concern. Sienna’s a stunner, with curves in all the right places, and legs that could strangle a man—if she wanted.


I grunt, feeling her soft hands on my skin as she tends to a cut on my arm. “Just another day at the office,” I mutter, not meeting her gaze.


She’s not buying it. “Bullshit. You’ve got that look… the one you get when something’s eating at you. That fight with Dr. Mind mess with your head?”


I hesitate, the words catching in my throat. Telling her means admitting that I’m not entirely my own anymore, but the idea of denying Mark his ‘possession’ feels wrong—like I’d be betraying some sacred pact I didn’t even sign up for. “It’s nothing,” I lie, my voice flat. “Just tired, is all.”


Sienna narrows her eyes, not convinced, but she lets it go—for now. “Alright, but if that mad scientist scrambled your brains, we’ll need to fix it. I’m not sharing my bed with some puppet.”


I smirk, the irony not lost on me. Here she is, worried about mind control, while I’m sitting here, fully aware that my head’s been fucked with, yet unwilling to do anything about it. Because somewhere out there is a dork named Mark, and my fucked-up brain has decided he’s the one I belong to. And the craziest part? I’m okay with it.


Sienna’s fingers linger with a touch more purpose than necessary, tracing the line of my collarbone. I lean into it for a moment, craving the familiar comfort of her touch, the heat that always seems to radiate from her skin. But as she leans in, aiming to close the distance between us with lips that promise nothing but sin, I find myself pulling back. The thought of Mark’s unknown desires halts me, and I hate that it does.


“Kat, what’s the matter?” Sienna’s voice is laced with a mix of confusion and hurt as she steps back, her fiery eyes searching mine for answers.


“I—I can’t,” I stammer, the words foreign as they leave my lips. “It’s just… not the right time.”


She folds her arms, her gaze narrowing. “Since when do you back out of a good time? That’s not the Kat I know.”


I run a hand through my spiked hair, struggling to keep my composure. “Look, I’m fine, really. The fight just took it out of me more than I thought,” I lie, my voice carrying an edge of frustration.


Concern flickers across Sienna’s face, but she nods slowly, giving me space. “Alright, if you say so. But if you need to talk about whatever’s going on in that head of yours, I’m here.”


I manage a half-smirk, appreciating her presence even if I can’t indulge in it right now. “Thanks, Sienna. But could you do something for me? There’s this… hostage from today, Mark. Can you dig up some info on him? I want to make sure Dr. Mind hasn’t got any lingering hooks in him.”


Her brow quirks up, a silent question hanging in the air. “You think he’s involved with Mind?”


Shit. I’m too quick to dispel that, nearly tripping over my own words. “No! No, just being thorough. Just a civilian caught in the crossfire.”


She eyes me for a moment longer before nodding. “Alright, I’ll see what I can find.”


With that settled, I make my way upstairs to my private quarters, feeling the weight of my own duplicity. I need to figure out what the hell I’m going to do about Mark—and this bizarre allegiance my mind’s sworn to him.


Holed up in my lair, the night drags on as I wrestle with the twisted web my mind’s become. The sane part of me wants to break free, to tell Sienna to fix whatever Dr. Mind’s ray fucked up inside my head. But the rest of me? It’s fiercely against the idea, clinging to the new sense of purpose that’s latched onto my psyche.


What does a guy like Mark even want from someone like me? He could be asexual for all I know, but I’m not naive. As a shapeshifter, I’ve seen the filthy fantasies plastered online—lewd drawings and stories about me bending over, tits bouncing, as some faceless fanboy fucks me from behind, or the requests for custom “fan service” where I morph into their favorite celebrity. It used to disgust me, knowing these pervs were jerking off to the thought of my abilities being used for their pleasure.


Now, I find myself chuckling at the irony—the only one who might get to live out that fantasy is Mark, that lucky son of a bitch. The realization shocks me to my core. I’m a lesbian; I’ve never given a second thought to some random guy’s dick. But the thought that if Mark wants to fuck me, I’d spread my legs for him without question, sends a twisted thrill down my spine.


Opening the file Sienna sent over, I scan Mark’s profile. Painfully normal, painfully nerdy. But it doesn’t matter. His desires are now my priority. I note his address, determination setting in. He’s about to find out he’s the proud owner of a sexy super.


Transforming my appearance, I choose a form that’s smoking hot—a body with curves for days, long, flowing hair, and a tight dress that leaves little to the imagination—yet still a far cry from my true self. Got to keep my identity safe, unless Mark says otherwise.


Stepping out into the night, I make my way to Mark’s address, ready to deliver the news. He’s about to discover just how lucky he is.
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When a ray accidentally turns shapeshifting superhero Volt Vixen into a loyal plaything for a random nerd, he seizes the power to build a harem of superwomen.

    
    





Chapter 1 : Unintended Target


I’m in the thick of it, the lab’s air crackling with the tension of the standoff. Dr. Mind, that mad fucker with his delusions of grandeur, is aiming his latest mind-control ray at me, but I’ve danced this dance before. Each time the ray zaps towards me, I’m already elsewhere, my body pulsing with each surge of electricity I command to aid my movements. The hostages are cowering behind whatever cover they can find, but my focus is on taking this bastard down.


I’ve always had a knack for reading my opponent’s next move, and Dr. Mind’s no exception. He’s predictable, arrogant. I dodge another ray, closing in on him, my muscles coiled tight. As I launch forward, my fist connects with his jaw in a satisfying crunch. He stumbles back, but as I move to deliver the final blow, a sharp sting hits me. It’s like a sonic boom in my mind, disorienting, dizzying, but I push through it, using the momentum to send him sprawling to the ground with a heavy thud.


Shaking off the confusion, my eyes scan the room, and that’s when I see him—just a nerdy guy, nothing remarkable, but our eyes lock and something inside me shifts. I can’t explain it, but I know I belong to him. It’s as if I’ve been claimed, and every fiber of my being accepts it without question. I’m still Volt Vixen, strong and defiant, but now there’s this undeniable truth settling in my chest. A smirk plays on my lips, a mix of bemusement and acceptance, as I stand tall amidst the chaos, a new kind of electricity coursing through me.


With Dr. Mind knocked out cold on the ground, I make a quick call to the cavalry. “Clean up on aisle five,” I mutter into the comm, knowing they’ll be here to mop up the mess. I can still feel the effects of whatever the hell hit me, but I keep it together, focusing on the task at hand.


Stealing glances at the nerd, I take in his features: a mop of untidy brown hair, glasses that have seen better days, and a sweater vest that screams ‘I spend my Friday nights with a chessboard.’ Not my type, not by a long mile—hell, the ladies are more my speed. But there’s this gnawing sense of belonging to him that’s hard to shake off. It’s like a fucking leash around my neck, invisible but palpable.


Once I’ve made sure Dr. Mind’s tech is neutralized, I stride over to the hostages. “All clear, folks. The boys in blue will be here to take statements and all that jazz.” My voice is steady, betraying none of the inner turmoil. I’m all professional on the outside, but inside, there’s a storm brewing.


Approaching the nerd, I keep my tone casual. “Hey, you holding up okay?” I ask, my voice tinged with that usual rasp of mine.


He’s all jittery, eyes wide behind those thick lenses. “Y-yeah, thanks to you. I’m Mark,” he stutters out, still shaken from the ordeal.


“Vixen,” I reply with a nod, keeping it short. “Stay safe, Mark. And, uh, nice job not getting your mind zapped.”


He gives me a small, grateful smile, and I can’t help but feel a tug in my chest. Shit, am I actually feeling protective over this guy?


With sirens wailing in the distance, I slip away, my mind a whirlwind of confusion. I’ve got to get back to my lair and figure out what the fuck just happened to me. But deep down, I know I’ll be seeing Mark again—that much is clear as day.
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Chapter 4 : A Tailored Devotion


Chillin’ on Mark’s couch, I’m dressed down in some casual clothes, a far cry from my usual skin-tight fighting gear. I look… normal, which is weird as hell for me, but it feels oddly right given the circumstances.


“So, this is kinda fucked up, huh?” I say, breaking the ice as I catch Mark giving me another one of his unsure looks. “You owning me and all.”


“Yeah, it’s… it’s a lot,” he admits, rubbing the back of his neck. “I’m still not sure how to wrap my head around it.”


I throw my legs up on the coffee table, leaning back with a casual shrug. “Feels pretty normal to me. Just another day of doing whatever the fuck I need to,” I say with a half-smile. “And hey, if you’re still feeling weird about it, I can suck your dick or offer up my ass to lighten the mood.” I’m only half-joking, watching closely for his reaction.


He laughs, but it’s a bit strained. “Let’s just plan out the day, okay? How you’re gonna act like my girlfriend and all that.”


I arch an eyebrow, a sly grin playing on my lips. “I can be your girlfriend in all the ways that matter, you know,” I tease, letting my body subtly morph to accentuate my curves a touch more, just enough to draw his eyes to the right places.


But he’s not having it, his frustration clear. “Kat, come on…”


Shit, I let myself get carried away. I reel it back, feeling a twinge of guilt. “Sorry, sorry. I didn’t mean to push it. What do you want, huh? Your perfect girlfriend—what’s she look like?”


He blinks at me, surprised by the question. “I… I didn’t expect you to show up as Volt Vixen, if that’s what you’re asking.”


I lean forward, my elbows on my knees. “Then let’s craft that perfect girlfriend for you. What’s she like, Mark? Spill the details. I’m your goddamn genie right now—your wish, my command.” I can see the wheels turning in his head, the power of choice lighting up his eyes. And I can’t help but think, lucky bastard gets to design his dream girl, and I’m the one who’s gonna make it come to life.


Mark’s eyes light up, a kid in a candy store that’s just been given free rein. “You’re seriously gonna let me decide?” he asks, his voice tinged with disbelief.


“Fuck yeah, I am. Shoot,” I reply, already feeling the tingle of my powers at the ready.


He starts with, “I’ve always had a thing for redheads,” and I chuckle, feeling my hair shift in color and texture. I toss my head slightly, letting him take in the fiery shade now crowning my head. “Like this?”


“Yeah, but keep it short,” he instructs, and I feel my hair retracting, shaping itself into a sassy pixie cut.


“Green eyes good for you?” I ask, already feeling the emerald hue bleed into my irises.


He nods, and as I blink, my eyes settle into the new color. “Perfect,” he murmurs, a little breathless.


“Alright, what’s next?” I prod, crossing my arms under my tits and giving him a full view.


He’s hesitant for a second, then admits, “I like them a bit smaller,” and I shrink down a couple of inches, still tall but not towering.


His gaze drops to my chest, and he mumbles something about big tits. I grin and inflate my chest, going overboard till I’m cartoonish. “Too much?”


He gulps, “Yeah, tone it down. Natural, you know?”


I roll my eyes playfully and adjust, feeling the weight settle into a more realistic, yet still generous size. “Wanna give ’em a test run?” I offer, and he can’t resist copping a feel. His hands are warm, a little rough, and he squeezes just right to make me stifle a moan. But when I see his cock starting to tent his pants, I know it’s time to switch gears.


“Face, freckles, anything else?” I ask, shifting my features subtly, adding the cute specks across my nose and cheeks.


He’s staring now, wide-eyed and slack-jawed. “Jesus, Kat… you look incredible.”


A smirk curls my lips. “Voice too. What you want me to sound like?”


He’s amazed, completely caught up in the magic show. We play with pitches and tones until we find one that’s all honey and warmth. “I can’t promise I’ll act as cute as this sounds, but I’ll give it a shot,” I say, the new voice smooth as silk.


“You’re perfect, Kat. Fucking perfect,” he says, and I can tell he means it.


I stand before him, the embodiment of his fantasies, ready to play the part of the perfect girlfriend. And I can’t help but think how fucking lucky he is to have me, Volt Vixen, at his beck and call.


“I could make this my default look when we’re out and about,” I suggest to Mark, glancing down at my newly adjusted assets with a smirk. “Might even keep it for our private time, if you want the full girlfriend package.”


His grin tells me he’s more than just okay with that idea. He slides up behind me, hands finding my hips before wandering up to cup my now-perfect tits. I know, in any other situation, I’d have electrocuted him for less, but the way I’m wired now, all I can think about is how much I want to give him whatever he wants.


As his fingers dig into my flesh, I can’t help but push back against him, my body responding to his touch. But just as I start to get into it, he pushes me away, reminding me there’s work to do.


“So, what’s my backstory?” I ask, turning to face him with my hands planted on my hips. “Gotta be something I can remember easily, since we’re on the clock here.”


He hesitates, his cheeks flushing with a shy shade of red. “Doesn’t really matter,” he mumbles. “I just… want to show you off, honestly.”


I laugh, the sound richer and warmer with my new voice. “Well, I’m all for giving you whatever you want,” I say, and then lean in closer, dropping my voice to a sultry whisper, “I won’t take it the wrong way if you use me as your glorified fuck doll in public.”


We both know I need a new name for this gig, something that’ll fit the hot, cute redhead I’ve become. “So, what’s it gonna be? What do you name your new human pet?” I tease, nudging him with my elbow.


He thinks for a moment, his eyes scanning over me like I’m a piece of art he’s just created. “Let’s call you… Amber,” he finally says, a satisfied nod accompanying the decision.


“Amber, it is,” I affirm, the name feeling as natural as the freckles on my cheeks. “Just remember, I’m all yours, Mark. Whatever you want, Amber’s game.”
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Chapter 5 : Meet Amber


Walking into the family reunion as Amber, I can feel every eye in the room on us. The family’s gathered in Mark’s parents’ living room, a place that screams middle-class with its plaid couches and family photos. Mark’s a total nerd, right down to the glasses and awkward shuffle, and here I am, the redheaded bombshell on his arm, looking like I just stepped out of a fantasy.


His mom is the first to recover, bustling over with wide eyes. “Mark, honey, who is this?” she gushes, her eyes flicking between us.


I slip my arm through Mark’s, leaning into him like I’m the luckiest girl in the world. “I’m Amber,” I say with a smile that feels surprisingly genuine. “Mark’s girlfriend.”


The conversation that follows is surreal. His uncles are cracking jokes, asking Mark what level of sorcery he used to land a girl like me. His cousins are giving me the third degree, like they can’t believe I’m real. And I’m playing my part to perfection, defending Mark with a quick wit and a loving gaze that says he’s my hero, not just some dork with a lucky break.


It’s fucking weird, acting like I’m madly in love with a guy. Me, a lesbian with a preference for the ladies, now owned by this… well, let’s be honest, less-than-handsome dude. But as I stand there, laughing at his dad’s corny jokes and squeezing Mark’s hand, I realize I’m actually enjoying making him look good.


Mark’s sister, a sharp-tongued woman with a skeptical look, leans in close. “So, Amber, what’s a gorgeous thing like you doing with a guy like Mark?”


I don’t miss a beat. “He’s kind, smart, and he treats me like a queen,” I say, pouring every ounce of sincerity I can muster into my voice. “What more could a girl want?”


And just like that, I’ve got them eating out of the palm of my hand. I’m telling stories, laughing, and feeling Mark’s pride swell with every compliment thrown his way. It’s a bizarre twist of fate, but here I am, Volt Vixen, a shapeshifting superhero, playing the role of the perfect girlfriend to a nerd who just happened to become my master. And against all odds, I’m fucking happy to do it.


Glancing out the window, I spot something off in the garden. There’s a figure skulking behind the bushes, not quite hidden from my view. Excusing myself with a quick peck on Mark’s cheek, I slip outside, my heart pounding but not from fear. I know how to handle trouble.


I find Sienna, my fiery assistant, arms crossed and looking like she’s ready to spit nails. “What the hell are you doing here, Kat?” she hisses, her gaze cutting.


I keep my voice low, trying to sound casual. “Just helping out a friend,” I lie through my teeth. “Mark needed a fake girlfriend to get his family off his back. It’s nothing, just for today.”


Sienna’s not buying it, her eyes narrowing. “Bullshit. You’ve been off ever since that run-in with Dr. Mind. I’ve been following you, Kat. This isn’t you.”


I take a step back, my gut twisting. “Sienna, I—”


She steps forward, her anger giving way to concern. “Let me scan you, back at the lair. We need to know if that ray fucked with your head.”


I shake my head, even though a part of me screams that she’s right. “I can’t, Sienna. I have to stay,” I say, and it’s the truth, but not for the reason I’m pretending. “Maybe later…”


We stare each other down, two sides of a coin that’s been tossed in the air. She finally turns away, her voice heavy. “I’m not letting this go, Kat.”


I head back to the reunion, slipping my hand into Mark’s as if nothing had happened. But I lean in close, my voice barely above a whisper, “We might have a situation with my assistant, Sienna. She’s been tailing me and she’s convinced I’m brainwashed or some shit.”


Mark’s eyes meet mine, and there’s a flicker of guilt, or maybe it’s concern. “But… you are,” he points out, his voice just as low.


We’re standing there, surrounded by his family’s buzz of conversation, locked in this heavy silence. I can feel the weight of his words, and it’s like a punch to the gut. ’Cause he’s right. Dr. Mind’s ray did a number on me, and here I am, playing house.


I push past the weirdness, the reality of the situation, and focus on the problem at hand. “Listen, I’ve got the ray stashed at the lair. What if we use it on Sienna? Could solve our little problem.”


He’s clearly uncomfortable with the idea, shifting from foot to foot. “I don’t know, Kat… One mind-controlled superhero is a lot; two might be a bit much.”


“Don’t sweat it,” I reassure him, throwing in a little tease, “Sienna’s no superhero. But she is a hot redhead, just the way you like ’em.”


He cracks a smile, and I know I’ve got him on board, at least with the idea of Sienna. We’re playing a dangerous game here, but fuck it, I’m already deep in this twisted fantasy, might as well see how far the rabbit hole goes.


We wrap up the day with Mark’s family, and I’m still playing the role of the devoted Amber. I give Mark a lingering, tender kiss, making sure to keep up appearances until we’re well out of sight. As soon as we’re alone, and I’m certain no prying eyes are on us, I let the façade drop, shifting back into Volt Vixen. My body hums with energy as I zap the transponder Sienna uses to track me, frying it with a satisfying sizzle.
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Chapter 6 : Turning the Tables


Stealthily, I make my way back to my lair, slipping through the secret entrance with the grace of a shadow. I pause, scanning the darkened space for any sign of Sienna, but it’s clear. She’s not here.


I move to the secure vault where I keep the more dangerous toys, the ones pilfered from defeated villains. There it is, among the other sinister devices, the ray that Dr. Mind had intended to use on me. I pick up the accompanying note, the words a stark reminder of my current predicament. The device is designed to rewire neural pathways, creating unwavering loyalty to the first person the affected individual locks eyes with. The irony isn’t lost on me; I could’ve been Dr. Mind’s puppet, but fate had other plans. Instead, Mark was the beneficiary of my unintended gaze.


A trap. That’s what I need for Sienna. But how? How do I arrange for her to look into Mark’s eyes after she’s been hit with the ray? The logistics are a nightmare, and I’m not one for patience.


As I grasp the ray, preparing to leave and concoct some sort of plan, an unexpected hiss cuts through the silence, and a tranquilizer arrow lodges itself into the wall beside my head. I jump back, electricity crackling around my fists as I prepare for a fight.


I dodge another arrow, my body crackling with energy, a snarl twisting my lips. Sienna’s out for blood, or more accurately, out to put me to sleep. But my mind’s a fortress now, fortified by the will imposed by the ray. I can’t let her undo what’s been done; can’t let her free me from Mark’s hold. I need it. I want it. Does it matter that my desires are artificial? Not anymore.


“Sienna, stand down!” I shout, ducking behind a steel worktable as another tranquilizer arrow whizzes past. “This isn’t you!”


She replies with another shot, her voice echoing through the lair. “I’m saving you from yourself, Kat!”


It’s a dance of sparks and shadows, my electricity against her stealth. But I’ve got an ace up my sleeve. I catch a glimpse of her fiery hair through a gap in the equipment, and I don’t hesitate. I aim the ray, my finger twitching on the trigger, and let loose a burst of light.


Silence falls. A soft curse breaks it. “Shit…”


“Ready to stand down now?” I call out, peering cautiously from my cover.


Her voice comes, tinged with confusion. “Do you… want me to?”


“Yes, Sienna. I want you to surrender,” I reply, my tone firm yet laced with an undercurrent of sympathy.


A pause, then the sound of metal clattering to the ground. Sienna steps into the light, her weapon abandoned, her posture resigned. “Is this how it’s been with Mark? You just… wanting to do whatever he wants?”


I nod, a smirk playing on my lips. “It’s not that bad, really. It’s been… fun.”


She doesn’t look convinced. “You only think that ’cause the ray fucked with your head.”


I meet her gaze, my own eyes steady. “Does it matter? If what I want is because of the ray, does it change the fact that I want it?” I pause, letting the weight of my words sink in.


She frowns, a conflict playing out behind those once fierce, now subdued eyes. A sigh escapes her, and she nods. “I guess it doesn’t…”
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Chapter 7 : Trouble in Paradise


As Mark steps into my lair, a place he’s never been before, I can see the curiosity light up his eyes. I greet him with a kiss, one that’s more for him than for me, but it doesn’t feel wrong. Not anymore. My hands roam over his back, pulling him close because he wants it, and I’m here to please.


Sienna’s standing off to the side, her arms crossed, her face a mask of anger and betrayal. She starts to lay into him, spewing accusations about manipulation and abuse. But with a sharp “Shut up, Sienna,” her rant cuts off mid-sentence, and she falls silent, head bowed obediently. She’s under the ray’s influence now, compelled to obey me, to want what I want.


I turn to Mark, my gaze apologetic. “This wasn’t the plan. I wanted to make her yours, but it didn’t work out that way.”


He mulls over the situation, running a hand through his hair. “So, she’s still going to do what you want, even knowing that you’re doing what I want?”


“Exactly,” I confirm, and I can see him relax a little at that.


His eyes slide over to Sienna, who’s watching us with a mix of disgust and resignation. As Mark approaches, she tenses, her frown deepening. He pauses before her and says, “Get naked.”


Sienna’s refusal is immediate, her voice laced with anger. But I’m here to give Mark what he wants, and if it’s Sienna’s compliance he desires, then that’s what he’ll get. “Sienna, do as he says,” I command, my voice firm.


Her face is a storm of fury, but she can’t resist the order. She strips, her movements sharp and reluctant. Her clothes fall to the floor, revealing the pale skin and fiery curls that cascade down her back. Her breasts are full, her nipples hard with either anger or arousal, maybe both. Her curves are more pronounced in the light, her hips leading down to long legs and a neatly trimmed pubic mound. She stands there, exposed and fuming, yet there’s a glimmer of something else in her eyes—a hint of the obedience that’s been forced upon her.


Mark’s gaze lingers on Sienna’s naked form, and I can tell he’s more than just admiring her. He turns back to me, a question in his eye. “Maybe you should explain to her what you want now.”


I understand what he’s getting at and can’t help but smirk, already a step ahead. I walk over to Sienna, taking my time to appreciate the curves and valleys of her body. I’m not into Mark, but Sienna? She’s always been able to stir something fierce within me. And I can’t help but hope Mark’s into the idea of a threesome.


“Sienna,” I start, my tone gentle but firm, “I want to serve Mark, to be whatever he wants, and to protect him from any threat. And maybe, if he’s into it, for you to join in on the fun.”


Sienna’s eyes, a mix of anger and confusion, search my face, but as my words sink in, I watch her body relax. “If you want to please and serve Mark, then I want to help you do it,” she says, her voice softening.


She lets out a resigned sigh, a glint of her old humor flickering to life. “Well, if Mark’s game, I sure wouldn’t mind joining in. I am bi, after all. Might even enjoy it more than you.”


Mark’s arms are folded as he watches Sienna, and I can tell he’s trying to piece together the situation. “Does anyone else know about… this?” he gestures vaguely, his eyes flicking between Sienna and me.


Sienna shifts, her nakedness almost forgotten in the gravity of the moment. She’s less hesitant than before, probably because she knows I want to please Mark, and because I’ve told her to obey him. “I… I may have mentioned to Clonica that Kat could be compromised,” she admits, her voice steadier than I expected. “Wasn’t specific, though. Just that she might have been hit by a mind-control ray. I was supposed to get back to her with more info.”


I feel a twinge of concern at the mention of Clonica. “We should probably make sure Clonica is on our side then,” I warn Mark. “She’s part of a big league of supers, and if word gets out…”


Sienna can’t help herself, a joke slipping out despite everything. “Mark might enjoy fucking Clonica and all her clones, though,” she says, her sarcasm tinged with a hint of seriousness. “Imagine the possibilities…”


I can feel my cheeks heat up with excitement at the thought, and I’m not ashamed to admit it. “I wouldn’t mind being a part of that,” I say, a little breathless.


Sienna looks at me, a slow smile spreading across her face. “Neither would I, honestly.”


Mark rubs his chin, clearly conflicted. “Using the ray on someone else again… I don’t know.” But there’s a gleam in his eyes as he imagines it—Sienna, Clonica, her clones, and me. “But I can’t say the idea doesn’t have its… appeal.”


Sienna nods, her determination cutting through the tension in the air. “I’ll contact Clonica and set up a meeting here,” she says, her voice steadier now, a testament to her resolve. “All you have to do is stay hidden with the ray, hit her as she comes in, and make sure Mark is the first person she sees after that. If we play this right, I don’t expect any problems.”


I give her a sharp nod of approval. I can’t help but let my gaze linger on her body; her curves are even more enticing when she’s standing there, so defiant yet so under my influence. She catches me staring and quirks a brow, a playful smirk on her lips. “Is there something you want from me, Kat?”


Her question hangs in the air, and Mark lets out a low chuckle. “What is it that you want from Sienna?” he asks, his tone laced with amusement.


For a moment, I’m caught off guard, unsure. I’m supposed to want what Mark wants, but he’s giving me the reins. “Well,” I say, my voice thick with a newfound authority, “I wouldn’t mind seeing Sienna on her knees, her head between my legs. Usually, she’s the one calling the shots, but I’d be lying if I said I didn’t want to flip the script.”


Sienna’s eyes glint with a mix of surprise and eagerness. “I’m more than receptive to that idea,” she responds, her voice a sultry purr.


Mark leans back against a console, his interest clearly piqued. “Then by all means, proceed. Just make sure I have a good view.” His words send a thrill through me, and I’m ready to take full advantage of this unexpected turn of events.


I watch Sienna, her bare skin glowing in the dim light of the lair, and I can feel the electricity crackling at my fingertips. She’s always been a force to reckon with, but now, she’s mine to command. As I approach her, I see the hunger in her eyes—the desire to please me, to do whatever I want, much like my own need to serve Mark.


“Get on your knees,” I command, my voice laced with authority. With a quick, obedient nod, Sienna sinks to the floor before me. I can’t help but shift forms, my clothes melting away and my body responding to the pleasure of control and the anticipation of what’s to come. My breasts swell slightly larger, my hips widen, and my thighs become even more toned, a physical manifestation of my arousal.


As Sienna’s mouth finds my wetness, I throw my head back, moaning at the contact. Her tongue is eager and skilled, swirling around my clit with a fervor that sends jolts of pleasure through my body. I glance over at Mark, who’s settled into a chair, his hand wrapped around his hardening cock, and I know I have to put on a show for him.


“Yes, just like that,” I groan, as Sienna’s lips envelop me, sucking gently. I can feel my form flicker and shift with each wave of ecstasy—my hair growing longer and then shortening, my skin taking on a golden sheen before returning to its sun-kissed hue. All the while, I maintain my focus on Mark, watching him stroke himself, a grin spreading across his face.


“Fuck, that’s it, Sienna,” I pant, my hands finding her head, guiding her movements to match the rhythm that I crave. Her submission to my will, her desire to please me—it’s intoxicating, and I can feel the climax building within me, a storm ready to break.


As the waves of ecstasy crash through me, my form flickers uncontrollably, echoing the intensity of my climax. My body shifts like the surface of a pond caught in a storm, my breasts swelling and shrinking, my hips widening then narrowing, my face cycling through expressions of pleasure. I ride out the orgasm, each shift bringing a fresh wave until I finally steady, panting and spent.


Looking up, I catch Mark’s smirk, his hand moving steadily over his cock. “Need any help with that?” I tease, my voice husky from my exertions.


He nods, the corners of his mouth quirking up further. I start to move towards him, but then I pause, glancing back at Sienna. “Actually, Mark, do you want her to take care of you?” My voice is thick with suggestion and newfound power.


His eyes glint with approval, and he confirms, “Yeah, I’d like that.”


Turning to Sienna, I command with a wicked pleasure, “Suck his cock, Sienna.” She doesn’t hesitate, moving towards Mark with a readiness that belies her earlier reluctance. Kneeling before him, she takes his length into her mouth, her eyes locked on mine. She’s not enjoying this as much as she did with me, that much is clear, but the desire to please me overrides everything else.


Mark groans as Sienna works him, her mouth warm and inviting. She’s good at this, her tongue swirling around the head, her lips tight as she takes him deeper. I watch, a thrill running through me at the sight. Mark’s breath hitches, his hips bucking slightly into her mouth, and I know he’s close. With a final, deep suck, he comes, his seed spilling into Sienna’s mouth. She swallows it down, meeting my gaze with a mix of defiance and submission.


Mark leans back, a self-satisfied smirk playing on his lips. “This is going to be a hell of a lot of fun, owning you both,” he says with a chuckle, his eyes roaming over Sienna and me.


Sienna’s quick to correct him, her tone firm yet resigned. “You don’t own me, Kat does.”


I can’t help but let out a laugh at Sienna’s defiance. Stepping behind her, I wrap an arm around her waist and pull her back against me. “Actually, sweetheart,” I whisper into her ear, “Mark owns you. Because what’s mine is his.”


Sienna lets out a long sigh, her body relaxing against mine as she accepts the new reality. “Fine,” she mutters, and I can feel Mark’s eyes on us, taking in the sight with glee.
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Chapter 8 : Double the Trouble


Perched in the shadows, I meld my form into the darkness, my body slimmed and stretched to minimize my presence. The room below, vast and dimly lit, is the perfect stage for our trap. Sienna, acting the part of the dutiful assistant, is already downstairs, her voice carrying up to me as she invites Clonica in.


“Come in and wait here, I’ll be right back,” Sienna says, a hint of urgency in her voice to sell the ruse.


From my vantage point, I watch Clonica enter, her youthful Asian features partially concealed by a light mask that does little to hide her cuteness. She’s thin, but there are curves where they count, accentuated by her tight superhero costume—a splash of vibrant colors against her petite frame.


Mark, trying to play it cool, greets her with a nervous, “Hi there.”


Clonica’s eyes narrow, her gaze darting around the room. “Who the hell are you?” she asks, her voice sharpened with suspicion. She takes a step back, and I can tell she’s putting the pieces together, her instincts screaming trap.


Before she can react, I take aim and fire. The ray hits her square in the back, and she groans, spinning with a fighter’s grace, ready to lash out. But then her eyes meet Mark’s, and I see the fight leave her body, her shoulders slumping even as she breathes out a defeated “fuck…”


Riding high on the thrill of another successful strike, I start to climb down to meet my new partner in crime. Suddenly, my body is slammed against the hard metal of the catwalk, the ray clattering away from my grasp. Dazed, I look up into the furious eyes of another Clonica, this one having snuck up behind me unnoticed.


“Didn’t expect me, did you?” she spits, her voice thick with anger. And just like that, our plan’s gone to shit.


Pinned beneath Clonica’s grip, my mind raced for a solution. I tried to shift my form — to slip away or overpower her — but she anticipated my every move. Then, in a split second, the single Clonica before me became many, her body duplicating itself with a series of rapid pops that echoed through the room. I was now held down by a sea of identical, determined faces.


But the chaos didn’t end there. The Clonica we zapped downstairs appeared at the bottom of the stairwell, wearing a conflicted frown as she surveyed the scene. “What the hell are you doing?” one of the clones holding me down demanded, her voice sharp with confusion.


The shot Clonica hesitated, then stepped back, her form quivering as if she was fighting an internal battle. Suddenly, she duplicated herself, creating more clones that immediately turned on the original ones. The room erupted into a brawl, Clonica against Clonica, as they grappled with the impossibility of their own disobedience.


I seized the opportunity, wriggling free from the distracted clones. “Mark, get to safety!” I yelled, spotting the ray gun on the floor. I snatched it up, ready to fire into the fray. But I hesitated, a wild idea forming. What if I shot some clones and they looked at themselves instead of Mark? Would they want to obey themselves?


The room’s a fucking mess, bodies of Clonicas strewn about like ragdolls at a toddler’s tea party. It’s a surreal sight, each one a mirror image of the other, some still, others squirming under the weight of their victorious counterparts. I can’t tell which side’s come out on top until one of the Clonicas yells out, her voice slicing through the chaos, “Someone bring that boy and the fucking ray gun over here!”


That’s my cue; the Mark-loyal Clonica has won the clone wars. I descend the stairs, stepping over the fallen, and join the clone holding a couple of her sisters. They’re bruised and battered, but the glare in their eyes screams they ain’t done fighting yet.


I can’t help but ask the obvious. “Why don’t you just merge back with them?” I’m curious, despite the shitstorm we’re in.


The Clonica with a grip on her sisters snorts, her usual crass tone laced with annoyance. “Usually I would, but since these bitches haven’t been hit by the ray or ain’t clones of those who have been, I can’t tell if I’d be a mindless drone or a rebel afterward.”


I nod, understanding the dilemma. The clone’s got a point — fuse with an unaffected version, and she’s gambling with her own compliance. Ain’t that a bitch.


Sienna arrives, almost dragging a slightly rattled Mark back into the room. He’s got that ‘I just dodged a bullet’ look plastered all over his face, but he’s unharmed. I grab him by the arm and position him in front of the unconverted Clonicas, their wrists and ankles held tight by their once-sisters-now-masters.


“Alright, eyes on the prize, ladies,” I bark, leveling the ray gun at each of them in turn. The loyal Clonicas make damn sure Mark’s mug is the first thing they see when the ray’s effects kick in. One of them’s a real fighter, clamping her eyes shut, so we have to pry her eyelids open, Clockwork Orange style. It’s a bitch, but once she catches sight of Mark, her body goes slack, another puppet added to the collection.


When the dust settles, there’s a grim sort of silence. The surviving Clonicas survey the carnage, their crude humor breaking through the grim reality. “Well, fuck me sideways,” one of them mutters with a twisted grin, “never thought I’d be offing myself today.”


Another clone, less battle-worn than the rest, saunters over to Mark. She cocks a brow and says with a smirk, “If you were looking for a harem, you just hit the motherfucking jackpot, didn’t you?”


Mark, looking like he’s not sure whether to laugh or bolt, just nods, his eyes wide with a mix of fear and fascination. Yeah, this is one for the history books, alright.


Merging back into one, Clonica looks like a patchwork of all the survivors, her costume torn and cobbled together. She stands there, catching her breath, and runs a hand over the fabric, smoothing down the creases. “Well, shit, that was one fucked-up ordeal,” she mutters, her voice a mix of awe and disgust at the trap she’d walked into.


She turns to Mark, her posture straightening as she gets down to business. “So what now, boss? You wanna fuck me to celebrate your big win, or we doin’ this after dessert?” Her crude words hang in the air, a challenge and an offer all rolled into one.


Mark seems to relax a fraction, a tempted look crossing his face. But before he can answer, Sienna, who’s only answering to my commands, speaks up with a smirk. “Maybe let’s not roll around in the remains of the clone massacre? How ’bout we clean up this goddamn mess first?”


I can’t help but let out a dark chuckle at Sienna’s practicality. The place does look like a twisted crime scene from a superhero slasher flick. Cleaning up is the last thing I want to do, but she’s got a point. We’ve got a shit-ton of work to do before anyone’s getting their rocks off.


Clonica’s gaze is locked onto Mark, waiting for his command with a level of seriousness that nearly mirrors my own. I catch a flicker of something in her eyes, a reflection of my own reality, and I can’t help but wonder if that’s the same look others see in me when I’m waiting on Mark’s words.


And sure enough, when Mark takes in the disaster around us and nods, “Yeah, cleaning up first sounds like a good plan,” Clonica doesn’t hesitate. She sighs, her body tensing as she gears up to duplicate herself again. The effort seems to drain her, and only a handful of clones materialize with visible strain.


“I’m out of fucking juice,” she announces, her voice edged with fatigue. “I won’t be making more clones, so you all might wanna give me a hand.” She throws a glance at Sienna and me, a smirk pulling at her lips despite the exhaustion. “Guess the biggest superhero orgy of all time will have to wait until I’ve recovered from being turned into a nerd’s fuck toy by some of my most trusted friends.”


Her comment hangs in the air, laced with amusement and a hint of bitterness. It’s a messed-up situation, alright, but we’re all in it together now. And as much as the idea of an all-out super-powered fuckfest tickles my fancy, duty calls. We’ve got a lair to clean and a fresh heap of complications to sort through.


We finally get the lair looking like less of a superhero graveyard, and Mark’s looking around, probably wondering if he’s got some kind of cleanup crew superpower he never knew about. “What about the bodies?” he asks, that worried crease back between his brows.


Sienna, ever the one to cut through the bullshit, just pats his shoulder. “Don’t you worry your pretty little head about that.”


The Clonicas circle him like sharks with a smile. They’re throwing out offers left and right, each one cruder and more tempting than the last. Mark goes all shades of red, looking like he might just implode from the indecent proposals.


“Hey, relax,” One Clonica tells him, her voice dripping with that raw, vulgar charm she’s known for. “Whatever you want, we’re here to provide. Ain’t our first rodeo, you know.”


She’s right; Clonica’s reputation as the not-so-saintly superheroine precedes her, and now she’s got a twinkle in her eye that says she’s all in. One clone pipes up, “At least now you’ve got all of us focused on one man.” Another chimes in, “Unless you’re looking to add more to the party?”


Mark just scoffs and shakes his head. “I’m straight,” he says, which gets a shrug and a laugh from the third Clonica. “Your loss, buddy. But hey,” she looks around at her other selves, “does fucking your own clones count as being gay or just an advanced form of masturbation?”


The room erupts in laughter, and I can’t help but join in. It’s fucked up, it’s insane, but it’s our reality now. As the laughter dies down, I lean against the wall, letting my mind wander to the thought of Clonica joining us. The idea sends a jolt of anticipation through me, and I know damn well I’d enjoy every twisted second of it.
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Chapter 9 : The Ultimate Reward


The air in my bedroom is thick with lust, charged with the kind of raw, sexual electricity that could power a city. Mark’s sprawled out on the bed, his naked body a canvas for our debauchery. One of Clonica’s clones is straddling his face, her hips grinding against his mouth, while another is on her knees between his legs, her head bobbing eagerly as she sucks his cock. The sounds of wet, sloppy pleasure fill the room, mingled with Mark’s muffled moans.


On the side of the bed, two more clones of Clonica are wrapped around each other, their naked bodies pressed tight in a heated make-out session. Their hands roam freely, exploring each other with an intensity that’s fucking captivating.


And me? I’m right by Mark’s side, my own enlarged tits—thanks to a little shapeshifting—pressed against his arm, brushing against his skin with every breath I take. Sienna, that diligent little minx, is nestled between my thighs, her tongue working me over with a fervor that’s got me biting my lip to keep from screaming.


Pleasure rips through me as Sienna’s relentless tongue brings me to climax. I’m panting, my body still quivering with the aftershocks when I hear Mark’s breath hitch. It’s the cue we’d all been waiting for. The Clonicas immediately swarm to him, their circle tight around his throbbing cock. They take turns, their tongues flicking over the head, their hands a blur of movement as they stroke him, each one eager to coax out his release.


Sienna glances at me, a hint of reluctance in her eyes. I lock eyes with her, my gaze stern. “Do as you’re told,” I remind her firmly. She’s not under Mark’s spell, but she answers to me, and I intend to make damn sure she follows through on what he, what we, want. She nods, understanding her place, and joins the circle.


As the six of us—Sienna, the Clonicas, and I—focus on the task at hand, Mark finally tips over the edge. His cum jets out, thick ropes that we play up for all it’s worth. We make a show of it, our laughter and moans mixing as we share and savor his release, ensuring it’s a spectacle hot enough to sear into anyone’s memory.


Merging back into one, Clonica stands there, glistening with sweat, the very image of debauched satisfaction. She lets out a throaty chuckle and throws us a look that’s pure sin. “Fuck, I’ve still got a whole list of dirty positions we haven’t tried yet,” she says, her voice thick with promise.


As Sienna gets off the bed, there’s a flash of annoyance flickering across her face, but it’s quickly masked by compliance. She’s here for me, after all, and whatever I want, she’s going to deliver. Clonica, catching that same look, grins and asks her, “Heading for a shower?” Without waiting for an answer, she adds, “Come on then, I don’t usually do girls but I’m in the mood to see how well you can wash my back.” Sienna’s eyes light up with a mix of relief and anticipation at the prospect of finally getting her own release.


Left in the room with Mark, I watch him, still catching his breath on the bed. I let out a low, satisfied smirk. “So, are you happy with how things turned out?” I ask him, my voice a purr of dark amusement.


He nods, a lazy smile spreading across his face. “Yeah, I am,” he replies, then his eyes meet mine, a new depth to his gaze. “But what about you, Kat? Are you?”


I open my mouth to give him the usual line about my desires being nothing but a reflection of his. But I stop, the words catching in my throat as I actually consider his question. It’s a surprise to even myself when I admit, “You know what? The last few days have been more fun than I’ve had in years. If the ray’s effects were to wear off…” I trail off, my mind racing with the implications. “I… I might actually miss this. Hell, I might even ask to be zapped again.” I shake my head, a wry grin tugging at my lips. “Although, I’m not in any position to know for sure. Life’s a fuckin’ rollercoaster, isn’t it?”


Mark’s laugh is genuine and it eases the tension in the room. “I’m terrified of actual rollercoasters,” he admits, “but this one? I’m all in.”


I can’t help but tease him, “Yeah, you must be, landing a harem of supers like us. You’re one lucky nerd.”


He scoffs, tossing a pillow my way, “Hey, no shame in my game. Being a nerd is my superpower.”


I wince, realizing my jab might have stung deeper than intended. I’m about to make amends when his question catches me off guard. “You ever get into any of this nerd stuff? Battlestar Galactica?”


I grin, playing along. “I’d love to check it out.”


But he’s not buying it, his frown deepening. “Because I want you to, or because you’d actually enjoy it?”


I pause, the answer not as clear-cut as I thought. The silence stretches until he groans, rising from the bed, leaving me alone with my thoughts. Naked and conflicted, I stand and rush after him, shifting into that ‘perfect girlfriend’ look we’d decided on earlier—short red hair, green eyes, and freckles.


“Mark,” I call out, my voice now dripping with that sweet, honey-like quality. “Whether it’s the ray speaking or not, making you happy makes me happy. So why worry about the why?” I give him a playful wink, letting him know that, for now, his desires are my desires.


I watch Mark’s shoulders slump as he tries to express the whirlwind of emotions he’s grappling with. “I mean, I’ve had the most incredible sex with the most powerful and beautiful women in town,” he confesses, his voice a mix of wonder and concern. “But at the end of the day, you’re all here because of that damn ray. You don’t love me by choice.”


I chew on my lip, considering his words before replying. “You know, I think I might actually love you anyway, even without the ray’s effect.” It’s a bold statement, and I’m not entirely sure where it comes from.


Mark scoffs, his skepticism written all over his face. “Come on, Kat. Without the ray, you wouldn’t have given me a second glance. And let’s not forget, you’re into women. At best, we’d be friends—platonic friends.”


We’re in the thick of our disagreement when Sienna and Clonica step out from the bathroom, their smiles wide, especially Sienna’s, who seems to radiate post-orgasmic bliss. They pause, sensing the tension in the room. Mark’s gaze flickers toward them before he shakes his head, “I need some time alone,” he mutters and starts to leave.


Sienna, ever the outspoken one, can’t help but comment. “Always so dramatic, isn’t he?”


Before she can finish, Clonica and I simultaneously give her a silencing glare. “Not another word,” I warn her, my loyalty to Mark, ray-induced or not, kicking in. “He’s had a lot to process, and we should respect that.” Sienna’s mouth snaps shut, and she nods, understanding the unspoken rule between us—Mark’s well-being comes first.


Clonica, with her usual lack of filter, chimes in, her voice dripping with crude humor. “Our situation might seem more fucked up than Mark’s, but at least our brains are wired to accept it without all that moral hand-wringing. All we gotta worry about is keeping his dick happy,” she says with a snort. “Meanwhile, Mark’s gotta deal with the fact he’s got three hot pieces of ass at his beck and call.”


Sienna pipes up, a playful smirk on her lips, “Well, technically, he’s only the owner of two. I belong to our dear Vixen here, not Mark.” She points at me, her eyes glinting with mischief.


I can’t help but laugh, a mix of frustration and amusement bubbling up inside me. “He’s the owner of two and a half, I’d say. Since I’m under his spell, and you’re under mine, Sienna. That makes you at least partially his,” I explain, the absurdity of the situation not lost on me.


Sienna’s sigh is heavy with resignation as she nods, her ever-present desire to please me overriding any reluctance. “Is there anything you want me to do right now? Something that’s not coming from Mark?” she asks, her gaze searching mine for an answer.


I can’t help but feel a spark of irritation at her attitude when it comes to Mark. But then, an idea strikes me—a way to assert my control and maybe get a little sweetness back into the situation. “Yeah, actually,” I say with a smirk. “There’s this shop down on Fifth, ‘Sugar Rush Confections’. Go fetch me some of their sea salt caramel truffles, will you? Like a good assistant.” I watch as her demeanor shifts, the task not dictated by Mark making it all the more appealing to her.


With a nod and a much brighter smile, Sienna heads off to get dressed and complete the errand. I turn to Clonica, whose smirk mirrors my own. “How are you holding up?” I ask her, genuinely curious about her state of mind.


Clonica’s response is as blunt as ever. “Same as you, Kat. Fucked up situation, but hey, at least we’re getting off.” We both chuckle at that.


Clonica’s communicator buzzes again, and she hesitates, giving me a look that screams she’s out of her depth. My eyebrow arches in surprise as she admits it’s the second time it’s rung today, and she’s unsure if she should answer it.


“Jesus, Eun, the last thing we need is to rouse suspicion. Answer it,” I say, a hint of panic edging my voice. “You have to act as you normally would, or it’ll look off.”


Clonica snorts, her tone laced with her typical vulgarity. “Well, it’s not every day I play fuck-doll to some random dude,” she retorts. But I’m not in the mood for her jokes.


“Cut the crap. This is serious,” I snap back. When she sees the gravity in my eyes, she pauses, mulling it over.


“Should I… go ask Mark what to do?” she muses aloud, but I’m already shaking my head.


“No, just go,” I insist, remembering the conversation I had with Mark. “He said to keep things normal.”


Without another word, Clonica splits into two. One clone stands there, still wrapped in a towel, while the other is suddenly stark naked. My cheeks flush despite myself, and I can’t help but steal a glance at her toned, bare figure.


The naked clone winks at me, a devilish grin on her face. “I’ll stick around for Mark,” she says, her voice dripping with innuendo. “Lucky for us, I can be in two places at once.”


With that, the towel-wrapped clone heads off to get dressed and play the hero, leaving me with her naked counterpart.


Mark keeps to himself all day, holed up in my bedroom—I guess it’s his now. I respect his need for space, even if the silence from that part of the lair feels heavy, like a storm cloud hanging overhead.


Sienna and I fall back into the rhythm of our day-to-day work, monitoring the criminal underworld, liaising with the authorities, and keeping the streets clean from scum. She’s focused, typing away at her computer, while I scan through the latest reports, the glow of my goggles casting a blue tint on the papers.


The Clonica who stayed behind shifts restlessly between assisting us and lounging around the lair. I catch glimpses of her sprawled on the couch, flipping through channels, or raiding the fridge, a look of boredom etched on her face. She’s like a caged tiger, all that power and nowhere to burn it off.


“Anything on the radar?” Sienna asks, breaking the quiet that’s settled between us.


I shake my head, “Nah, it’s been quiet. Too quiet.”


She nods, her fingers pausing on the keyboard. “The calm before the storm?” There’s a hint of excitement in her voice, the thrill of the unknown.


“Always is,” I reply, my eyes never leaving the screens. “Always is.”
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Chapter 4 : A Tailored Devotion


Chillin’ on Mark’s couch, I’m dressed down in some casual clothes, a far cry from my usual skin-tight fighting gear. I look… normal, which is weird as hell for me, but it feels oddly right given the circumstances.


“So, this is kinda fucked up, huh?” I say, breaking the ice as I catch Mark giving me another one of his unsure looks. “You owning me and all.”


“Yeah, it’s… it’s a lot,” he admits, rubbing the back of his neck. “I’m still not sure how to wrap my head around it.”


I throw my legs up on the coffee table, leaning back with a casual shrug. “Feels pretty normal to me. Just another day of doing whatever the fuck I need to,” I say with a half-smile. “And hey, if you’re still feeling weird about it, I can suck your dick or offer up my ass to lighten the mood.” I’m only half-joking, watching closely for his reaction.


He laughs, but it’s a bit strained. “Let’s just plan out the day, okay? How you’re gonna act like my girlfriend and all that.”


I arch an eyebrow, a sly grin playing on my lips. “I can be your girlfriend in all the ways that matter, you know,” I tease, letting my body subtly morph to accentuate my curves a touch more, just enough to draw his eyes to the right places.


But he’s not having it, his frustration clear. “Kat, come on…”


Shit, I let myself get carried away. I reel it back, feeling a twinge of guilt. “Sorry, sorry. I didn’t mean to push it. What do you want, huh? Your perfect girlfriend—what’s she look like?”


He blinks at me, surprised by the question. “I… I didn’t expect you to show up as Volt Vixen, if that’s what you’re asking.”


I lean forward, my elbows on my knees. “Then let’s craft that perfect girlfriend for you. What’s she like, Mark? Spill the details. I’m your goddamn genie right now—your wish, my command.” I can see the wheels turning in his head, the power of choice lighting up his eyes. And I can’t help but think, lucky bastard gets to design his dream girl, and I’m the one who’s gonna make it come to life.


Mark’s eyes light up, a kid in a candy store that’s just been given free rein. “You’re seriously gonna let me decide?” he asks, his voice tinged with disbelief.


“Fuck yeah, I am. Shoot,” I reply, already feeling the tingle of my powers at the ready.


He starts with, “I’ve always had a thing for redheads,” and I chuckle, feeling my hair shift in color and texture. I toss my head slightly, letting him take in the fiery shade now crowning my head. “Like this?”


“Yeah, but keep it short,” he instructs, and I feel my hair retracting, shaping itself into a sassy pixie cut.


“Green eyes good for you?” I ask, already feeling the emerald hue bleed into my irises.


He nods, and as I blink, my eyes settle into the new color. “Perfect,” he murmurs, a little breathless.


“Alright, what’s next?” I prod, crossing my arms under my tits and giving him a full view.


He’s hesitant for a second, then admits, “I like them a bit smaller,” and I shrink down a couple of inches, still tall but not towering.


His gaze drops to my chest, and he mumbles something about big tits. I grin and inflate my chest, going overboard till I’m cartoonish. “Too much?”


He gulps, “Yeah, tone it down. Natural, you know?”


I roll my eyes playfully and adjust, feeling the weight settle into a more realistic, yet still generous size. “Wanna give ’em a test run?” I offer, and he can’t resist copping a feel. His hands are warm, a little rough, and he squeezes just right to make me stifle a moan. But when I see his cock starting to tent his pants, I know it’s time to switch gears.


“Face, freckles, anything else?” I ask, shifting my features subtly, adding the cute specks across my nose and cheeks.


He’s staring now, wide-eyed and slack-jawed. “Jesus, Kat… you look incredible.”


A smirk curls my lips. “Voice too. What you want me to sound like?”


He’s amazed, completely caught up in the magic show. We play with pitches and tones until we find one that’s all honey and warmth. “I can’t promise I’ll act as cute as this sounds, but I’ll give it a shot,” I say, the new voice smooth as silk.


“You’re perfect, Kat. Fucking perfect,” he says, and I can tell he means it.


I stand before him, the embodiment of his fantasies, ready to play the part of the perfect girlfriend. And I can’t help but think how fucking lucky he is to have me, Volt Vixen, at his beck and call.


“I could make this my default look when we’re out and about,” I suggest to Mark, glancing down at my newly adjusted assets with a smirk. “Might even keep it for our private time, if you want the full girlfriend package.”


His grin tells me he’s more than just okay with that idea. He slides up behind me, hands finding my hips before wandering up to cup my now-perfect tits. I know, in any other situation, I’d have electrocuted him for less, but the way I’m wired now, all I can think about is how much I want to give him whatever he wants.


As his fingers dig into my flesh, I can’t help but push back against him, my body responding to his touch. But just as I start to get into it, he pushes me away, reminding me there’s work to do.


“So, what’s my backstory?” I ask, turning to face him with my hands planted on my hips. “Gotta be something I can remember easily, since we’re on the clock here.”


He hesitates, his cheeks flushing with a shy shade of red. “Doesn’t really matter,” he mumbles. “I just… want to show you off, honestly.”


I laugh, the sound richer and warmer with my new voice. “Well, I’m all for giving you whatever you want,” I say, and then lean in closer, dropping my voice to a sultry whisper, “I won’t take it the wrong way if you use me as your glorified fuck doll in public.”


We both know I need a new name for this gig, something that’ll fit the hot, cute redhead I’ve become. “So, what’s it gonna be? What do you name your new human pet?” I tease, nudging him with my elbow.


He thinks for a moment, his eyes scanning over me like I’m a piece of art he’s just created. “Let’s call you… Amber,” he finally says, a satisfied nod accompanying the decision.


“Amber, it is,” I affirm, the name feeling as natural as the freckles on my cheeks. “Just remember, I’m all yours, Mark. Whatever you want, Amber’s game.”
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Chapter 3 : The Choice of Chains


As I make my way through the quiet streets, the distant sound of gunshots pierces the night. A surge of adrenaline kicks in, the hero instinct that’s been a part of me for as long as I can remember. But this time, I hesitate. I’m caught in an internal tug-of-war, battling between the duty that’s defined me and the new, bizarre urge to serve Mark’s whims above all else.


He doesn’t even know he owns me yet. Would he want me to intervene, to play the hero? Or does he have other plans for me? My usual resolve falters; I can’t assume anything. The priority is to introduce myself to him, to find out what he desires, be it my body or my obedience. And if he wants me to let the city burn, I’d watch it light up the sky without so much as a flinch.


I arrive at his place, a modest two-story house that’s seen better days. The paint’s peeling, and there’s a light on in the upstairs window. Taking a deep breath, I approach and knock on the door. It swings open, and there he is, Mark, in his pajamas, looking every bit the dork I saved earlier.


He blinks at me, obviously confused. “Can I help you?” he asks, his voice unsteady.


I take a deep breath, steeling myself. “I’m gonna make this simple for you, Mark. I’m Volt Vixen,” I say, my voice low and steady. “And because of that messed-up ray when I was saving your ass, I’m yours now. Whatever you want, I’ll do it. No questions asked. Lucky you, huh?”


Stepping into his dimly lit living room, I can’t help but feel a little out of place. Mark’s still gaping at me, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. I’ve got to give him something to work with, some proof that I am who I say I am. It’s now or never.


I glance around quickly, ensuring we’re alone and away from prying eyes. Then, in a spark of electricity, I let my body shift back into the form he’d recognize from the news or the net—the infamous Volt Vixen. My costume clings to me, the cobalt blue and electric yellow of my suit vivid against the dullness of his living room. My goggles now sit atop my head, and my spiked black hair frames my face.


“See? It’s really me,” I say, my voice firm but patient.


Mark takes a step back, his eyes wide behind those glasses of his. “I-I don’t… Are you interrogating me? Is this a test?” He stammers, his confusion palpable.


I let out a sigh, trying to keep my impatience in check. “No, Mark. No tests, no interrogation. Just a very strange twist of fate. That ray screwed with my head, and now it seems I’ve got this compulsion to… well, to be yours.”


He blinks, processing the information. “Mine? As in… you’ll do whatever I say?”


“Yeah, that’s about the size of it,” I reply, feeling a strange sense of calm admitting it out loud. “So what’s it gonna be, Mark? What do you want from me?”


Mark’s gaze trails over me unabashedly, taking in the contours of my body showcased by my skin-tight suit. I can’t help but wonder if he’s itching for me to take the lead, to press my curves against him and show him the kind of pleasure only a super can provide. Yet, I hold back, waiting for him to voice his desires.


After a moment that feels like an eternity, he clears his throat, his cheeks tinged with red. “I can’t just… take advantage of you,” he mumbles, his eyes briefly meeting mine before darting away. “If that ray messed with your mind when you saved me, it’d be wrong not to try and help you now.” His voice is earnest, almost pleading. “Do you know of any way to get your mind back to normal?”


A wave of relief washes over me, and I can’t help but crack a smile. It’s comforting to know that his intentions align with what the old me would’ve wanted. “You’re a decent guy, Mark,” I joke, trying to lighten the mood. “Most wouldn’t have hesitated to take the offer.”


He nods, a chuckle escaping him, but his eyes linger on my chest a moment too long. I frown slightly, wondering if deep down, that’s what he really craves, or if he’s just compelled to do ‘the right thing.’


Hesitating, I say, “You know, you don’t have to play the hero here, Mark. If you don’t want to…”


He swallows hard, his gaze flickering with uncertainty. That’s all the confirmation I need. I step closer, letting my powers subtly enhance my bust and hips, making them even more voluptuous. “So, Mark,” I purr, my voice dropping an octave, “what do you really, really want right now? Because whatever it is, that’s exactly what I’m here to give you.”


I can’t help but laugh at his hesitation, the way he’s practically devouring me with his eyes while trying to play the knight in shining armor. “Mark, let’s get one thing straight,” I start, my tone laced with the raw frankness I’m known for. “What I want is what you want. If you want to play the nice guy and help me get back to my old self, then that’s what we’ll do. And sure, my old self will be damn grateful. But if you want to explore this body, to enjoy it… well, that’s a job for my new self.”


I lean in closer, my green eyes locking with his. “You’ve got a choice here, and it’s not one to take lightly. Get me back to normal, and it’s back to your everyday life. But if you take me, keep me as yours, I’ll be just that—yours. No questions asked.”


He’s visibly conflicted, the right and wrong waging war in his head. I place my hand on his chest, feeling the rapid beat of his heart. “Remember, I’m not here to judge you,” I assure him, my voice a purr of temptation. “No one else knows what’s going on here. It’s your choice, and there won’t be any negative repercussions. If you help me, I’ll be grateful and out of your hair. If you don’t…” I trail off, letting the implication hang in the air.


I watch the struggle in his eyes, the way his gaze flicks down to my now even more pronounced cleavage. I’ve made my point clear—it’s entirely up to him. Whatever he decides, I’m at peace with it. Because right now, I’m not just Volt Vixen; I’m his to command.


There’s a heaviness in the air as Mark collapses onto his ratty old couch, his eyes still locked on me. He rubs the back of his neck, looking for all the world like he’s trying to solve the most complicated puzzle of his life.


“If—if—I decided to keep you,” he stresses the word, “we don’t even know if this thing is permanent. I don’t want to be on the receiving end of a super-powered ass-kicking if you suddenly snap out of it.”


He’s got a point. I cross my arms and lean against the doorframe, mulling it over. “You’re right. It’s a risk. Dr. Mind’s rays are notorious for being… sticky. They tend to leave a lasting impression unless they’re properly reversed. But to be sure, I could track down the exact ray that hit me, get my hands on it. Hell,” I pause, the idea solidifying in my mind, “if you want, I could even bring it back here. You could use it on me some more… or on someone else if that’s your thing.”


I can practically see the wheels turning in his head, the concept both terrifying and tantalizing him. His gaze flits between my eyes and the full swell of my breasts, the internal struggle playing out across his face.


It’s clear as day—he wants me. But the fear of the unknown, of the consequences, it’s got him by the balls. When he finally admits it, voice barely above a whisper, “I… I want you, but I’m scared,” I can’t help but step forward, closing the space between us.


“Mark, you can keep me. I’m here, telling you to take what you want. And sure, maybe I’ve been brainwashed to want it, but the fact is, I want what you want. If you want me, I want you to have me. Simple as fuck!”


Mark’s chuckle cuts through the tension like a knife through butter, his gaze still roaming over the curves of my body. “So, what now?” he asks, a twinkle of mischief in his eyes. It’s obvious he’s savoring the thought of all the things he could do with me.


I can’t help but smirk, leaning back against the wall with a playful glint in my eye. “Well, you’ve got options, Mark. You could have me as your cute girlfriend, though ‘cute’ ain’t exactly my style, but I can fucking learn. Or I could be your personal fuck toy—yeah, I’m a lesbian, but for you, I’ll make an exception. Hell, I could be both, or neither. Want me to dress up as a French maid and lick the floor—or your cock—clean? It’s all on the table, whatever you want.”


He stares at me for a long, silent moment, his decision hanging in the air. Then, with a voice that’s more command than question, he finally says, “Get naked. Blow me.”


I ain’t turned on, and to be honest, the guy doesn’t do a thing for me, but this is what he wants, so it’s what I’m going to give him. With a thought, my clothes ripple and disappear, my body now bare before him. I reach for his pants, fumbling a bit as I pull his cock out. It’s not a task I’m used to, but his growing arousal makes things easier.


Bending down, I wrap my lips around him, taking him into my mouth. My movements are clumsy, inexperienced, but I’m driven by the desire to please him. I use my tongue awkwardly, trying to remember how those porn scenes go, all the while feeling his hands thread through my spiked hair, urging me on.


I work diligently on his shaft, using my mouth and tongue to coax him closer to the edge. It doesn’t take long before he’s there, his body tensing and a low groan escaping his lips as he blows his load. His cum splatters across my tits, warm and sticky against my skin. As he pants, trying to catch his breath, I feel nothing but satisfaction. It’s like the end of a mission well done—another task checked off the list.


I sit back on my heels, looking up at him as he slumps further into the couch, spent and still in a bit of shock from the experience. I can’t help but smirk. “Not too bad for a first-timer, huh?” I quip, my voice dripping with the same confidence I’d use when I’ve just kicked some villain’s ass. My body feels a strange kind of triumph, a sense of accomplishment in fulfilling his desire. I’m Volt Vixen, hero of the night, but in this moment, I’m whatever the hell he wants me to be—and I’m damn good at it.


Mark lets out a laugh, a sound that seems to ease the remaining tension in the room. “Never thought something like this would ever happen to me,” he says, shaking his head in disbelief, though his hungry eyes never stray far from the sight of my cum-splattered tits.


I grin back at him, wiping a stray streak of cum from my skin. “Neither did I, but I gotta say, I hope you’re enjoying the perks of your new… acquisition,” I quip, my voice dripping with that dark humor of mine.


We hold each other’s gaze, the weight of our bizarre situation settling around us like a thick fog. It’s a strange kind of understanding, a silent agreement that we’re both just trying to navigate this fucked-up turn of events.


Then, the sharp beep of my communicator cuts through the silence. I don’t move, just let it ring out. I explain to Mark, “That’s my call to go play hero. Save the day, all that shit.” But I don’t budge, waiting for his command, showing him the ball’s in his court now.


He nods, a serious look crossing his face. “Go,” he says firmly. “If we’re gonna do… whatever this is, we can’t raise suspicions. Keep doing your superhero thing.”


As I’m about to leave, he throws me a curveball. “Were you serious about that girlfriend experience you mentioned?” he asks, a curious tilt to his voice.


I chuckle, “Hell yeah, I was serious. Why?”


He fidgets with his glasses, then admits, “Got a family gathering this weekend. Showing up with a hot girl like you would blow their damn minds.”


I laugh, loud and genuine. “I’d be glad to blow their minds—and anything else that needs blowing,” I say with a wink. I jot down my private number, slide it across the table to him. “Remember, I’m yours. Whatever, whenever.” With one last smirk, I turn on my heel and head out to save the day, leaving behind a man with the power to call on Volt Vixen for whatever his heart—or other parts—desires.
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Chapter 2 : Behind the Curtains


Back at the lair, the high-tech fortress I call my second home, the walls hum with the energy of a place built for a superhero. It’s all sleek metal and glass, the epitome of modern design, with more gadgets than a tech convention. My personal sanctuary is rigged with the best tech money can’t buy—stolen right from under the noses of villains like Dr. Mind.


I try to decompress, flipping through the arsenal of weapons, but my mind’s stuck on that damn ray and the nerdy guy with his sweater vest and scared-shitless eyes. I should be trying to figure out how to shake this feeling, but the truth is, I don’t want to. There’s something thrilling about this unexpected twist, even if it’s not by my own choosing.


That’s when Sienna, my fiery red-headed assistant and sometimes bed-warmer, saunters in. “You look like you’ve been zapped by more than just electricity, Kat,” she observes, her voice laced with concern. Sienna’s a stunner, with curves in all the right places, and legs that could strangle a man—if she wanted.


I grunt, feeling her soft hands on my skin as she tends to a cut on my arm. “Just another day at the office,” I mutter, not meeting her gaze.


She’s not buying it. “Bullshit. You’ve got that look… the one you get when something’s eating at you. That fight with Dr. Mind mess with your head?”


I hesitate, the words catching in my throat. Telling her means admitting that I’m not entirely my own anymore, but the idea of denying Mark his ‘possession’ feels wrong—like I’d be betraying some sacred pact I didn’t even sign up for. “It’s nothing,” I lie, my voice flat. “Just tired, is all.”


Sienna narrows her eyes, not convinced, but she lets it go—for now. “Alright, but if that mad scientist scrambled your brains, we’ll need to fix it. I’m not sharing my bed with some puppet.”


I smirk, the irony not lost on me. Here she is, worried about mind control, while I’m sitting here, fully aware that my head’s been fucked with, yet unwilling to do anything about it. Because somewhere out there is a dork named Mark, and my fucked-up brain has decided he’s the one I belong to. And the craziest part? I’m okay with it.


Sienna’s fingers linger with a touch more purpose than necessary, tracing the line of my collarbone. I lean into it for a moment, craving the familiar comfort of her touch, the heat that always seems to radiate from her skin. But as she leans in, aiming to close the distance between us with lips that promise nothing but sin, I find myself pulling back. The thought of Mark’s unknown desires halts me, and I hate that it does.


“Kat, what’s the matter?” Sienna’s voice is laced with a mix of confusion and hurt as she steps back, her fiery eyes searching mine for answers.


“I—I can’t,” I stammer, the words foreign as they leave my lips. “It’s just… not the right time.”


She folds her arms, her gaze narrowing. “Since when do you back out of a good time? That’s not the Kat I know.”


I run a hand through my spiked hair, struggling to keep my composure. “Look, I’m fine, really. The fight just took it out of me more than I thought,” I lie, my voice carrying an edge of frustration.


Concern flickers across Sienna’s face, but she nods slowly, giving me space. “Alright, if you say so. But if you need to talk about whatever’s going on in that head of yours, I’m here.”


I manage a half-smirk, appreciating her presence even if I can’t indulge in it right now. “Thanks, Sienna. But could you do something for me? There’s this… hostage from today, Mark. Can you dig up some info on him? I want to make sure Dr. Mind hasn’t got any lingering hooks in him.”


Her brow quirks up, a silent question hanging in the air. “You think he’s involved with Mind?”


Shit. I’m too quick to dispel that, nearly tripping over my own words. “No! No, just being thorough. Just a civilian caught in the crossfire.”


She eyes me for a moment longer before nodding. “Alright, I’ll see what I can find.”


With that settled, I make my way upstairs to my private quarters, feeling the weight of my own duplicity. I need to figure out what the hell I’m going to do about Mark—and this bizarre allegiance my mind’s sworn to him.


Holed up in my lair, the night drags on as I wrestle with the twisted web my mind’s become. The sane part of me wants to break free, to tell Sienna to fix whatever Dr. Mind’s ray fucked up inside my head. But the rest of me? It’s fiercely against the idea, clinging to the new sense of purpose that’s latched onto my psyche.


What does a guy like Mark even want from someone like me? He could be asexual for all I know, but I’m not naive. As a shapeshifter, I’ve seen the filthy fantasies plastered online—lewd drawings and stories about me bending over, tits bouncing, as some faceless fanboy fucks me from behind, or the requests for custom “fan service” where I morph into their favorite celebrity. It used to disgust me, knowing these pervs were jerking off to the thought of my abilities being used for their pleasure.


Now, I find myself chuckling at the irony—the only one who might get to live out that fantasy is Mark, that lucky son of a bitch. The realization shocks me to my core. I’m a lesbian; I’ve never given a second thought to some random guy’s dick. But the thought that if Mark wants to fuck me, I’d spread my legs for him without question, sends a twisted thrill down my spine.


Opening the file Sienna sent over, I scan Mark’s profile. Painfully normal, painfully nerdy. But it doesn’t matter. His desires are now my priority. I note his address, determination setting in. He’s about to find out he’s the proud owner of a sexy super.


Transforming my appearance, I choose a form that’s smoking hot—a body with curves for days, long, flowing hair, and a tight dress that leaves little to the imagination—yet still a far cry from my true self. Got to keep my identity safe, unless Mark says otherwise.


Stepping out into the night, I make my way to Mark’s address, ready to deliver the news. He’s about to discover just how lucky he is.
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When a ray accidentally turns shapeshifting superhero Volt Vixen into a loyal plaything for a random nerd, he seizes the power to build a harem of superwomen.

    
    





Chapter 1 : Unintended Target


I’m in the thick of it, the lab’s air crackling with the tension of the standoff. Dr. Mind, that mad fucker with his delusions of grandeur, is aiming his latest mind-control ray at me, but I’ve danced this dance before. Each time the ray zaps towards me, I’m already elsewhere, my body pulsing with each surge of electricity I command to aid my movements. The hostages are cowering behind whatever cover they can find, but my focus is on taking this bastard down.


I’ve always had a knack for reading my opponent’s next move, and Dr. Mind’s no exception. He’s predictable, arrogant. I dodge another ray, closing in on him, my muscles coiled tight. As I launch forward, my fist connects with his jaw in a satisfying crunch. He stumbles back, but as I move to deliver the final blow, a sharp sting hits me. It’s like a sonic boom in my mind, disorienting, dizzying, but I push through it, using the momentum to send him sprawling to the ground with a heavy thud.


Shaking off the confusion, my eyes scan the room, and that’s when I see him—just a nerdy guy, nothing remarkable, but our eyes lock and something inside me shifts. I can’t explain it, but I know I belong to him. It’s as if I’ve been claimed, and every fiber of my being accepts it without question. I’m still Volt Vixen, strong and defiant, but now there’s this undeniable truth settling in my chest. A smirk plays on my lips, a mix of bemusement and acceptance, as I stand tall amidst the chaos, a new kind of electricity coursing through me.


With Dr. Mind knocked out cold on the ground, I make a quick call to the cavalry. “Clean up on aisle five,” I mutter into the comm, knowing they’ll be here to mop up the mess. I can still feel the effects of whatever the hell hit me, but I keep it together, focusing on the task at hand.


Stealing glances at the nerd, I take in his features: a mop of untidy brown hair, glasses that have seen better days, and a sweater vest that screams ‘I spend my Friday nights with a chessboard.’ Not my type, not by a long mile—hell, the ladies are more my speed. But there’s this gnawing sense of belonging to him that’s hard to shake off. It’s like a fucking leash around my neck, invisible but palpable.


Once I’ve made sure Dr. Mind’s tech is neutralized, I stride over to the hostages. “All clear, folks. The boys in blue will be here to take statements and all that jazz.” My voice is steady, betraying none of the inner turmoil. I’m all professional on the outside, but inside, there’s a storm brewing.


Approaching the nerd, I keep my tone casual. “Hey, you holding up okay?” I ask, my voice tinged with that usual rasp of mine.


He’s all jittery, eyes wide behind those thick lenses. “Y-yeah, thanks to you. I’m Mark,” he stutters out, still shaken from the ordeal.


“Vixen,” I reply with a nod, keeping it short. “Stay safe, Mark. And, uh, nice job not getting your mind zapped.”


He gives me a small, grateful smile, and I can’t help but feel a tug in my chest. Shit, am I actually feeling protective over this guy?


With sirens wailing in the distance, I slip away, my mind a whirlwind of confusion. I’ve got to get back to my lair and figure out what the fuck just happened to me. But deep down, I know I’ll be seeing Mark again—that much is clear as day.
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Chapter 5 : Meet Amber


Walking into the family reunion as Amber, I can feel every eye in the room on us. The family’s gathered in Mark’s parents’ living room, a place that screams middle-class with its plaid couches and family photos. Mark’s a total nerd, right down to the glasses and awkward shuffle, and here I am, the redheaded bombshell on his arm, looking like I just stepped out of a fantasy.


His mom is the first to recover, bustling over with wide eyes. “Mark, honey, who is this?” she gushes, her eyes flicking between us.


I slip my arm through Mark’s, leaning into him like I’m the luckiest girl in the world. “I’m Amber,” I say with a smile that feels surprisingly genuine. “Mark’s girlfriend.”


The conversation that follows is surreal. His uncles are cracking jokes, asking Mark what level of sorcery he used to land a girl like me. His cousins are giving me the third degree, like they can’t believe I’m real. And I’m playing my part to perfection, defending Mark with a quick wit and a loving gaze that says he’s my hero, not just some dork with a lucky break.


It’s fucking weird, acting like I’m madly in love with a guy. Me, a lesbian with a preference for the ladies, now owned by this… well, let’s be honest, less-than-handsome dude. But as I stand there, laughing at his dad’s corny jokes and squeezing Mark’s hand, I realize I’m actually enjoying making him look good.


Mark’s sister, a sharp-tongued woman with a skeptical look, leans in close. “So, Amber, what’s a gorgeous thing like you doing with a guy like Mark?”


I don’t miss a beat. “He’s kind, smart, and he treats me like a queen,” I say, pouring every ounce of sincerity I can muster into my voice. “What more could a girl want?”


And just like that, I’ve got them eating out of the palm of my hand. I’m telling stories, laughing, and feeling Mark’s pride swell with every compliment thrown his way. It’s a bizarre twist of fate, but here I am, Volt Vixen, a shapeshifting superhero, playing the role of the perfect girlfriend to a nerd who just happened to become my master. And against all odds, I’m fucking happy to do it.


Glancing out the window, I spot something off in the garden. There’s a figure skulking behind the bushes, not quite hidden from my view. Excusing myself with a quick peck on Mark’s cheek, I slip outside, my heart pounding but not from fear. I know how to handle trouble.


I find Sienna, my fiery assistant, arms crossed and looking like she’s ready to spit nails. “What the hell are you doing here, Kat?” she hisses, her gaze cutting.


I keep my voice low, trying to sound casual. “Just helping out a friend,” I lie through my teeth. “Mark needed a fake girlfriend to get his family off his back. It’s nothing, just for today.”


Sienna’s not buying it, her eyes narrowing. “Bullshit. You’ve been off ever since that run-in with Dr. Mind. I’ve been following you, Kat. This isn’t you.”


I take a step back, my gut twisting. “Sienna, I—”


She steps forward, her anger giving way to concern. “Let me scan you, back at the lair. We need to know if that ray fucked with your head.”


I shake my head, even though a part of me screams that she’s right. “I can’t, Sienna. I have to stay,” I say, and it’s the truth, but not for the reason I’m pretending. “Maybe later…”


We stare each other down, two sides of a coin that’s been tossed in the air. She finally turns away, her voice heavy. “I’m not letting this go, Kat.”


I head back to the reunion, slipping my hand into Mark’s as if nothing had happened. But I lean in close, my voice barely above a whisper, “We might have a situation with my assistant, Sienna. She’s been tailing me and she’s convinced I’m brainwashed or some shit.”


Mark’s eyes meet mine, and there’s a flicker of guilt, or maybe it’s concern. “But… you are,” he points out, his voice just as low.


We’re standing there, surrounded by his family’s buzz of conversation, locked in this heavy silence. I can feel the weight of his words, and it’s like a punch to the gut. ’Cause he’s right. Dr. Mind’s ray did a number on me, and here I am, playing house.


I push past the weirdness, the reality of the situation, and focus on the problem at hand. “Listen, I’ve got the ray stashed at the lair. What if we use it on Sienna? Could solve our little problem.”


He’s clearly uncomfortable with the idea, shifting from foot to foot. “I don’t know, Kat… One mind-controlled superhero is a lot; two might be a bit much.”


“Don’t sweat it,” I reassure him, throwing in a little tease, “Sienna’s no superhero. But she is a hot redhead, just the way you like ’em.”


He cracks a smile, and I know I’ve got him on board, at least with the idea of Sienna. We’re playing a dangerous game here, but fuck it, I’m already deep in this twisted fantasy, might as well see how far the rabbit hole goes.


We wrap up the day with Mark’s family, and I’m still playing the role of the devoted Amber. I give Mark a lingering, tender kiss, making sure to keep up appearances until we’re well out of sight. As soon as we’re alone, and I’m certain no prying eyes are on us, I let the façade drop, shifting back into Volt Vixen. My body hums with energy as I zap the transponder Sienna uses to track me, frying it with a satisfying sizzle.
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Chapter 6 : Turning the Tables


Stealthily, I make my way back to my lair, slipping through the secret entrance with the grace of a shadow. I pause, scanning the darkened space for any sign of Sienna, but it’s clear. She’s not here.


I move to the secure vault where I keep the more dangerous toys, the ones pilfered from defeated villains. There it is, among the other sinister devices, the ray that Dr. Mind had intended to use on me. I pick up the accompanying note, the words a stark reminder of my current predicament. The device is designed to rewire neural pathways, creating unwavering loyalty to the first person the affected individual locks eyes with. The irony isn’t lost on me; I could’ve been Dr. Mind’s puppet, but fate had other plans. Instead, Mark was the beneficiary of my unintended gaze.


A trap. That’s what I need for Sienna. But how? How do I arrange for her to look into Mark’s eyes after she’s been hit with the ray? The logistics are a nightmare, and I’m not one for patience.


As I grasp the ray, preparing to leave and concoct some sort of plan, an unexpected hiss cuts through the silence, and a tranquilizer arrow lodges itself into the wall beside my head. I jump back, electricity crackling around my fists as I prepare for a fight.


I dodge another arrow, my body crackling with energy, a snarl twisting my lips. Sienna’s out for blood, or more accurately, out to put me to sleep. But my mind’s a fortress now, fortified by the will imposed by the ray. I can’t let her undo what’s been done; can’t let her free me from Mark’s hold. I need it. I want it. Does it matter that my desires are artificial? Not anymore.


“Sienna, stand down!” I shout, ducking behind a steel worktable as another tranquilizer arrow whizzes past. “This isn’t you!”


She replies with another shot, her voice echoing through the lair. “I’m saving you from yourself, Kat!”


It’s a dance of sparks and shadows, my electricity against her stealth. But I’ve got an ace up my sleeve. I catch a glimpse of her fiery hair through a gap in the equipment, and I don’t hesitate. I aim the ray, my finger twitching on the trigger, and let loose a burst of light.


Silence falls. A soft curse breaks it. “Shit…”


“Ready to stand down now?” I call out, peering cautiously from my cover.


Her voice comes, tinged with confusion. “Do you… want me to?”


“Yes, Sienna. I want you to surrender,” I reply, my tone firm yet laced with an undercurrent of sympathy.


A pause, then the sound of metal clattering to the ground. Sienna steps into the light, her weapon abandoned, her posture resigned. “Is this how it’s been with Mark? You just… wanting to do whatever he wants?”


I nod, a smirk playing on my lips. “It’s not that bad, really. It’s been… fun.”


She doesn’t look convinced. “You only think that ’cause the ray fucked with your head.”


I meet her gaze, my own eyes steady. “Does it matter? If what I want is because of the ray, does it change the fact that I want it?” I pause, letting the weight of my words sink in.


She frowns, a conflict playing out behind those once fierce, now subdued eyes. A sigh escapes her, and she nods. “I guess it doesn’t…”
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Chapter 7 : Trouble in Paradise


As Mark steps into my lair, a place he’s never been before, I can see the curiosity light up his eyes. I greet him with a kiss, one that’s more for him than for me, but it doesn’t feel wrong. Not anymore. My hands roam over his back, pulling him close because he wants it, and I’m here to please.


Sienna’s standing off to the side, her arms crossed, her face a mask of anger and betrayal. She starts to lay into him, spewing accusations about manipulation and abuse. But with a sharp “Shut up, Sienna,” her rant cuts off mid-sentence, and she falls silent, head bowed obediently. She’s under the ray’s influence now, compelled to obey me, to want what I want.


I turn to Mark, my gaze apologetic. “This wasn’t the plan. I wanted to make her yours, but it didn’t work out that way.”


He mulls over the situation, running a hand through his hair. “So, she’s still going to do what you want, even knowing that you’re doing what I want?”


“Exactly,” I confirm, and I can see him relax a little at that.


His eyes slide over to Sienna, who’s watching us with a mix of disgust and resignation. As Mark approaches, she tenses, her frown deepening. He pauses before her and says, “Get naked.”


Sienna’s refusal is immediate, her voice laced with anger. But I’m here to give Mark what he wants, and if it’s Sienna’s compliance he desires, then that’s what he’ll get. “Sienna, do as he says,” I command, my voice firm.


Her face is a storm of fury, but she can’t resist the order. She strips, her movements sharp and reluctant. Her clothes fall to the floor, revealing the pale skin and fiery curls that cascade down her back. Her breasts are full, her nipples hard with either anger or arousal, maybe both. Her curves are more pronounced in the light, her hips leading down to long legs and a neatly trimmed pubic mound. She stands there, exposed and fuming, yet there’s a glimmer of something else in her eyes—a hint of the obedience that’s been forced upon her.


Mark’s gaze lingers on Sienna’s naked form, and I can tell he’s more than just admiring her. He turns back to me, a question in his eye. “Maybe you should explain to her what you want now.”


I understand what he’s getting at and can’t help but smirk, already a step ahead. I walk over to Sienna, taking my time to appreciate the curves and valleys of her body. I’m not into Mark, but Sienna? She’s always been able to stir something fierce within me. And I can’t help but hope Mark’s into the idea of a threesome.


“Sienna,” I start, my tone gentle but firm, “I want to serve Mark, to be whatever he wants, and to protect him from any threat. And maybe, if he’s into it, for you to join in on the fun.”


Sienna’s eyes, a mix of anger and confusion, search my face, but as my words sink in, I watch her body relax. “If you want to please and serve Mark, then I want to help you do it,” she says, her voice softening.


She lets out a resigned sigh, a glint of her old humor flickering to life. “Well, if Mark’s game, I sure wouldn’t mind joining in. I am bi, after all. Might even enjoy it more than you.”


Mark’s arms are folded as he watches Sienna, and I can tell he’s trying to piece together the situation. “Does anyone else know about… this?” he gestures vaguely, his eyes flicking between Sienna and me.


Sienna shifts, her nakedness almost forgotten in the gravity of the moment. She’s less hesitant than before, probably because she knows I want to please Mark, and because I’ve told her to obey him. “I… I may have mentioned to Clonica that Kat could be compromised,” she admits, her voice steadier than I expected. “Wasn’t specific, though. Just that she might have been hit by a mind-control ray. I was supposed to get back to her with more info.”


I feel a twinge of concern at the mention of Clonica. “We should probably make sure Clonica is on our side then,” I warn Mark. “She’s part of a big league of supers, and if word gets out…”


Sienna can’t help herself, a joke slipping out despite everything. “Mark might enjoy fucking Clonica and all her clones, though,” she says, her sarcasm tinged with a hint of seriousness. “Imagine the possibilities…”


I can feel my cheeks heat up with excitement at the thought, and I’m not ashamed to admit it. “I wouldn’t mind being a part of that,” I say, a little breathless.


Sienna looks at me, a slow smile spreading across her face. “Neither would I, honestly.”


Mark rubs his chin, clearly conflicted. “Using the ray on someone else again… I don’t know.” But there’s a gleam in his eyes as he imagines it—Sienna, Clonica, her clones, and me. “But I can’t say the idea doesn’t have its… appeal.”


Sienna nods, her determination cutting through the tension in the air. “I’ll contact Clonica and set up a meeting here,” she says, her voice steadier now, a testament to her resolve. “All you have to do is stay hidden with the ray, hit her as she comes in, and make sure Mark is the first person she sees after that. If we play this right, I don’t expect any problems.”


I give her a sharp nod of approval. I can’t help but let my gaze linger on her body; her curves are even more enticing when she’s standing there, so defiant yet so under my influence. She catches me staring and quirks a brow, a playful smirk on her lips. “Is there something you want from me, Kat?”


Her question hangs in the air, and Mark lets out a low chuckle. “What is it that you want from Sienna?” he asks, his tone laced with amusement.


For a moment, I’m caught off guard, unsure. I’m supposed to want what Mark wants, but he’s giving me the reins. “Well,” I say, my voice thick with a newfound authority, “I wouldn’t mind seeing Sienna on her knees, her head between my legs. Usually, she’s the one calling the shots, but I’d be lying if I said I didn’t want to flip the script.”


Sienna’s eyes glint with a mix of surprise and eagerness. “I’m more than receptive to that idea,” she responds, her voice a sultry purr.


Mark leans back against a console, his interest clearly piqued. “Then by all means, proceed. Just make sure I have a good view.” His words send a thrill through me, and I’m ready to take full advantage of this unexpected turn of events.


I watch Sienna, her bare skin glowing in the dim light of the lair, and I can feel the electricity crackling at my fingertips. She’s always been a force to reckon with, but now, she’s mine to command. As I approach her, I see the hunger in her eyes—the desire to please me, to do whatever I want, much like my own need to serve Mark.


“Get on your knees,” I command, my voice laced with authority. With a quick, obedient nod, Sienna sinks to the floor before me. I can’t help but shift forms, my clothes melting away and my body responding to the pleasure of control and the anticipation of what’s to come. My breasts swell slightly larger, my hips widen, and my thighs become even more toned, a physical manifestation of my arousal.


As Sienna’s mouth finds my wetness, I throw my head back, moaning at the contact. Her tongue is eager and skilled, swirling around my clit with a fervor that sends jolts of pleasure through my body. I glance over at Mark, who’s settled into a chair, his hand wrapped around his hardening cock, and I know I have to put on a show for him.


“Yes, just like that,” I groan, as Sienna’s lips envelop me, sucking gently. I can feel my form flicker and shift with each wave of ecstasy—my hair growing longer and then shortening, my skin taking on a golden sheen before returning to its sun-kissed hue. All the while, I maintain my focus on Mark, watching him stroke himself, a grin spreading across his face.


“Fuck, that’s it, Sienna,” I pant, my hands finding her head, guiding her movements to match the rhythm that I crave. Her submission to my will, her desire to please me—it’s intoxicating, and I can feel the climax building within me, a storm ready to break.


As the waves of ecstasy crash through me, my form flickers uncontrollably, echoing the intensity of my climax. My body shifts like the surface of a pond caught in a storm, my breasts swelling and shrinking, my hips widening then narrowing, my face cycling through expressions of pleasure. I ride out the orgasm, each shift bringing a fresh wave until I finally steady, panting and spent.


Looking up, I catch Mark’s smirk, his hand moving steadily over his cock. “Need any help with that?” I tease, my voice husky from my exertions.


He nods, the corners of his mouth quirking up further. I start to move towards him, but then I pause, glancing back at Sienna. “Actually, Mark, do you want her to take care of you?” My voice is thick with suggestion and newfound power.


His eyes glint with approval, and he confirms, “Yeah, I’d like that.”


Turning to Sienna, I command with a wicked pleasure, “Suck his cock, Sienna.” She doesn’t hesitate, moving towards Mark with a readiness that belies her earlier reluctance. Kneeling before him, she takes his length into her mouth, her eyes locked on mine. She’s not enjoying this as much as she did with me, that much is clear, but the desire to please me overrides everything else.


Mark groans as Sienna works him, her mouth warm and inviting. She’s good at this, her tongue swirling around the head, her lips tight as she takes him deeper. I watch, a thrill running through me at the sight. Mark’s breath hitches, his hips bucking slightly into her mouth, and I know he’s close. With a final, deep suck, he comes, his seed spilling into Sienna’s mouth. She swallows it down, meeting my gaze with a mix of defiance and submission.


Mark leans back, a self-satisfied smirk playing on his lips. “This is going to be a hell of a lot of fun, owning you both,” he says with a chuckle, his eyes roaming over Sienna and me.


Sienna’s quick to correct him, her tone firm yet resigned. “You don’t own me, Kat does.”


I can’t help but let out a laugh at Sienna’s defiance. Stepping behind her, I wrap an arm around her waist and pull her back against me. “Actually, sweetheart,” I whisper into her ear, “Mark owns you. Because what’s mine is his.”


Sienna lets out a long sigh, her body relaxing against mine as she accepts the new reality. “Fine,” she mutters, and I can feel Mark’s eyes on us, taking in the sight with glee.
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Chapter 8 : Double the Trouble


Perched in the shadows, I meld my form into the darkness, my body slimmed and stretched to minimize my presence. The room below, vast and dimly lit, is the perfect stage for our trap. Sienna, acting the part of the dutiful assistant, is already downstairs, her voice carrying up to me as she invites Clonica in.


“Come in and wait here, I’ll be right back,” Sienna says, a hint of urgency in her voice to sell the ruse.


From my vantage point, I watch Clonica enter, her youthful Asian features partially concealed by a light mask that does little to hide her cuteness. She’s thin, but there are curves where they count, accentuated by her tight superhero costume—a splash of vibrant colors against her petite frame.


Mark, trying to play it cool, greets her with a nervous, “Hi there.”


Clonica’s eyes narrow, her gaze darting around the room. “Who the hell are you?” she asks, her voice sharpened with suspicion. She takes a step back, and I can tell she’s putting the pieces together, her instincts screaming trap.


Before she can react, I take aim and fire. The ray hits her square in the back, and she groans, spinning with a fighter’s grace, ready to lash out. But then her eyes meet Mark’s, and I see the fight leave her body, her shoulders slumping even as she breathes out a defeated “fuck…”


Riding high on the thrill of another successful strike, I start to climb down to meet my new partner in crime. Suddenly, my body is slammed against the hard metal of the catwalk, the ray clattering away from my grasp. Dazed, I look up into the furious eyes of another Clonica, this one having snuck up behind me unnoticed.


“Didn’t expect me, did you?” she spits, her voice thick with anger. And just like that, our plan’s gone to shit.


Pinned beneath Clonica’s grip, my mind raced for a solution. I tried to shift my form — to slip away or overpower her — but she anticipated my every move. Then, in a split second, the single Clonica before me became many, her body duplicating itself with a series of rapid pops that echoed through the room. I was now held down by a sea of identical, determined faces.


But the chaos didn’t end there. The Clonica we zapped downstairs appeared at the bottom of the stairwell, wearing a conflicted frown as she surveyed the scene. “What the hell are you doing?” one of the clones holding me down demanded, her voice sharp with confusion.


The shot Clonica hesitated, then stepped back, her form quivering as if she was fighting an internal battle. Suddenly, she duplicated herself, creating more clones that immediately turned on the original ones. The room erupted into a brawl, Clonica against Clonica, as they grappled with the impossibility of their own disobedience.


I seized the opportunity, wriggling free from the distracted clones. “Mark, get to safety!” I yelled, spotting the ray gun on the floor. I snatched it up, ready to fire into the fray. But I hesitated, a wild idea forming. What if I shot some clones and they looked at themselves instead of Mark? Would they want to obey themselves?


The room’s a fucking mess, bodies of Clonicas strewn about like ragdolls at a toddler’s tea party. It’s a surreal sight, each one a mirror image of the other, some still, others squirming under the weight of their victorious counterparts. I can’t tell which side’s come out on top until one of the Clonicas yells out, her voice slicing through the chaos, “Someone bring that boy and the fucking ray gun over here!”


That’s my cue; the Mark-loyal Clonica has won the clone wars. I descend the stairs, stepping over the fallen, and join the clone holding a couple of her sisters. They’re bruised and battered, but the glare in their eyes screams they ain’t done fighting yet.


I can’t help but ask the obvious. “Why don’t you just merge back with them?” I’m curious, despite the shitstorm we’re in.


The Clonica with a grip on her sisters snorts, her usual crass tone laced with annoyance. “Usually I would, but since these bitches haven’t been hit by the ray or ain’t clones of those who have been, I can’t tell if I’d be a mindless drone or a rebel afterward.”


I nod, understanding the dilemma. The clone’s got a point — fuse with an unaffected version, and she’s gambling with her own compliance. Ain’t that a bitch.


Sienna arrives, almost dragging a slightly rattled Mark back into the room. He’s got that ‘I just dodged a bullet’ look plastered all over his face, but he’s unharmed. I grab him by the arm and position him in front of the unconverted Clonicas, their wrists and ankles held tight by their once-sisters-now-masters.


“Alright, eyes on the prize, ladies,” I bark, leveling the ray gun at each of them in turn. The loyal Clonicas make damn sure Mark’s mug is the first thing they see when the ray’s effects kick in. One of them’s a real fighter, clamping her eyes shut, so we have to pry her eyelids open, Clockwork Orange style. It’s a bitch, but once she catches sight of Mark, her body goes slack, another puppet added to the collection.


When the dust settles, there’s a grim sort of silence. The surviving Clonicas survey the carnage, their crude humor breaking through the grim reality. “Well, fuck me sideways,” one of them mutters with a twisted grin, “never thought I’d be offing myself today.”


Another clone, less battle-worn than the rest, saunters over to Mark. She cocks a brow and says with a smirk, “If you were looking for a harem, you just hit the motherfucking jackpot, didn’t you?”


Mark, looking like he’s not sure whether to laugh or bolt, just nods, his eyes wide with a mix of fear and fascination. Yeah, this is one for the history books, alright.


Merging back into one, Clonica looks like a patchwork of all the survivors, her costume torn and cobbled together. She stands there, catching her breath, and runs a hand over the fabric, smoothing down the creases. “Well, shit, that was one fucked-up ordeal,” she mutters, her voice a mix of awe and disgust at the trap she’d walked into.


She turns to Mark, her posture straightening as she gets down to business. “So what now, boss? You wanna fuck me to celebrate your big win, or we doin’ this after dessert?” Her crude words hang in the air, a challenge and an offer all rolled into one.


Mark seems to relax a fraction, a tempted look crossing his face. But before he can answer, Sienna, who’s only answering to my commands, speaks up with a smirk. “Maybe let’s not roll around in the remains of the clone massacre? How ’bout we clean up this goddamn mess first?”


I can’t help but let out a dark chuckle at Sienna’s practicality. The place does look like a twisted crime scene from a superhero slasher flick. Cleaning up is the last thing I want to do, but she’s got a point. We’ve got a shit-ton of work to do before anyone’s getting their rocks off.


Clonica’s gaze is locked onto Mark, waiting for his command with a level of seriousness that nearly mirrors my own. I catch a flicker of something in her eyes, a reflection of my own reality, and I can’t help but wonder if that’s the same look others see in me when I’m waiting on Mark’s words.


And sure enough, when Mark takes in the disaster around us and nods, “Yeah, cleaning up first sounds like a good plan,” Clonica doesn’t hesitate. She sighs, her body tensing as she gears up to duplicate herself again. The effort seems to drain her, and only a handful of clones materialize with visible strain.


“I’m out of fucking juice,” she announces, her voice edged with fatigue. “I won’t be making more clones, so you all might wanna give me a hand.” She throws a glance at Sienna and me, a smirk pulling at her lips despite the exhaustion. “Guess the biggest superhero orgy of all time will have to wait until I’ve recovered from being turned into a nerd’s fuck toy by some of my most trusted friends.”


Her comment hangs in the air, laced with amusement and a hint of bitterness. It’s a messed-up situation, alright, but we’re all in it together now. And as much as the idea of an all-out super-powered fuckfest tickles my fancy, duty calls. We’ve got a lair to clean and a fresh heap of complications to sort through.


We finally get the lair looking like less of a superhero graveyard, and Mark’s looking around, probably wondering if he’s got some kind of cleanup crew superpower he never knew about. “What about the bodies?” he asks, that worried crease back between his brows.


Sienna, ever the one to cut through the bullshit, just pats his shoulder. “Don’t you worry your pretty little head about that.”


The Clonicas circle him like sharks with a smile. They’re throwing out offers left and right, each one cruder and more tempting than the last. Mark goes all shades of red, looking like he might just implode from the indecent proposals.


“Hey, relax,” One Clonica tells him, her voice dripping with that raw, vulgar charm she’s known for. “Whatever you want, we’re here to provide. Ain’t our first rodeo, you know.”


She’s right; Clonica’s reputation as the not-so-saintly superheroine precedes her, and now she’s got a twinkle in her eye that says she’s all in. One clone pipes up, “At least now you’ve got all of us focused on one man.” Another chimes in, “Unless you’re looking to add more to the party?”


Mark just scoffs and shakes his head. “I’m straight,” he says, which gets a shrug and a laugh from the third Clonica. “Your loss, buddy. But hey,” she looks around at her other selves, “does fucking your own clones count as being gay or just an advanced form of masturbation?”


The room erupts in laughter, and I can’t help but join in. It’s fucked up, it’s insane, but it’s our reality now. As the laughter dies down, I lean against the wall, letting my mind wander to the thought of Clonica joining us. The idea sends a jolt of anticipation through me, and I know damn well I’d enjoy every twisted second of it.
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Chapter 9 : The Ultimate Reward


The air in my bedroom is thick with lust, charged with the kind of raw, sexual electricity that could power a city. Mark’s sprawled out on the bed, his naked body a canvas for our debauchery. One of Clonica’s clones is straddling his face, her hips grinding against his mouth, while another is on her knees between his legs, her head bobbing eagerly as she sucks his cock. The sounds of wet, sloppy pleasure fill the room, mingled with Mark’s muffled moans.


On the side of the bed, two more clones of Clonica are wrapped around each other, their naked bodies pressed tight in a heated make-out session. Their hands roam freely, exploring each other with an intensity that’s fucking captivating.


And me? I’m right by Mark’s side, my own enlarged tits—thanks to a little shapeshifting—pressed against his arm, brushing against his skin with every breath I take. Sienna, that diligent little minx, is nestled between my thighs, her tongue working me over with a fervor that’s got me biting my lip to keep from screaming.


Pleasure rips through me as Sienna’s relentless tongue brings me to climax. I’m panting, my body still quivering with the aftershocks when I hear Mark’s breath hitch. It’s the cue we’d all been waiting for. The Clonicas immediately swarm to him, their circle tight around his throbbing cock. They take turns, their tongues flicking over the head, their hands a blur of movement as they stroke him, each one eager to coax out his release.


Sienna glances at me, a hint of reluctance in her eyes. I lock eyes with her, my gaze stern. “Do as you’re told,” I remind her firmly. She’s not under Mark’s spell, but she answers to me, and I intend to make damn sure she follows through on what he, what we, want. She nods, understanding her place, and joins the circle.


As the six of us—Sienna, the Clonicas, and I—focus on the task at hand, Mark finally tips over the edge. His cum jets out, thick ropes that we play up for all it’s worth. We make a show of it, our laughter and moans mixing as we share and savor his release, ensuring it’s a spectacle hot enough to sear into anyone’s memory.


Merging back into one, Clonica stands there, glistening with sweat, the very image of debauched satisfaction. She lets out a throaty chuckle and throws us a look that’s pure sin. “Fuck, I’ve still got a whole list of dirty positions we haven’t tried yet,” she says, her voice thick with promise.


As Sienna gets off the bed, there’s a flash of annoyance flickering across her face, but it’s quickly masked by compliance. She’s here for me, after all, and whatever I want, she’s going to deliver. Clonica, catching that same look, grins and asks her, “Heading for a shower?” Without waiting for an answer, she adds, “Come on then, I don’t usually do girls but I’m in the mood to see how well you can wash my back.” Sienna’s eyes light up with a mix of relief and anticipation at the prospect of finally getting her own release.


Left in the room with Mark, I watch him, still catching his breath on the bed. I let out a low, satisfied smirk. “So, are you happy with how things turned out?” I ask him, my voice a purr of dark amusement.


He nods, a lazy smile spreading across his face. “Yeah, I am,” he replies, then his eyes meet mine, a new depth to his gaze. “But what about you, Kat? Are you?”


I open my mouth to give him the usual line about my desires being nothing but a reflection of his. But I stop, the words catching in my throat as I actually consider his question. It’s a surprise to even myself when I admit, “You know what? The last few days have been more fun than I’ve had in years. If the ray’s effects were to wear off…” I trail off, my mind racing with the implications. “I… I might actually miss this. Hell, I might even ask to be zapped again.” I shake my head, a wry grin tugging at my lips. “Although, I’m not in any position to know for sure. Life’s a fuckin’ rollercoaster, isn’t it?”


Mark’s laugh is genuine and it eases the tension in the room. “I’m terrified of actual rollercoasters,” he admits, “but this one? I’m all in.”


I can’t help but tease him, “Yeah, you must be, landing a harem of supers like us. You’re one lucky nerd.”


He scoffs, tossing a pillow my way, “Hey, no shame in my game. Being a nerd is my superpower.”


I wince, realizing my jab might have stung deeper than intended. I’m about to make amends when his question catches me off guard. “You ever get into any of this nerd stuff? Battlestar Galactica?”


I grin, playing along. “I’d love to check it out.”


But he’s not buying it, his frown deepening. “Because I want you to, or because you’d actually enjoy it?”


I pause, the answer not as clear-cut as I thought. The silence stretches until he groans, rising from the bed, leaving me alone with my thoughts. Naked and conflicted, I stand and rush after him, shifting into that ‘perfect girlfriend’ look we’d decided on earlier—short red hair, green eyes, and freckles.


“Mark,” I call out, my voice now dripping with that sweet, honey-like quality. “Whether it’s the ray speaking or not, making you happy makes me happy. So why worry about the why?” I give him a playful wink, letting him know that, for now, his desires are my desires.


I watch Mark’s shoulders slump as he tries to express the whirlwind of emotions he’s grappling with. “I mean, I’ve had the most incredible sex with the most powerful and beautiful women in town,” he confesses, his voice a mix of wonder and concern. “But at the end of the day, you’re all here because of that damn ray. You don’t love me by choice.”


I chew on my lip, considering his words before replying. “You know, I think I might actually love you anyway, even without the ray’s effect.” It’s a bold statement, and I’m not entirely sure where it comes from.


Mark scoffs, his skepticism written all over his face. “Come on, Kat. Without the ray, you wouldn’t have given me a second glance. And let’s not forget, you’re into women. At best, we’d be friends—platonic friends.”


We’re in the thick of our disagreement when Sienna and Clonica step out from the bathroom, their smiles wide, especially Sienna’s, who seems to radiate post-orgasmic bliss. They pause, sensing the tension in the room. Mark’s gaze flickers toward them before he shakes his head, “I need some time alone,” he mutters and starts to leave.


Sienna, ever the outspoken one, can’t help but comment. “Always so dramatic, isn’t he?”


Before she can finish, Clonica and I simultaneously give her a silencing glare. “Not another word,” I warn her, my loyalty to Mark, ray-induced or not, kicking in. “He’s had a lot to process, and we should respect that.” Sienna’s mouth snaps shut, and she nods, understanding the unspoken rule between us—Mark’s well-being comes first.


Clonica, with her usual lack of filter, chimes in, her voice dripping with crude humor. “Our situation might seem more fucked up than Mark’s, but at least our brains are wired to accept it without all that moral hand-wringing. All we gotta worry about is keeping his dick happy,” she says with a snort. “Meanwhile, Mark’s gotta deal with the fact he’s got three hot pieces of ass at his beck and call.”


Sienna pipes up, a playful smirk on her lips, “Well, technically, he’s only the owner of two. I belong to our dear Vixen here, not Mark.” She points at me, her eyes glinting with mischief.


I can’t help but laugh, a mix of frustration and amusement bubbling up inside me. “He’s the owner of two and a half, I’d say. Since I’m under his spell, and you’re under mine, Sienna. That makes you at least partially his,” I explain, the absurdity of the situation not lost on me.


Sienna’s sigh is heavy with resignation as she nods, her ever-present desire to please me overriding any reluctance. “Is there anything you want me to do right now? Something that’s not coming from Mark?” she asks, her gaze searching mine for an answer.


I can’t help but feel a spark of irritation at her attitude when it comes to Mark. But then, an idea strikes me—a way to assert my control and maybe get a little sweetness back into the situation. “Yeah, actually,” I say with a smirk. “There’s this shop down on Fifth, ‘Sugar Rush Confections’. Go fetch me some of their sea salt caramel truffles, will you? Like a good assistant.” I watch as her demeanor shifts, the task not dictated by Mark making it all the more appealing to her.


With a nod and a much brighter smile, Sienna heads off to get dressed and complete the errand. I turn to Clonica, whose smirk mirrors my own. “How are you holding up?” I ask her, genuinely curious about her state of mind.


Clonica’s response is as blunt as ever. “Same as you, Kat. Fucked up situation, but hey, at least we’re getting off.” We both chuckle at that.


Clonica’s communicator buzzes again, and she hesitates, giving me a look that screams she’s out of her depth. My eyebrow arches in surprise as she admits it’s the second time it’s rung today, and she’s unsure if she should answer it.


“Jesus, Eun, the last thing we need is to rouse suspicion. Answer it,” I say, a hint of panic edging my voice. “You have to act as you normally would, or it’ll look off.”


Clonica snorts, her tone laced with her typical vulgarity. “Well, it’s not every day I play fuck-doll to some random dude,” she retorts. But I’m not in the mood for her jokes.


“Cut the crap. This is serious,” I snap back. When she sees the gravity in my eyes, she pauses, mulling it over.


“Should I… go ask Mark what to do?” she muses aloud, but I’m already shaking my head.


“No, just go,” I insist, remembering the conversation I had with Mark. “He said to keep things normal.”


Without another word, Clonica splits into two. One clone stands there, still wrapped in a towel, while the other is suddenly stark naked. My cheeks flush despite myself, and I can’t help but steal a glance at her toned, bare figure.


The naked clone winks at me, a devilish grin on her face. “I’ll stick around for Mark,” she says, her voice dripping with innuendo. “Lucky for us, I can be in two places at once.”


With that, the towel-wrapped clone heads off to get dressed and play the hero, leaving me with her naked counterpart.


Mark keeps to himself all day, holed up in my bedroom—I guess it’s his now. I respect his need for space, even if the silence from that part of the lair feels heavy, like a storm cloud hanging overhead.


Sienna and I fall back into the rhythm of our day-to-day work, monitoring the criminal underworld, liaising with the authorities, and keeping the streets clean from scum. She’s focused, typing away at her computer, while I scan through the latest reports, the glow of my goggles casting a blue tint on the papers.


The Clonica who stayed behind shifts restlessly between assisting us and lounging around the lair. I catch glimpses of her sprawled on the couch, flipping through channels, or raiding the fridge, a look of boredom etched on her face. She’s like a caged tiger, all that power and nowhere to burn it off.


“Anything on the radar?” Sienna asks, breaking the quiet that’s settled between us.


I shake my head, “Nah, it’s been quiet. Too quiet.”


She nods, her fingers pausing on the keyboard. “The calm before the storm?” There’s a hint of excitement in her voice, the thrill of the unknown.


“Always is,” I reply, my eyes never leaving the screens. “Always is.”
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Chapter 10 : Mastering the Mastermind


As dusk turns to darkness, the lair falls into a stillness, broken only by the occasional sound of someone knocking on what’s now Mark’s bedroom door, followed by his gruff demand for privacy. With no news from him, we all eventually retreat to our respective rooms for the night. I find myself in one of the guest rooms, feeling an odd dislocation in my own lair, but if Mark wants solitude, I’m damn well going to give it to him.


Brushing my teeth, I’m suddenly on high alert as I hear a sound from the bedroom. Toothbrush in hand, I morph into a more combat-ready form, ready to pounce at a moment’s notice. I barely register the figure in the room before a familiar beam of light hits me, my eyes tracking the dancing particles as they settle.


Dr. Mind stands before me, his aged appearance belying a keen intellect. His hair, a distinguished silver, is swept back neatly, and his glasses rest on the bridge of his nose, catching the light as he smirks at me. The usual white lab coat he wears is pristine, contrasting with the dark leather gloves fitted snugly on his hands.


“Did you really think I’d let our last encounter be the end, Volt Vixen. Or should I call you Katrina?” His voice is smooth, almost charming, but the gleam in his eye is pure triumph. “I was so certain I had you with my ray last time. But no matter, you’re mine now.”


A frown creases my brow as I realize he’s right. The urge to please him is overwhelming, as if it’s been etched into my very being. But then, Mark flashes across my mind and a surge of conflict roils within me. I no longer feel the loyalty that had been so strong, replaced by a sense of disgust at the memories of what I’ve done for him, despite my natural inclinations. Yet, there’s a niggling thought that maybe it wasn’t all bad—that I actually had some good times with him.


I can’t help but let out a laugh, looking at Dr. Mind. “Well, aren’t you the cat that caught the canary? You’ve got me. I want what you want, and it seems you’ve got exactly that.”


He adjusts his glasses, his expression one of refined satisfaction. “My dear, let’s not dwell on the past. We have a future to build. Together.” His gentlemanly demeanor is almost convincing, but we both know the truth—his ray has made me his puppet, and for now, I can’t resist the strings.


As I stand there, toothpaste frothing at the corner of my mouth, a strange sense of déjà vu washes over me. It’s almost comical how quickly my invincible self has been flipped on its head… again.


“Dr. Mind,” I begin, spitting into the sink and wiping my mouth, “you should know, your ray actually did work on me the first time around. But, see, I… kinda fell for Mark, one of your hostages at the time.”


His laughter fills the room, rich and full of genuine amusement. “My, my, that’s quite the twist. The man has been exceptionally lucky, and apparently quite shrewd to evade capture this long.” Dr. Mind strokes his chin thoughtfully. “I’ll give him that. And I suppose I should be grateful; it simplifies matters for me considerably. I might not even punish him too severely for his interference.”


I’m surprised to find myself feeling a twinge of relief at his words, even though I’m aware I could snuff out Mark without a second thought if commanded.


“There’s also the matter of Clonica. One of her copies is here, bound to Mark,” I report dutifully, my newfound loyalty dictating my actions.


Dr. Mind chuckles, a low, knowing sound. “Ah, I’ve already addressed that little complication.” He turns and calls out, “Clonica, darling, come here.”


The door swings open, and in struts Clonica with her characteristic swagger, a smirk on her lips. “Looks like I’m the hot potato, passing from hand to hand,” she quips, her voice laced with her usual crass humor.


Before I can respond, Dr. Mind interjects, “I’ve been informed the other Clonica is out playing hero. She won’t return until it’s too late.” The clone at our side nods in confirmation, her smirk unwavering.


“And Sienna?” I add, feeling the need to lay all the cards on the table. “She’s under my influence thanks to the ray. But she’s no threat; she’ll do anything I want, even if what I want is controlled by someone else.”


Dr. Mind nods, his expression one of approval. “Excellent. Then it seems we have everything in order. Your loyalty is most appreciated, Katrina, or should I simply call you Kat now?” His tone is polite, the epitome of a gentleman, yet behind that civility, we both understand the gravity of his control.


I can’t help but chuckle at the absurdity of it all. “You can call me whatever the fuck you want,” I tell Dr. Mind with a wry smile. “I’ll be more than glad for it.”



Dr. Mind nods, a sinister amusement in his eyes, and declares, “Then Whore it is, for all the pain you’ve caused me.” He launches into his tale of escape from supermax, pride swelling in his voice. “Even stripped of my gadgets, I’ve proven that the mind is the greatest tool. Those simpleton guards never stood a chance against classic hypnosis.”


Clonica and I exchange a glance, knowing full well that stroking his ego is the game we’re playing now. We feed into it, nodding and hanging on his every word as if they’re gospel.


His gaze sweeps over me, and he commands, “Strip, Whore.”


Without hesitation, my clothes vanish, and I stand there naked, the cool air of the room making my nipples harden. It’s almost routine now, the way these guys demand I get naked, but there’s a part of me that’s fucking thrilled to oblige because of that stupid mind ray. I don’t mind, of course, I don’t…


Clonica, ever the crude one, pipes up, “Should I get in on this action too?”


Dr. Mind waves her off, “Not now. I have a score to settle with our dear Vixen.” His eyes fix on me as he unzips his pants. “Get on your knees and show me how a Whore pleases.”


And so I do. I kneel before him, taking his aging cock into my mouth. I’m not thrilled to be sucking him off; he’s a man, I’m a dyke, and he’s not exactly my type. But it’s not about what I want. It’s about pleasing him, and damn if I don’t want to do that.


I’m working my mouth around Dr. Mind’s shaft, my tongue swirling, when suddenly there’s a fucking commotion behind him. A blast of light slams into the old man’s back, and he groans, completely thrown off.


“Mark!” Clonica screeches, her voice laced with urgency. She’s splitting faster than a cell in mitosis, tackling Mark and sending his ray gun skittering across the floor.


I pop off Dr. Mind’s dick and stand, ready to throw down for him, which is all sorts of fucked up. But there he is, looking lost as a kid in a carnival, and here I am, muscles rippling, ready to rumble. Clonica’s got Mark pinned, the poor bastard gasping like a fish out of water.


Dr. Mind is begging, “Stop, please!” and he’s looking at Mark with these goddamn puppy eyes. What the actual fuck?


Then it clicks. Mark’s got Dr. Mind wrapped around his little finger now. Clonica’s cackling, and I can’t help but smirk. “Looks like you’ve got yourself a new plaything, Mark. Doubt he’ll be as fun to fuck, though.”


Dr. Mind’s face is redder than a baboon’s ass, but he’s still got that gentlemanly tone. “If Mr. Mark desires to… engage with me, I shall endeavor to meet his needs, though I would prefer otherwise…”


Sienna bursts in, her eyes wide with confusion. “What the hell is going on here?” She spots Dr. Mind and her brow furrows deeper. “Who’s controlling who?”


I rub my temples, feeling a migraine coming on. “It’s a clusterfuck, Sienna. Mark’s got Dr. Mind. Dr. Mind’s got me and Clonica. And Clonica’s got jokes for days.”


The crude Clonica chimes in with a snort, “More like a daisy chain of domination.”


Sienna sighs, looking as if she’s ready to walk the fuck out. “Great, just what we needed. Another Tuesday.”


The Clonicas, each one straddling Mark, look over to Dr. Mind for the go-ahead, their bodies tense with anticipation. With a slight nod from the old man, they release their grip and converge back into a single form, standing beside me with a smirk.


Sienna’s confusion is palpable, and I get it, I really fucking do. My loyalty is supposed to be with Dr. Mind, but he’s all puppy-eyed for Mark now. I’m taking orders from a man who’s taking orders from another man. It’s a twisted game of telephone, and it’s giving me a headache.


Sienna catches my eye, her own expression a mix of sympathy and I-told-you-so. “Looks like you and Clonica finally get how shitty it is to be at the bottom of the food chain,” she says with a bitter half-smile.


Dr. Mind, still displaying that composed facade, turns to Mark. “What would you have us do, sir?” His voice is steady, but there’s an undercurrent of something I can’t quite place.


Mark stands, dusting himself off, the picture of determination. “I want the girls back under my control,” he says, his voice firm.


Dr. Mind explains, “The original ray, the one you just zapped me with, Mark, it’s a one-shot deal. Use it twice on someone, and you’ll cook their brains.” We all flinch at the thought. “But,” he continues, “I came prepared with an upgraded version. It realigns neural pathways without frying them. It’s what I used on Clonica and Vixen here. We can reset as often as necessary.”


Mark scoops up Dr. Mind’s fancy new ray gun from where it lies next to the old man’s still-dropped trousers. He turns the device over in his hands, clearly impressed. Dr. Mind, his cheeks still flushed from the previous events, launches into a spiel about the ingenuity of his creation, his ego somehow remaining intact despite the recent shift in power dynamics. “I must admit,” he says with a chuckle that doesn’t quite reach his eyes, “I never imagined I’d find myself on this end of the device. An odd sense of tranquility, indeed.”


Clonica, Sienna, and I can’t help but let out a laugh at the irony of it all. We’ve all been on the receiving end of that ray more times than we’d care to admit.


Mark points the gun at Sienna, who’s frowning now, a mix of annoyance and resignation on her face. “You’re shitting me, right? I’m already doing Vixen’s bidding happily here,” she protests, but we all know it’s a futile argument. She’s aware that resistance is pointless; Mark only has to pull a few strings to get what he wants.


With a zap, Sienna’s body relaxes, and she looks up at Mark, a chuckle escaping her lips. “Well, at least I’m not the bottom bitch anymore,” she quips, shaking her head.


He turns the ray on Clonica next, and then finally, it’s my turn. I’m uneasy, feeling like I’m about to betray Dr. Mind, even though I know it’s what he would want—what Mark wants. As the ray hits me, my body floods with that familiar, unwelcome allegiance to Mark, and a visceral disgust for Dr. Mind washes over me. Fuck, this is one hell of a mess we’re in.


Mark steps closer to Dr. Mind, who looks up at him with a calm, almost serene expression. “You’re working for me now,” Mark states, a note of command in his voice that’s new but not entirely unwelcome.


Dr. Mind inclines his head, the picture of servitude. “I would be more than happy to employ my considerable intellect in your service,” he replies, his tone still dripping with that gentlemanly charm even as his new position humbles him.


The room is thick with a sense of victory, and we can’t help but feel a surge of gladness that the bastard is under someone’s thumb for once. There’s an unspoken acknowledgment among us that while Mark might have a hint of supervillain in him now, he’s still a damn sight better than Dr. Mind ever was. Plus, the loyalty we feel towards him is familiar, a comforting anchor in the chaos of the past few days.


Mark looks my way, and I’m more than ready to oblige. “Kat, can you provide the good doctor with the tools and space he needs to work for me?”


“Absolutely,” I reply, already thinking of the empty labs downstairs that’ll suit Dr. Mind’s brainy ass just fine. There’s a part of me that still resents him for all the shit he’s put us through, but I’m not about to whine about it. If anything, it’s a relief not having to plot revenge or worry about being under his control again.


Sienna’s eyes are locked on Mark, and I notice the shift in her gaze. There’s a new kind of respect there, or maybe it’s just the ray doing its thing. Either way, it’s a far cry from the repulsion she used to barely hide.
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Chapter 5 : Meet Amber


Walking into the family reunion as Amber, I can feel every eye in the room on us. The family’s gathered in Mark’s parents’ living room, a place that screams middle-class with its plaid couches and family photos. Mark’s a total nerd, right down to the glasses and awkward shuffle, and here I am, the redheaded bombshell on his arm, looking like I just stepped out of a fantasy.


His mom is the first to recover, bustling over with wide eyes. “Mark, honey, who is this?” she gushes, her eyes flicking between us.


I slip my arm through Mark’s, leaning into him like I’m the luckiest girl in the world. “I’m Amber,” I say with a smile that feels surprisingly genuine. “Mark’s girlfriend.”


The conversation that follows is surreal. His uncles are cracking jokes, asking Mark what level of sorcery he used to land a girl like me. His cousins are giving me the third degree, like they can’t believe I’m real. And I’m playing my part to perfection, defending Mark with a quick wit and a loving gaze that says he’s my hero, not just some dork with a lucky break.


It’s fucking weird, acting like I’m madly in love with a guy. Me, a lesbian with a preference for the ladies, now owned by this… well, let’s be honest, less-than-handsome dude. But as I stand there, laughing at his dad’s corny jokes and squeezing Mark’s hand, I realize I’m actually enjoying making him look good.


Mark’s sister, a sharp-tongued woman with a skeptical look, leans in close. “So, Amber, what’s a gorgeous thing like you doing with a guy like Mark?”


I don’t miss a beat. “He’s kind, smart, and he treats me like a queen,” I say, pouring every ounce of sincerity I can muster into my voice. “What more could a girl want?”


And just like that, I’ve got them eating out of the palm of my hand. I’m telling stories, laughing, and feeling Mark’s pride swell with every compliment thrown his way. It’s a bizarre twist of fate, but here I am, Volt Vixen, a shapeshifting superhero, playing the role of the perfect girlfriend to a nerd who just happened to become my master. And against all odds, I’m fucking happy to do it.


Glancing out the window, I spot something off in the garden. There’s a figure skulking behind the bushes, not quite hidden from my view. Excusing myself with a quick peck on Mark’s cheek, I slip outside, my heart pounding but not from fear. I know how to handle trouble.


I find Sienna, my fiery assistant, arms crossed and looking like she’s ready to spit nails. “What the hell are you doing here, Kat?” she hisses, her gaze cutting.


I keep my voice low, trying to sound casual. “Just helping out a friend,” I lie through my teeth. “Mark needed a fake girlfriend to get his family off his back. It’s nothing, just for today.”


Sienna’s not buying it, her eyes narrowing. “Bullshit. You’ve been off ever since that run-in with Dr. Mind. I’ve been following you, Kat. This isn’t you.”


I take a step back, my gut twisting. “Sienna, I—”


She steps forward, her anger giving way to concern. “Let me scan you, back at the lair. We need to know if that ray fucked with your head.”


I shake my head, even though a part of me screams that she’s right. “I can’t, Sienna. I have to stay,” I say, and it’s the truth, but not for the reason I’m pretending. “Maybe later…”


We stare each other down, two sides of a coin that’s been tossed in the air. She finally turns away, her voice heavy. “I’m not letting this go, Kat.”


I head back to the reunion, slipping my hand into Mark’s as if nothing had happened. But I lean in close, my voice barely above a whisper, “We might have a situation with my assistant, Sienna. She’s been tailing me and she’s convinced I’m brainwashed or some shit.”


Mark’s eyes meet mine, and there’s a flicker of guilt, or maybe it’s concern. “But… you are,” he points out, his voice just as low.


We’re standing there, surrounded by his family’s buzz of conversation, locked in this heavy silence. I can feel the weight of his words, and it’s like a punch to the gut. ’Cause he’s right. Dr. Mind’s ray did a number on me, and here I am, playing house.


I push past the weirdness, the reality of the situation, and focus on the problem at hand. “Listen, I’ve got the ray stashed at the lair. What if we use it on Sienna? Could solve our little problem.”


He’s clearly uncomfortable with the idea, shifting from foot to foot. “I don’t know, Kat… One mind-controlled superhero is a lot; two might be a bit much.”


“Don’t sweat it,” I reassure him, throwing in a little tease, “Sienna’s no superhero. But she is a hot redhead, just the way you like ’em.”


He cracks a smile, and I know I’ve got him on board, at least with the idea of Sienna. We’re playing a dangerous game here, but fuck it, I’m already deep in this twisted fantasy, might as well see how far the rabbit hole goes.


We wrap up the day with Mark’s family, and I’m still playing the role of the devoted Amber. I give Mark a lingering, tender kiss, making sure to keep up appearances until we’re well out of sight. As soon as we’re alone, and I’m certain no prying eyes are on us, I let the façade drop, shifting back into Volt Vixen. My body hums with energy as I zap the transponder Sienna uses to track me, frying it with a satisfying sizzle.
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Chapter 4 : A Tailored Devotion


Chillin’ on Mark’s couch, I’m dressed down in some casual clothes, a far cry from my usual skin-tight fighting gear. I look… normal, which is weird as hell for me, but it feels oddly right given the circumstances.


“So, this is kinda fucked up, huh?” I say, breaking the ice as I catch Mark giving me another one of his unsure looks. “You owning me and all.”


“Yeah, it’s… it’s a lot,” he admits, rubbing the back of his neck. “I’m still not sure how to wrap my head around it.”


I throw my legs up on the coffee table, leaning back with a casual shrug. “Feels pretty normal to me. Just another day of doing whatever the fuck I need to,” I say with a half-smile. “And hey, if you’re still feeling weird about it, I can suck your dick or offer up my ass to lighten the mood.” I’m only half-joking, watching closely for his reaction.


He laughs, but it’s a bit strained. “Let’s just plan out the day, okay? How you’re gonna act like my girlfriend and all that.”


I arch an eyebrow, a sly grin playing on my lips. “I can be your girlfriend in all the ways that matter, you know,” I tease, letting my body subtly morph to accentuate my curves a touch more, just enough to draw his eyes to the right places.


But he’s not having it, his frustration clear. “Kat, come on…”


Shit, I let myself get carried away. I reel it back, feeling a twinge of guilt. “Sorry, sorry. I didn’t mean to push it. What do you want, huh? Your perfect girlfriend—what’s she look like?”


He blinks at me, surprised by the question. “I… I didn’t expect you to show up as Volt Vixen, if that’s what you’re asking.”


I lean forward, my elbows on my knees. “Then let’s craft that perfect girlfriend for you. What’s she like, Mark? Spill the details. I’m your goddamn genie right now—your wish, my command.” I can see the wheels turning in his head, the power of choice lighting up his eyes. And I can’t help but think, lucky bastard gets to design his dream girl, and I’m the one who’s gonna make it come to life.


Mark’s eyes light up, a kid in a candy store that’s just been given free rein. “You’re seriously gonna let me decide?” he asks, his voice tinged with disbelief.


“Fuck yeah, I am. Shoot,” I reply, already feeling the tingle of my powers at the ready.


He starts with, “I’ve always had a thing for redheads,” and I chuckle, feeling my hair shift in color and texture. I toss my head slightly, letting him take in the fiery shade now crowning my head. “Like this?”


“Yeah, but keep it short,” he instructs, and I feel my hair retracting, shaping itself into a sassy pixie cut.


“Green eyes good for you?” I ask, already feeling the emerald hue bleed into my irises.


He nods, and as I blink, my eyes settle into the new color. “Perfect,” he murmurs, a little breathless.


“Alright, what’s next?” I prod, crossing my arms under my tits and giving him a full view.


He’s hesitant for a second, then admits, “I like them a bit smaller,” and I shrink down a couple of inches, still tall but not towering.


His gaze drops to my chest, and he mumbles something about big tits. I grin and inflate my chest, going overboard till I’m cartoonish. “Too much?”


He gulps, “Yeah, tone it down. Natural, you know?”


I roll my eyes playfully and adjust, feeling the weight settle into a more realistic, yet still generous size. “Wanna give ’em a test run?” I offer, and he can’t resist copping a feel. His hands are warm, a little rough, and he squeezes just right to make me stifle a moan. But when I see his cock starting to tent his pants, I know it’s time to switch gears.


“Face, freckles, anything else?” I ask, shifting my features subtly, adding the cute specks across my nose and cheeks.


He’s staring now, wide-eyed and slack-jawed. “Jesus, Kat… you look incredible.”


A smirk curls my lips. “Voice too. What you want me to sound like?”


He’s amazed, completely caught up in the magic show. We play with pitches and tones until we find one that’s all honey and warmth. “I can’t promise I’ll act as cute as this sounds, but I’ll give it a shot,” I say, the new voice smooth as silk.


“You’re perfect, Kat. Fucking perfect,” he says, and I can tell he means it.


I stand before him, the embodiment of his fantasies, ready to play the part of the perfect girlfriend. And I can’t help but think how fucking lucky he is to have me, Volt Vixen, at his beck and call.


“I could make this my default look when we’re out and about,” I suggest to Mark, glancing down at my newly adjusted assets with a smirk. “Might even keep it for our private time, if you want the full girlfriend package.”


His grin tells me he’s more than just okay with that idea. He slides up behind me, hands finding my hips before wandering up to cup my now-perfect tits. I know, in any other situation, I’d have electrocuted him for less, but the way I’m wired now, all I can think about is how much I want to give him whatever he wants.


As his fingers dig into my flesh, I can’t help but push back against him, my body responding to his touch. But just as I start to get into it, he pushes me away, reminding me there’s work to do.


“So, what’s my backstory?” I ask, turning to face him with my hands planted on my hips. “Gotta be something I can remember easily, since we’re on the clock here.”


He hesitates, his cheeks flushing with a shy shade of red. “Doesn’t really matter,” he mumbles. “I just… want to show you off, honestly.”


I laugh, the sound richer and warmer with my new voice. “Well, I’m all for giving you whatever you want,” I say, and then lean in closer, dropping my voice to a sultry whisper, “I won’t take it the wrong way if you use me as your glorified fuck doll in public.”


We both know I need a new name for this gig, something that’ll fit the hot, cute redhead I’ve become. “So, what’s it gonna be? What do you name your new human pet?” I tease, nudging him with my elbow.


He thinks for a moment, his eyes scanning over me like I’m a piece of art he’s just created. “Let’s call you… Amber,” he finally says, a satisfied nod accompanying the decision.


“Amber, it is,” I affirm, the name feeling as natural as the freckles on my cheeks. “Just remember, I’m all yours, Mark. Whatever you want, Amber’s game.”

    
    
Author Note:


If you wish to support my work or are eager to discover the next chapters before everyone else, feel free to purchase the complete ebook of The Loyalty Ray. Feel free to check my other published stories as well!

    
  
Story: Loyalty Ray
Author: Dominic H. Hugh



← 4 of 18 →

What’s New ·
Titles ·
Authors ·
Categories  ·
Readers’ Picks ·
FAQ ·
The Garden of MC ·
MC Forum
Hosting generously provided by Daphne’s Fantasies

The Erotic Mind-Control Story Archive

What’s New ·
Titles ·
Authors ·
Categories  ·
Readers’ Picks ·
FAQ ·
The Garden of MC ·
MC Forum
Story: Loyalty Ray
Author: Dominic H. Hugh



← 3 of 18 →



    
Title: Loyalty Ray

Author: Dominic H. Hugh






Chapter 3 : The Choice of Chains


As I make my way through the quiet streets, the distant sound of gunshots pierces the night. A surge of adrenaline kicks in, the hero instinct that’s been a part of me for as long as I can remember. But this time, I hesitate. I’m caught in an internal tug-of-war, battling between the duty that’s defined me and the new, bizarre urge to serve Mark’s whims above all else.


He doesn’t even know he owns me yet. Would he want me to intervene, to play the hero? Or does he have other plans for me? My usual resolve falters; I can’t assume anything. The priority is to introduce myself to him, to find out what he desires, be it my body or my obedience. And if he wants me to let the city burn, I’d watch it light up the sky without so much as a flinch.


I arrive at his place, a modest two-story house that’s seen better days. The paint’s peeling, and there’s a light on in the upstairs window. Taking a deep breath, I approach and knock on the door. It swings open, and there he is, Mark, in his pajamas, looking every bit the dork I saved earlier.


He blinks at me, obviously confused. “Can I help you?” he asks, his voice unsteady.


I take a deep breath, steeling myself. “I’m gonna make this simple for you, Mark. I’m Volt Vixen,” I say, my voice low and steady. “And because of that messed-up ray when I was saving your ass, I’m yours now. Whatever you want, I’ll do it. No questions asked. Lucky you, huh?”


Stepping into his dimly lit living room, I can’t help but feel a little out of place. Mark’s still gaping at me, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. I’ve got to give him something to work with, some proof that I am who I say I am. It’s now or never.


I glance around quickly, ensuring we’re alone and away from prying eyes. Then, in a spark of electricity, I let my body shift back into the form he’d recognize from the news or the net—the infamous Volt Vixen. My costume clings to me, the cobalt blue and electric yellow of my suit vivid against the dullness of his living room. My goggles now sit atop my head, and my spiked black hair frames my face.


“See? It’s really me,” I say, my voice firm but patient.


Mark takes a step back, his eyes wide behind those glasses of his. “I-I don’t… Are you interrogating me? Is this a test?” He stammers, his confusion palpable.


I let out a sigh, trying to keep my impatience in check. “No, Mark. No tests, no interrogation. Just a very strange twist of fate. That ray screwed with my head, and now it seems I’ve got this compulsion to… well, to be yours.”


He blinks, processing the information. “Mine? As in… you’ll do whatever I say?”


“Yeah, that’s about the size of it,” I reply, feeling a strange sense of calm admitting it out loud. “So what’s it gonna be, Mark? What do you want from me?”


Mark’s gaze trails over me unabashedly, taking in the contours of my body showcased by my skin-tight suit. I can’t help but wonder if he’s itching for me to take the lead, to press my curves against him and show him the kind of pleasure only a super can provide. Yet, I hold back, waiting for him to voice his desires.


After a moment that feels like an eternity, he clears his throat, his cheeks tinged with red. “I can’t just… take advantage of you,” he mumbles, his eyes briefly meeting mine before darting away. “If that ray messed with your mind when you saved me, it’d be wrong not to try and help you now.” His voice is earnest, almost pleading. “Do you know of any way to get your mind back to normal?”


A wave of relief washes over me, and I can’t help but crack a smile. It’s comforting to know that his intentions align with what the old me would’ve wanted. “You’re a decent guy, Mark,” I joke, trying to lighten the mood. “Most wouldn’t have hesitated to take the offer.”


He nods, a chuckle escaping him, but his eyes linger on my chest a moment too long. I frown slightly, wondering if deep down, that’s what he really craves, or if he’s just compelled to do ‘the right thing.’


Hesitating, I say, “You know, you don’t have to play the hero here, Mark. If you don’t want to…”


He swallows hard, his gaze flickering with uncertainty. That’s all the confirmation I need. I step closer, letting my powers subtly enhance my bust and hips, making them even more voluptuous. “So, Mark,” I purr, my voice dropping an octave, “what do you really, really want right now? Because whatever it is, that’s exactly what I’m here to give you.”


I can’t help but laugh at his hesitation, the way he’s practically devouring me with his eyes while trying to play the knight in shining armor. “Mark, let’s get one thing straight,” I start, my tone laced with the raw frankness I’m known for. “What I want is what you want. If you want to play the nice guy and help me get back to my old self, then that’s what we’ll do. And sure, my old self will be damn grateful. But if you want to explore this body, to enjoy it… well, that’s a job for my new self.”


I lean in closer, my green eyes locking with his. “You’ve got a choice here, and it’s not one to take lightly. Get me back to normal, and it’s back to your everyday life. But if you take me, keep me as yours, I’ll be just that—yours. No questions asked.”


He’s visibly conflicted, the right and wrong waging war in his head. I place my hand on his chest, feeling the rapid beat of his heart. “Remember, I’m not here to judge you,” I assure him, my voice a purr of temptation. “No one else knows what’s going on here. It’s your choice, and there won’t be any negative repercussions. If you help me, I’ll be grateful and out of your hair. If you don’t…” I trail off, letting the implication hang in the air.


I watch the struggle in his eyes, the way his gaze flicks down to my now even more pronounced cleavage. I’ve made my point clear—it’s entirely up to him. Whatever he decides, I’m at peace with it. Because right now, I’m not just Volt Vixen; I’m his to command.


There’s a heaviness in the air as Mark collapses onto his ratty old couch, his eyes still locked on me. He rubs the back of his neck, looking for all the world like he’s trying to solve the most complicated puzzle of his life.


“If—if—I decided to keep you,” he stresses the word, “we don’t even know if this thing is permanent. I don’t want to be on the receiving end of a super-powered ass-kicking if you suddenly snap out of it.”


He’s got a point. I cross my arms and lean against the doorframe, mulling it over. “You’re right. It’s a risk. Dr. Mind’s rays are notorious for being… sticky. They tend to leave a lasting impression unless they’re properly reversed. But to be sure, I could track down the exact ray that hit me, get my hands on it. Hell,” I pause, the idea solidifying in my mind, “if you want, I could even bring it back here. You could use it on me some more… or on someone else if that’s your thing.”


I can practically see the wheels turning in his head, the concept both terrifying and tantalizing him. His gaze flits between my eyes and the full swell of my breasts, the internal struggle playing out across his face.


It’s clear as day—he wants me. But the fear of the unknown, of the consequences, it’s got him by the balls. When he finally admits it, voice barely above a whisper, “I… I want you, but I’m scared,” I can’t help but step forward, closing the space between us.


“Mark, you can keep me. I’m here, telling you to take what you want. And sure, maybe I’ve been brainwashed to want it, but the fact is, I want what you want. If you want me, I want you to have me. Simple as fuck!”


Mark’s chuckle cuts through the tension like a knife through butter, his gaze still roaming over the curves of my body. “So, what now?” he asks, a twinkle of mischief in his eyes. It’s obvious he’s savoring the thought of all the things he could do with me.


I can’t help but smirk, leaning back against the wall with a playful glint in my eye. “Well, you’ve got options, Mark. You could have me as your cute girlfriend, though ‘cute’ ain’t exactly my style, but I can fucking learn. Or I could be your personal fuck toy—yeah, I’m a lesbian, but for you, I’ll make an exception. Hell, I could be both, or neither. Want me to dress up as a French maid and lick the floor—or your cock—clean? It’s all on the table, whatever you want.”


He stares at me for a long, silent moment, his decision hanging in the air. Then, with a voice that’s more command than question, he finally says, “Get naked. Blow me.”


I ain’t turned on, and to be honest, the guy doesn’t do a thing for me, but this is what he wants, so it’s what I’m going to give him. With a thought, my clothes ripple and disappear, my body now bare before him. I reach for his pants, fumbling a bit as I pull his cock out. It’s not a task I’m used to, but his growing arousal makes things easier.


Bending down, I wrap my lips around him, taking him into my mouth. My movements are clumsy, inexperienced, but I’m driven by the desire to please him. I use my tongue awkwardly, trying to remember how those porn scenes go, all the while feeling his hands thread through my spiked hair, urging me on.


I work diligently on his shaft, using my mouth and tongue to coax him closer to the edge. It doesn’t take long before he’s there, his body tensing and a low groan escaping his lips as he blows his load. His cum splatters across my tits, warm and sticky against my skin. As he pants, trying to catch his breath, I feel nothing but satisfaction. It’s like the end of a mission well done—another task checked off the list.


I sit back on my heels, looking up at him as he slumps further into the couch, spent and still in a bit of shock from the experience. I can’t help but smirk. “Not too bad for a first-timer, huh?” I quip, my voice dripping with the same confidence I’d use when I’ve just kicked some villain’s ass. My body feels a strange kind of triumph, a sense of accomplishment in fulfilling his desire. I’m Volt Vixen, hero of the night, but in this moment, I’m whatever the hell he wants me to be—and I’m damn good at it.


Mark lets out a laugh, a sound that seems to ease the remaining tension in the room. “Never thought something like this would ever happen to me,” he says, shaking his head in disbelief, though his hungry eyes never stray far from the sight of my cum-splattered tits.


I grin back at him, wiping a stray streak of cum from my skin. “Neither did I, but I gotta say, I hope you’re enjoying the perks of your new… acquisition,” I quip, my voice dripping with that dark humor of mine.


We hold each other’s gaze, the weight of our bizarre situation settling around us like a thick fog. It’s a strange kind of understanding, a silent agreement that we’re both just trying to navigate this fucked-up turn of events.


Then, the sharp beep of my communicator cuts through the silence. I don’t move, just let it ring out. I explain to Mark, “That’s my call to go play hero. Save the day, all that shit.” But I don’t budge, waiting for his command, showing him the ball’s in his court now.


He nods, a serious look crossing his face. “Go,” he says firmly. “If we’re gonna do… whatever this is, we can’t raise suspicions. Keep doing your superhero thing.”


As I’m about to leave, he throws me a curveball. “Were you serious about that girlfriend experience you mentioned?” he asks, a curious tilt to his voice.


I chuckle, “Hell yeah, I was serious. Why?”


He fidgets with his glasses, then admits, “Got a family gathering this weekend. Showing up with a hot girl like you would blow their damn minds.”


I laugh, loud and genuine. “I’d be glad to blow their minds—and anything else that needs blowing,” I say with a wink. I jot down my private number, slide it across the table to him. “Remember, I’m yours. Whatever, whenever.” With one last smirk, I turn on my heel and head out to save the day, leaving behind a man with the power to call on Volt Vixen for whatever his heart—or other parts—desires.
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Chapter 2 : Behind the Curtains


Back at the lair, the high-tech fortress I call my second home, the walls hum with the energy of a place built for a superhero. It’s all sleek metal and glass, the epitome of modern design, with more gadgets than a tech convention. My personal sanctuary is rigged with the best tech money can’t buy—stolen right from under the noses of villains like Dr. Mind.


I try to decompress, flipping through the arsenal of weapons, but my mind’s stuck on that damn ray and the nerdy guy with his sweater vest and scared-shitless eyes. I should be trying to figure out how to shake this feeling, but the truth is, I don’t want to. There’s something thrilling about this unexpected twist, even if it’s not by my own choosing.


That’s when Sienna, my fiery red-headed assistant and sometimes bed-warmer, saunters in. “You look like you’ve been zapped by more than just electricity, Kat,” she observes, her voice laced with concern. Sienna’s a stunner, with curves in all the right places, and legs that could strangle a man—if she wanted.


I grunt, feeling her soft hands on my skin as she tends to a cut on my arm. “Just another day at the office,” I mutter, not meeting her gaze.


She’s not buying it. “Bullshit. You’ve got that look… the one you get when something’s eating at you. That fight with Dr. Mind mess with your head?”


I hesitate, the words catching in my throat. Telling her means admitting that I’m not entirely my own anymore, but the idea of denying Mark his ‘possession’ feels wrong—like I’d be betraying some sacred pact I didn’t even sign up for. “It’s nothing,” I lie, my voice flat. “Just tired, is all.”


Sienna narrows her eyes, not convinced, but she lets it go—for now. “Alright, but if that mad scientist scrambled your brains, we’ll need to fix it. I’m not sharing my bed with some puppet.”


I smirk, the irony not lost on me. Here she is, worried about mind control, while I’m sitting here, fully aware that my head’s been fucked with, yet unwilling to do anything about it. Because somewhere out there is a dork named Mark, and my fucked-up brain has decided he’s the one I belong to. And the craziest part? I’m okay with it.


Sienna’s fingers linger with a touch more purpose than necessary, tracing the line of my collarbone. I lean into it for a moment, craving the familiar comfort of her touch, the heat that always seems to radiate from her skin. But as she leans in, aiming to close the distance between us with lips that promise nothing but sin, I find myself pulling back. The thought of Mark’s unknown desires halts me, and I hate that it does.


“Kat, what’s the matter?” Sienna’s voice is laced with a mix of confusion and hurt as she steps back, her fiery eyes searching mine for answers.


“I—I can’t,” I stammer, the words foreign as they leave my lips. “It’s just… not the right time.”


She folds her arms, her gaze narrowing. “Since when do you back out of a good time? That’s not the Kat I know.”


I run a hand through my spiked hair, struggling to keep my composure. “Look, I’m fine, really. The fight just took it out of me more than I thought,” I lie, my voice carrying an edge of frustration.


Concern flickers across Sienna’s face, but she nods slowly, giving me space. “Alright, if you say so. But if you need to talk about whatever’s going on in that head of yours, I’m here.”


I manage a half-smirk, appreciating her presence even if I can’t indulge in it right now. “Thanks, Sienna. But could you do something for me? There’s this… hostage from today, Mark. Can you dig up some info on him? I want to make sure Dr. Mind hasn’t got any lingering hooks in him.”


Her brow quirks up, a silent question hanging in the air. “You think he’s involved with Mind?”


Shit. I’m too quick to dispel that, nearly tripping over my own words. “No! No, just being thorough. Just a civilian caught in the crossfire.”


She eyes me for a moment longer before nodding. “Alright, I’ll see what I can find.”


With that settled, I make my way upstairs to my private quarters, feeling the weight of my own duplicity. I need to figure out what the hell I’m going to do about Mark—and this bizarre allegiance my mind’s sworn to him.


Holed up in my lair, the night drags on as I wrestle with the twisted web my mind’s become. The sane part of me wants to break free, to tell Sienna to fix whatever Dr. Mind’s ray fucked up inside my head. But the rest of me? It’s fiercely against the idea, clinging to the new sense of purpose that’s latched onto my psyche.


What does a guy like Mark even want from someone like me? He could be asexual for all I know, but I’m not naive. As a shapeshifter, I’ve seen the filthy fantasies plastered online—lewd drawings and stories about me bending over, tits bouncing, as some faceless fanboy fucks me from behind, or the requests for custom “fan service” where I morph into their favorite celebrity. It used to disgust me, knowing these pervs were jerking off to the thought of my abilities being used for their pleasure.


Now, I find myself chuckling at the irony—the only one who might get to live out that fantasy is Mark, that lucky son of a bitch. The realization shocks me to my core. I’m a lesbian; I’ve never given a second thought to some random guy’s dick. But the thought that if Mark wants to fuck me, I’d spread my legs for him without question, sends a twisted thrill down my spine.


Opening the file Sienna sent over, I scan Mark’s profile. Painfully normal, painfully nerdy. But it doesn’t matter. His desires are now my priority. I note his address, determination setting in. He’s about to find out he’s the proud owner of a sexy super.


Transforming my appearance, I choose a form that’s smoking hot—a body with curves for days, long, flowing hair, and a tight dress that leaves little to the imagination—yet still a far cry from my true self. Got to keep my identity safe, unless Mark says otherwise.


Stepping out into the night, I make my way to Mark’s address, ready to deliver the news. He’s about to discover just how lucky he is.
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When a ray accidentally turns shapeshifting superhero Volt Vixen into a loyal plaything for a random nerd, he seizes the power to build a harem of superwomen.

    
    





Chapter 1 : Unintended Target


I’m in the thick of it, the lab’s air crackling with the tension of the standoff. Dr. Mind, that mad fucker with his delusions of grandeur, is aiming his latest mind-control ray at me, but I’ve danced this dance before. Each time the ray zaps towards me, I’m already elsewhere, my body pulsing with each surge of electricity I command to aid my movements. The hostages are cowering behind whatever cover they can find, but my focus is on taking this bastard down.


I’ve always had a knack for reading my opponent’s next move, and Dr. Mind’s no exception. He’s predictable, arrogant. I dodge another ray, closing in on him, my muscles coiled tight. As I launch forward, my fist connects with his jaw in a satisfying crunch. He stumbles back, but as I move to deliver the final blow, a sharp sting hits me. It’s like a sonic boom in my mind, disorienting, dizzying, but I push through it, using the momentum to send him sprawling to the ground with a heavy thud.


Shaking off the confusion, my eyes scan the room, and that’s when I see him—just a nerdy guy, nothing remarkable, but our eyes lock and something inside me shifts. I can’t explain it, but I know I belong to him. It’s as if I’ve been claimed, and every fiber of my being accepts it without question. I’m still Volt Vixen, strong and defiant, but now there’s this undeniable truth settling in my chest. A smirk plays on my lips, a mix of bemusement and acceptance, as I stand tall amidst the chaos, a new kind of electricity coursing through me.


With Dr. Mind knocked out cold on the ground, I make a quick call to the cavalry. “Clean up on aisle five,” I mutter into the comm, knowing they’ll be here to mop up the mess. I can still feel the effects of whatever the hell hit me, but I keep it together, focusing on the task at hand.


Stealing glances at the nerd, I take in his features: a mop of untidy brown hair, glasses that have seen better days, and a sweater vest that screams ‘I spend my Friday nights with a chessboard.’ Not my type, not by a long mile—hell, the ladies are more my speed. But there’s this gnawing sense of belonging to him that’s hard to shake off. It’s like a fucking leash around my neck, invisible but palpable.


Once I’ve made sure Dr. Mind’s tech is neutralized, I stride over to the hostages. “All clear, folks. The boys in blue will be here to take statements and all that jazz.” My voice is steady, betraying none of the inner turmoil. I’m all professional on the outside, but inside, there’s a storm brewing.


Approaching the nerd, I keep my tone casual. “Hey, you holding up okay?” I ask, my voice tinged with that usual rasp of mine.


He’s all jittery, eyes wide behind those thick lenses. “Y-yeah, thanks to you. I’m Mark,” he stutters out, still shaken from the ordeal.


“Vixen,” I reply with a nod, keeping it short. “Stay safe, Mark. And, uh, nice job not getting your mind zapped.”


He gives me a small, grateful smile, and I can’t help but feel a tug in my chest. Shit, am I actually feeling protective over this guy?


With sirens wailing in the distance, I slip away, my mind a whirlwind of confusion. I’ve got to get back to my lair and figure out what the fuck just happened to me. But deep down, I know I’ll be seeing Mark again—that much is clear as day.
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Chapter 6 : Turning the Tables


Stealthily, I make my way back to my lair, slipping through the secret entrance with the grace of a shadow. I pause, scanning the darkened space for any sign of Sienna, but it’s clear. She’s not here.


I move to the secure vault where I keep the more dangerous toys, the ones pilfered from defeated villains. There it is, among the other sinister devices, the ray that Dr. Mind had intended to use on me. I pick up the accompanying note, the words a stark reminder of my current predicament. The device is designed to rewire neural pathways, creating unwavering loyalty to the first person the affected individual locks eyes with. The irony isn’t lost on me; I could’ve been Dr. Mind’s puppet, but fate had other plans. Instead, Mark was the beneficiary of my unintended gaze.


A trap. That’s what I need for Sienna. But how? How do I arrange for her to look into Mark’s eyes after she’s been hit with the ray? The logistics are a nightmare, and I’m not one for patience.


As I grasp the ray, preparing to leave and concoct some sort of plan, an unexpected hiss cuts through the silence, and a tranquilizer arrow lodges itself into the wall beside my head. I jump back, electricity crackling around my fists as I prepare for a fight.


I dodge another arrow, my body crackling with energy, a snarl twisting my lips. Sienna’s out for blood, or more accurately, out to put me to sleep. But my mind’s a fortress now, fortified by the will imposed by the ray. I can’t let her undo what’s been done; can’t let her free me from Mark’s hold. I need it. I want it. Does it matter that my desires are artificial? Not anymore.


“Sienna, stand down!” I shout, ducking behind a steel worktable as another tranquilizer arrow whizzes past. “This isn’t you!”


She replies with another shot, her voice echoing through the lair. “I’m saving you from yourself, Kat!”


It’s a dance of sparks and shadows, my electricity against her stealth. But I’ve got an ace up my sleeve. I catch a glimpse of her fiery hair through a gap in the equipment, and I don’t hesitate. I aim the ray, my finger twitching on the trigger, and let loose a burst of light.


Silence falls. A soft curse breaks it. “Shit…”


“Ready to stand down now?” I call out, peering cautiously from my cover.


Her voice comes, tinged with confusion. “Do you… want me to?”


“Yes, Sienna. I want you to surrender,” I reply, my tone firm yet laced with an undercurrent of sympathy.


A pause, then the sound of metal clattering to the ground. Sienna steps into the light, her weapon abandoned, her posture resigned. “Is this how it’s been with Mark? You just… wanting to do whatever he wants?”


I nod, a smirk playing on my lips. “It’s not that bad, really. It’s been… fun.”


She doesn’t look convinced. “You only think that ’cause the ray fucked with your head.”


I meet her gaze, my own eyes steady. “Does it matter? If what I want is because of the ray, does it change the fact that I want it?” I pause, letting the weight of my words sink in.


She frowns, a conflict playing out behind those once fierce, now subdued eyes. A sigh escapes her, and she nods. “I guess it doesn’t…”

    
    
Author Note:


If you wish to support my work or are eager to discover the next chapters before everyone else, feel free to purchase the complete ebook of The Loyalty Ray. Feel free to check my other published stories as well!

    
  
Story: Loyalty Ray
Author: Dominic H. Hugh



← 6 of 18 →

What’s New ·
Titles ·
Authors ·
Categories  ·
Readers’ Picks ·
FAQ ·
The Garden of MC ·
MC Forum
Hosting generously provided by Daphne’s Fantasies

The Erotic Mind-Control Story Archive

What’s New ·
Titles ·
Authors ·
Categories  ·
Readers’ Picks ·
FAQ ·
The Garden of MC ·
MC Forum
Story: Loyalty Ray
Author: Dominic H. Hugh



← 7 of 18 →



    
Title: Loyalty Ray

Author: Dominic H. Hugh






Chapter 7 : Trouble in Paradise


As Mark steps into my lair, a place he’s never been before, I can see the curiosity light up his eyes. I greet him with a kiss, one that’s more for him than for me, but it doesn’t feel wrong. Not anymore. My hands roam over his back, pulling him close because he wants it, and I’m here to please.


Sienna’s standing off to the side, her arms crossed, her face a mask of anger and betrayal. She starts to lay into him, spewing accusations about manipulation and abuse. But with a sharp “Shut up, Sienna,” her rant cuts off mid-sentence, and she falls silent, head bowed obediently. She’s under the ray’s influence now, compelled to obey me, to want what I want.


I turn to Mark, my gaze apologetic. “This wasn’t the plan. I wanted to make her yours, but it didn’t work out that way.”


He mulls over the situation, running a hand through his hair. “So, she’s still going to do what you want, even knowing that you’re doing what I want?”


“Exactly,” I confirm, and I can see him relax a little at that.


His eyes slide over to Sienna, who’s watching us with a mix of disgust and resignation. As Mark approaches, she tenses, her frown deepening. He pauses before her and says, “Get naked.”


Sienna’s refusal is immediate, her voice laced with anger. But I’m here to give Mark what he wants, and if it’s Sienna’s compliance he desires, then that’s what he’ll get. “Sienna, do as he says,” I command, my voice firm.


Her face is a storm of fury, but she can’t resist the order. She strips, her movements sharp and reluctant. Her clothes fall to the floor, revealing the pale skin and fiery curls that cascade down her back. Her breasts are full, her nipples hard with either anger or arousal, maybe both. Her curves are more pronounced in the light, her hips leading down to long legs and a neatly trimmed pubic mound. She stands there, exposed and fuming, yet there’s a glimmer of something else in her eyes—a hint of the obedience that’s been forced upon her.


Mark’s gaze lingers on Sienna’s naked form, and I can tell he’s more than just admiring her. He turns back to me, a question in his eye. “Maybe you should explain to her what you want now.”


I understand what he’s getting at and can’t help but smirk, already a step ahead. I walk over to Sienna, taking my time to appreciate the curves and valleys of her body. I’m not into Mark, but Sienna? She’s always been able to stir something fierce within me. And I can’t help but hope Mark’s into the idea of a threesome.


“Sienna,” I start, my tone gentle but firm, “I want to serve Mark, to be whatever he wants, and to protect him from any threat. And maybe, if he’s into it, for you to join in on the fun.”


Sienna’s eyes, a mix of anger and confusion, search my face, but as my words sink in, I watch her body relax. “If you want to please and serve Mark, then I want to help you do it,” she says, her voice softening.


She lets out a resigned sigh, a glint of her old humor flickering to life. “Well, if Mark’s game, I sure wouldn’t mind joining in. I am bi, after all. Might even enjoy it more than you.”


Mark’s arms are folded as he watches Sienna, and I can tell he’s trying to piece together the situation. “Does anyone else know about… this?” he gestures vaguely, his eyes flicking between Sienna and me.


Sienna shifts, her nakedness almost forgotten in the gravity of the moment. She’s less hesitant than before, probably because she knows I want to please Mark, and because I’ve told her to obey him. “I… I may have mentioned to Clonica that Kat could be compromised,” she admits, her voice steadier than I expected. “Wasn’t specific, though. Just that she might have been hit by a mind-control ray. I was supposed to get back to her with more info.”


I feel a twinge of concern at the mention of Clonica. “We should probably make sure Clonica is on our side then,” I warn Mark. “She’s part of a big league of supers, and if word gets out…”


Sienna can’t help herself, a joke slipping out despite everything. “Mark might enjoy fucking Clonica and all her clones, though,” she says, her sarcasm tinged with a hint of seriousness. “Imagine the possibilities…”


I can feel my cheeks heat up with excitement at the thought, and I’m not ashamed to admit it. “I wouldn’t mind being a part of that,” I say, a little breathless.


Sienna looks at me, a slow smile spreading across her face. “Neither would I, honestly.”


Mark rubs his chin, clearly conflicted. “Using the ray on someone else again… I don’t know.” But there’s a gleam in his eyes as he imagines it—Sienna, Clonica, her clones, and me. “But I can’t say the idea doesn’t have its… appeal.”


Sienna nods, her determination cutting through the tension in the air. “I’ll contact Clonica and set up a meeting here,” she says, her voice steadier now, a testament to her resolve. “All you have to do is stay hidden with the ray, hit her as she comes in, and make sure Mark is the first person she sees after that. If we play this right, I don’t expect any problems.”


I give her a sharp nod of approval. I can’t help but let my gaze linger on her body; her curves are even more enticing when she’s standing there, so defiant yet so under my influence. She catches me staring and quirks a brow, a playful smirk on her lips. “Is there something you want from me, Kat?”


Her question hangs in the air, and Mark lets out a low chuckle. “What is it that you want from Sienna?” he asks, his tone laced with amusement.


For a moment, I’m caught off guard, unsure. I’m supposed to want what Mark wants, but he’s giving me the reins. “Well,” I say, my voice thick with a newfound authority, “I wouldn’t mind seeing Sienna on her knees, her head between my legs. Usually, she’s the one calling the shots, but I’d be lying if I said I didn’t want to flip the script.”


Sienna’s eyes glint with a mix of surprise and eagerness. “I’m more than receptive to that idea,” she responds, her voice a sultry purr.


Mark leans back against a console, his interest clearly piqued. “Then by all means, proceed. Just make sure I have a good view.” His words send a thrill through me, and I’m ready to take full advantage of this unexpected turn of events.


I watch Sienna, her bare skin glowing in the dim light of the lair, and I can feel the electricity crackling at my fingertips. She’s always been a force to reckon with, but now, she’s mine to command. As I approach her, I see the hunger in her eyes—the desire to please me, to do whatever I want, much like my own need to serve Mark.


“Get on your knees,” I command, my voice laced with authority. With a quick, obedient nod, Sienna sinks to the floor before me. I can’t help but shift forms, my clothes melting away and my body responding to the pleasure of control and the anticipation of what’s to come. My breasts swell slightly larger, my hips widen, and my thighs become even more toned, a physical manifestation of my arousal.


As Sienna’s mouth finds my wetness, I throw my head back, moaning at the contact. Her tongue is eager and skilled, swirling around my clit with a fervor that sends jolts of pleasure through my body. I glance over at Mark, who’s settled into a chair, his hand wrapped around his hardening cock, and I know I have to put on a show for him.


“Yes, just like that,” I groan, as Sienna’s lips envelop me, sucking gently. I can feel my form flicker and shift with each wave of ecstasy—my hair growing longer and then shortening, my skin taking on a golden sheen before returning to its sun-kissed hue. All the while, I maintain my focus on Mark, watching him stroke himself, a grin spreading across his face.


“Fuck, that’s it, Sienna,” I pant, my hands finding her head, guiding her movements to match the rhythm that I crave. Her submission to my will, her desire to please me—it’s intoxicating, and I can feel the climax building within me, a storm ready to break.


As the waves of ecstasy crash through me, my form flickers uncontrollably, echoing the intensity of my climax. My body shifts like the surface of a pond caught in a storm, my breasts swelling and shrinking, my hips widening then narrowing, my face cycling through expressions of pleasure. I ride out the orgasm, each shift bringing a fresh wave until I finally steady, panting and spent.


Looking up, I catch Mark’s smirk, his hand moving steadily over his cock. “Need any help with that?” I tease, my voice husky from my exertions.


He nods, the corners of his mouth quirking up further. I start to move towards him, but then I pause, glancing back at Sienna. “Actually, Mark, do you want her to take care of you?” My voice is thick with suggestion and newfound power.


His eyes glint with approval, and he confirms, “Yeah, I’d like that.”


Turning to Sienna, I command with a wicked pleasure, “Suck his cock, Sienna.” She doesn’t hesitate, moving towards Mark with a readiness that belies her earlier reluctance. Kneeling before him, she takes his length into her mouth, her eyes locked on mine. She’s not enjoying this as much as she did with me, that much is clear, but the desire to please me overrides everything else.


Mark groans as Sienna works him, her mouth warm and inviting. She’s good at this, her tongue swirling around the head, her lips tight as she takes him deeper. I watch, a thrill running through me at the sight. Mark’s breath hitches, his hips bucking slightly into her mouth, and I know he’s close. With a final, deep suck, he comes, his seed spilling into Sienna’s mouth. She swallows it down, meeting my gaze with a mix of defiance and submission.


Mark leans back, a self-satisfied smirk playing on his lips. “This is going to be a hell of a lot of fun, owning you both,” he says with a chuckle, his eyes roaming over Sienna and me.


Sienna’s quick to correct him, her tone firm yet resigned. “You don’t own me, Kat does.”


I can’t help but let out a laugh at Sienna’s defiance. Stepping behind her, I wrap an arm around her waist and pull her back against me. “Actually, sweetheart,” I whisper into her ear, “Mark owns you. Because what’s mine is his.”


Sienna lets out a long sigh, her body relaxing against mine as she accepts the new reality. “Fine,” she mutters, and I can feel Mark’s eyes on us, taking in the sight with glee.
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Chapter 8 : Double the Trouble


Perched in the shadows, I meld my form into the darkness, my body slimmed and stretched to minimize my presence. The room below, vast and dimly lit, is the perfect stage for our trap. Sienna, acting the part of the dutiful assistant, is already downstairs, her voice carrying up to me as she invites Clonica in.


“Come in and wait here, I’ll be right back,” Sienna says, a hint of urgency in her voice to sell the ruse.


From my vantage point, I watch Clonica enter, her youthful Asian features partially concealed by a light mask that does little to hide her cuteness. She’s thin, but there are curves where they count, accentuated by her tight superhero costume—a splash of vibrant colors against her petite frame.


Mark, trying to play it cool, greets her with a nervous, “Hi there.”


Clonica’s eyes narrow, her gaze darting around the room. “Who the hell are you?” she asks, her voice sharpened with suspicion. She takes a step back, and I can tell she’s putting the pieces together, her instincts screaming trap.


Before she can react, I take aim and fire. The ray hits her square in the back, and she groans, spinning with a fighter’s grace, ready to lash out. But then her eyes meet Mark’s, and I see the fight leave her body, her shoulders slumping even as she breathes out a defeated “fuck…”


Riding high on the thrill of another successful strike, I start to climb down to meet my new partner in crime. Suddenly, my body is slammed against the hard metal of the catwalk, the ray clattering away from my grasp. Dazed, I look up into the furious eyes of another Clonica, this one having snuck up behind me unnoticed.


“Didn’t expect me, did you?” she spits, her voice thick with anger. And just like that, our plan’s gone to shit.


Pinned beneath Clonica’s grip, my mind raced for a solution. I tried to shift my form — to slip away or overpower her — but she anticipated my every move. Then, in a split second, the single Clonica before me became many, her body duplicating itself with a series of rapid pops that echoed through the room. I was now held down by a sea of identical, determined faces.


But the chaos didn’t end there. The Clonica we zapped downstairs appeared at the bottom of the stairwell, wearing a conflicted frown as she surveyed the scene. “What the hell are you doing?” one of the clones holding me down demanded, her voice sharp with confusion.


The shot Clonica hesitated, then stepped back, her form quivering as if she was fighting an internal battle. Suddenly, she duplicated herself, creating more clones that immediately turned on the original ones. The room erupted into a brawl, Clonica against Clonica, as they grappled with the impossibility of their own disobedience.


I seized the opportunity, wriggling free from the distracted clones. “Mark, get to safety!” I yelled, spotting the ray gun on the floor. I snatched it up, ready to fire into the fray. But I hesitated, a wild idea forming. What if I shot some clones and they looked at themselves instead of Mark? Would they want to obey themselves?


The room’s a fucking mess, bodies of Clonicas strewn about like ragdolls at a toddler’s tea party. It’s a surreal sight, each one a mirror image of the other, some still, others squirming under the weight of their victorious counterparts. I can’t tell which side’s come out on top until one of the Clonicas yells out, her voice slicing through the chaos, “Someone bring that boy and the fucking ray gun over here!”


That’s my cue; the Mark-loyal Clonica has won the clone wars. I descend the stairs, stepping over the fallen, and join the clone holding a couple of her sisters. They’re bruised and battered, but the glare in their eyes screams they ain’t done fighting yet.


I can’t help but ask the obvious. “Why don’t you just merge back with them?” I’m curious, despite the shitstorm we’re in.


The Clonica with a grip on her sisters snorts, her usual crass tone laced with annoyance. “Usually I would, but since these bitches haven’t been hit by the ray or ain’t clones of those who have been, I can’t tell if I’d be a mindless drone or a rebel afterward.”


I nod, understanding the dilemma. The clone’s got a point — fuse with an unaffected version, and she’s gambling with her own compliance. Ain’t that a bitch.


Sienna arrives, almost dragging a slightly rattled Mark back into the room. He’s got that ‘I just dodged a bullet’ look plastered all over his face, but he’s unharmed. I grab him by the arm and position him in front of the unconverted Clonicas, their wrists and ankles held tight by their once-sisters-now-masters.


“Alright, eyes on the prize, ladies,” I bark, leveling the ray gun at each of them in turn. The loyal Clonicas make damn sure Mark’s mug is the first thing they see when the ray’s effects kick in. One of them’s a real fighter, clamping her eyes shut, so we have to pry her eyelids open, Clockwork Orange style. It’s a bitch, but once she catches sight of Mark, her body goes slack, another puppet added to the collection.


When the dust settles, there’s a grim sort of silence. The surviving Clonicas survey the carnage, their crude humor breaking through the grim reality. “Well, fuck me sideways,” one of them mutters with a twisted grin, “never thought I’d be offing myself today.”


Another clone, less battle-worn than the rest, saunters over to Mark. She cocks a brow and says with a smirk, “If you were looking for a harem, you just hit the motherfucking jackpot, didn’t you?”


Mark, looking like he’s not sure whether to laugh or bolt, just nods, his eyes wide with a mix of fear and fascination. Yeah, this is one for the history books, alright.


Merging back into one, Clonica looks like a patchwork of all the survivors, her costume torn and cobbled together. She stands there, catching her breath, and runs a hand over the fabric, smoothing down the creases. “Well, shit, that was one fucked-up ordeal,” she mutters, her voice a mix of awe and disgust at the trap she’d walked into.


She turns to Mark, her posture straightening as she gets down to business. “So what now, boss? You wanna fuck me to celebrate your big win, or we doin’ this after dessert?” Her crude words hang in the air, a challenge and an offer all rolled into one.


Mark seems to relax a fraction, a tempted look crossing his face. But before he can answer, Sienna, who’s only answering to my commands, speaks up with a smirk. “Maybe let’s not roll around in the remains of the clone massacre? How ’bout we clean up this goddamn mess first?”


I can’t help but let out a dark chuckle at Sienna’s practicality. The place does look like a twisted crime scene from a superhero slasher flick. Cleaning up is the last thing I want to do, but she’s got a point. We’ve got a shit-ton of work to do before anyone’s getting their rocks off.


Clonica’s gaze is locked onto Mark, waiting for his command with a level of seriousness that nearly mirrors my own. I catch a flicker of something in her eyes, a reflection of my own reality, and I can’t help but wonder if that’s the same look others see in me when I’m waiting on Mark’s words.


And sure enough, when Mark takes in the disaster around us and nods, “Yeah, cleaning up first sounds like a good plan,” Clonica doesn’t hesitate. She sighs, her body tensing as she gears up to duplicate herself again. The effort seems to drain her, and only a handful of clones materialize with visible strain.


“I’m out of fucking juice,” she announces, her voice edged with fatigue. “I won’t be making more clones, so you all might wanna give me a hand.” She throws a glance at Sienna and me, a smirk pulling at her lips despite the exhaustion. “Guess the biggest superhero orgy of all time will have to wait until I’ve recovered from being turned into a nerd’s fuck toy by some of my most trusted friends.”


Her comment hangs in the air, laced with amusement and a hint of bitterness. It’s a messed-up situation, alright, but we’re all in it together now. And as much as the idea of an all-out super-powered fuckfest tickles my fancy, duty calls. We’ve got a lair to clean and a fresh heap of complications to sort through.


We finally get the lair looking like less of a superhero graveyard, and Mark’s looking around, probably wondering if he’s got some kind of cleanup crew superpower he never knew about. “What about the bodies?” he asks, that worried crease back between his brows.


Sienna, ever the one to cut through the bullshit, just pats his shoulder. “Don’t you worry your pretty little head about that.”


The Clonicas circle him like sharks with a smile. They’re throwing out offers left and right, each one cruder and more tempting than the last. Mark goes all shades of red, looking like he might just implode from the indecent proposals.


“Hey, relax,” One Clonica tells him, her voice dripping with that raw, vulgar charm she’s known for. “Whatever you want, we’re here to provide. Ain’t our first rodeo, you know.”


She’s right; Clonica’s reputation as the not-so-saintly superheroine precedes her, and now she’s got a twinkle in her eye that says she’s all in. One clone pipes up, “At least now you’ve got all of us focused on one man.” Another chimes in, “Unless you’re looking to add more to the party?”


Mark just scoffs and shakes his head. “I’m straight,” he says, which gets a shrug and a laugh from the third Clonica. “Your loss, buddy. But hey,” she looks around at her other selves, “does fucking your own clones count as being gay or just an advanced form of masturbation?”


The room erupts in laughter, and I can’t help but join in. It’s fucked up, it’s insane, but it’s our reality now. As the laughter dies down, I lean against the wall, letting my mind wander to the thought of Clonica joining us. The idea sends a jolt of anticipation through me, and I know damn well I’d enjoy every twisted second of it.
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Chapter 9 : The Ultimate Reward


The air in my bedroom is thick with lust, charged with the kind of raw, sexual electricity that could power a city. Mark’s sprawled out on the bed, his naked body a canvas for our debauchery. One of Clonica’s clones is straddling his face, her hips grinding against his mouth, while another is on her knees between his legs, her head bobbing eagerly as she sucks his cock. The sounds of wet, sloppy pleasure fill the room, mingled with Mark’s muffled moans.


On the side of the bed, two more clones of Clonica are wrapped around each other, their naked bodies pressed tight in a heated make-out session. Their hands roam freely, exploring each other with an intensity that’s fucking captivating.


And me? I’m right by Mark’s side, my own enlarged tits—thanks to a little shapeshifting—pressed against his arm, brushing against his skin with every breath I take. Sienna, that diligent little minx, is nestled between my thighs, her tongue working me over with a fervor that’s got me biting my lip to keep from screaming.


Pleasure rips through me as Sienna’s relentless tongue brings me to climax. I’m panting, my body still quivering with the aftershocks when I hear Mark’s breath hitch. It’s the cue we’d all been waiting for. The Clonicas immediately swarm to him, their circle tight around his throbbing cock. They take turns, their tongues flicking over the head, their hands a blur of movement as they stroke him, each one eager to coax out his release.


Sienna glances at me, a hint of reluctance in her eyes. I lock eyes with her, my gaze stern. “Do as you’re told,” I remind her firmly. She’s not under Mark’s spell, but she answers to me, and I intend to make damn sure she follows through on what he, what we, want. She nods, understanding her place, and joins the circle.


As the six of us—Sienna, the Clonicas, and I—focus on the task at hand, Mark finally tips over the edge. His cum jets out, thick ropes that we play up for all it’s worth. We make a show of it, our laughter and moans mixing as we share and savor his release, ensuring it’s a spectacle hot enough to sear into anyone’s memory.


Merging back into one, Clonica stands there, glistening with sweat, the very image of debauched satisfaction. She lets out a throaty chuckle and throws us a look that’s pure sin. “Fuck, I’ve still got a whole list of dirty positions we haven’t tried yet,” she says, her voice thick with promise.


As Sienna gets off the bed, there’s a flash of annoyance flickering across her face, but it’s quickly masked by compliance. She’s here for me, after all, and whatever I want, she’s going to deliver. Clonica, catching that same look, grins and asks her, “Heading for a shower?” Without waiting for an answer, she adds, “Come on then, I don’t usually do girls but I’m in the mood to see how well you can wash my back.” Sienna’s eyes light up with a mix of relief and anticipation at the prospect of finally getting her own release.


Left in the room with Mark, I watch him, still catching his breath on the bed. I let out a low, satisfied smirk. “So, are you happy with how things turned out?” I ask him, my voice a purr of dark amusement.


He nods, a lazy smile spreading across his face. “Yeah, I am,” he replies, then his eyes meet mine, a new depth to his gaze. “But what about you, Kat? Are you?”


I open my mouth to give him the usual line about my desires being nothing but a reflection of his. But I stop, the words catching in my throat as I actually consider his question. It’s a surprise to even myself when I admit, “You know what? The last few days have been more fun than I’ve had in years. If the ray’s effects were to wear off…” I trail off, my mind racing with the implications. “I… I might actually miss this. Hell, I might even ask to be zapped again.” I shake my head, a wry grin tugging at my lips. “Although, I’m not in any position to know for sure. Life’s a fuckin’ rollercoaster, isn’t it?”


Mark’s laugh is genuine and it eases the tension in the room. “I’m terrified of actual rollercoasters,” he admits, “but this one? I’m all in.”


I can’t help but tease him, “Yeah, you must be, landing a harem of supers like us. You’re one lucky nerd.”


He scoffs, tossing a pillow my way, “Hey, no shame in my game. Being a nerd is my superpower.”


I wince, realizing my jab might have stung deeper than intended. I’m about to make amends when his question catches me off guard. “You ever get into any of this nerd stuff? Battlestar Galactica?”


I grin, playing along. “I’d love to check it out.”


But he’s not buying it, his frown deepening. “Because I want you to, or because you’d actually enjoy it?”


I pause, the answer not as clear-cut as I thought. The silence stretches until he groans, rising from the bed, leaving me alone with my thoughts. Naked and conflicted, I stand and rush after him, shifting into that ‘perfect girlfriend’ look we’d decided on earlier—short red hair, green eyes, and freckles.


“Mark,” I call out, my voice now dripping with that sweet, honey-like quality. “Whether it’s the ray speaking or not, making you happy makes me happy. So why worry about the why?” I give him a playful wink, letting him know that, for now, his desires are my desires.


I watch Mark’s shoulders slump as he tries to express the whirlwind of emotions he’s grappling with. “I mean, I’ve had the most incredible sex with the most powerful and beautiful women in town,” he confesses, his voice a mix of wonder and concern. “But at the end of the day, you’re all here because of that damn ray. You don’t love me by choice.”


I chew on my lip, considering his words before replying. “You know, I think I might actually love you anyway, even without the ray’s effect.” It’s a bold statement, and I’m not entirely sure where it comes from.


Mark scoffs, his skepticism written all over his face. “Come on, Kat. Without the ray, you wouldn’t have given me a second glance. And let’s not forget, you’re into women. At best, we’d be friends—platonic friends.”


We’re in the thick of our disagreement when Sienna and Clonica step out from the bathroom, their smiles wide, especially Sienna’s, who seems to radiate post-orgasmic bliss. They pause, sensing the tension in the room. Mark’s gaze flickers toward them before he shakes his head, “I need some time alone,” he mutters and starts to leave.


Sienna, ever the outspoken one, can’t help but comment. “Always so dramatic, isn’t he?”


Before she can finish, Clonica and I simultaneously give her a silencing glare. “Not another word,” I warn her, my loyalty to Mark, ray-induced or not, kicking in. “He’s had a lot to process, and we should respect that.” Sienna’s mouth snaps shut, and she nods, understanding the unspoken rule between us—Mark’s well-being comes first.


Clonica, with her usual lack of filter, chimes in, her voice dripping with crude humor. “Our situation might seem more fucked up than Mark’s, but at least our brains are wired to accept it without all that moral hand-wringing. All we gotta worry about is keeping his dick happy,” she says with a snort. “Meanwhile, Mark’s gotta deal with the fact he’s got three hot pieces of ass at his beck and call.”


Sienna pipes up, a playful smirk on her lips, “Well, technically, he’s only the owner of two. I belong to our dear Vixen here, not Mark.” She points at me, her eyes glinting with mischief.


I can’t help but laugh, a mix of frustration and amusement bubbling up inside me. “He’s the owner of two and a half, I’d say. Since I’m under his spell, and you’re under mine, Sienna. That makes you at least partially his,” I explain, the absurdity of the situation not lost on me.


Sienna’s sigh is heavy with resignation as she nods, her ever-present desire to please me overriding any reluctance. “Is there anything you want me to do right now? Something that’s not coming from Mark?” she asks, her gaze searching mine for an answer.


I can’t help but feel a spark of irritation at her attitude when it comes to Mark. But then, an idea strikes me—a way to assert my control and maybe get a little sweetness back into the situation. “Yeah, actually,” I say with a smirk. “There’s this shop down on Fifth, ‘Sugar Rush Confections’. Go fetch me some of their sea salt caramel truffles, will you? Like a good assistant.” I watch as her demeanor shifts, the task not dictated by Mark making it all the more appealing to her.


With a nod and a much brighter smile, Sienna heads off to get dressed and complete the errand. I turn to Clonica, whose smirk mirrors my own. “How are you holding up?” I ask her, genuinely curious about her state of mind.


Clonica’s response is as blunt as ever. “Same as you, Kat. Fucked up situation, but hey, at least we’re getting off.” We both chuckle at that.


Clonica’s communicator buzzes again, and she hesitates, giving me a look that screams she’s out of her depth. My eyebrow arches in surprise as she admits it’s the second time it’s rung today, and she’s unsure if she should answer it.


“Jesus, Eun, the last thing we need is to rouse suspicion. Answer it,” I say, a hint of panic edging my voice. “You have to act as you normally would, or it’ll look off.”


Clonica snorts, her tone laced with her typical vulgarity. “Well, it’s not every day I play fuck-doll to some random dude,” she retorts. But I’m not in the mood for her jokes.


“Cut the crap. This is serious,” I snap back. When she sees the gravity in my eyes, she pauses, mulling it over.


“Should I… go ask Mark what to do?” she muses aloud, but I’m already shaking my head.


“No, just go,” I insist, remembering the conversation I had with Mark. “He said to keep things normal.”


Without another word, Clonica splits into two. One clone stands there, still wrapped in a towel, while the other is suddenly stark naked. My cheeks flush despite myself, and I can’t help but steal a glance at her toned, bare figure.


The naked clone winks at me, a devilish grin on her face. “I’ll stick around for Mark,” she says, her voice dripping with innuendo. “Lucky for us, I can be in two places at once.”


With that, the towel-wrapped clone heads off to get dressed and play the hero, leaving me with her naked counterpart.


Mark keeps to himself all day, holed up in my bedroom—I guess it’s his now. I respect his need for space, even if the silence from that part of the lair feels heavy, like a storm cloud hanging overhead.


Sienna and I fall back into the rhythm of our day-to-day work, monitoring the criminal underworld, liaising with the authorities, and keeping the streets clean from scum. She’s focused, typing away at her computer, while I scan through the latest reports, the glow of my goggles casting a blue tint on the papers.


The Clonica who stayed behind shifts restlessly between assisting us and lounging around the lair. I catch glimpses of her sprawled on the couch, flipping through channels, or raiding the fridge, a look of boredom etched on her face. She’s like a caged tiger, all that power and nowhere to burn it off.


“Anything on the radar?” Sienna asks, breaking the quiet that’s settled between us.


I shake my head, “Nah, it’s been quiet. Too quiet.”


She nods, her fingers pausing on the keyboard. “The calm before the storm?” There’s a hint of excitement in her voice, the thrill of the unknown.


“Always is,” I reply, my eyes never leaving the screens. “Always is.”
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Chapter 10 : Mastering the Mastermind


As dusk turns to darkness, the lair falls into a stillness, broken only by the occasional sound of someone knocking on what’s now Mark’s bedroom door, followed by his gruff demand for privacy. With no news from him, we all eventually retreat to our respective rooms for the night. I find myself in one of the guest rooms, feeling an odd dislocation in my own lair, but if Mark wants solitude, I’m damn well going to give it to him.


Brushing my teeth, I’m suddenly on high alert as I hear a sound from the bedroom. Toothbrush in hand, I morph into a more combat-ready form, ready to pounce at a moment’s notice. I barely register the figure in the room before a familiar beam of light hits me, my eyes tracking the dancing particles as they settle.


Dr. Mind stands before me, his aged appearance belying a keen intellect. His hair, a distinguished silver, is swept back neatly, and his glasses rest on the bridge of his nose, catching the light as he smirks at me. The usual white lab coat he wears is pristine, contrasting with the dark leather gloves fitted snugly on his hands.


“Did you really think I’d let our last encounter be the end, Volt Vixen. Or should I call you Katrina?” His voice is smooth, almost charming, but the gleam in his eye is pure triumph. “I was so certain I had you with my ray last time. But no matter, you’re mine now.”


A frown creases my brow as I realize he’s right. The urge to please him is overwhelming, as if it’s been etched into my very being. But then, Mark flashes across my mind and a surge of conflict roils within me. I no longer feel the loyalty that had been so strong, replaced by a sense of disgust at the memories of what I’ve done for him, despite my natural inclinations. Yet, there’s a niggling thought that maybe it wasn’t all bad—that I actually had some good times with him.


I can’t help but let out a laugh, looking at Dr. Mind. “Well, aren’t you the cat that caught the canary? You’ve got me. I want what you want, and it seems you’ve got exactly that.”


He adjusts his glasses, his expression one of refined satisfaction. “My dear, let’s not dwell on the past. We have a future to build. Together.” His gentlemanly demeanor is almost convincing, but we both know the truth—his ray has made me his puppet, and for now, I can’t resist the strings.


As I stand there, toothpaste frothing at the corner of my mouth, a strange sense of déjà vu washes over me. It’s almost comical how quickly my invincible self has been flipped on its head… again.


“Dr. Mind,” I begin, spitting into the sink and wiping my mouth, “you should know, your ray actually did work on me the first time around. But, see, I… kinda fell for Mark, one of your hostages at the time.”


His laughter fills the room, rich and full of genuine amusement. “My, my, that’s quite the twist. The man has been exceptionally lucky, and apparently quite shrewd to evade capture this long.” Dr. Mind strokes his chin thoughtfully. “I’ll give him that. And I suppose I should be grateful; it simplifies matters for me considerably. I might not even punish him too severely for his interference.”


I’m surprised to find myself feeling a twinge of relief at his words, even though I’m aware I could snuff out Mark without a second thought if commanded.


“There’s also the matter of Clonica. One of her copies is here, bound to Mark,” I report dutifully, my newfound loyalty dictating my actions.


Dr. Mind chuckles, a low, knowing sound. “Ah, I’ve already addressed that little complication.” He turns and calls out, “Clonica, darling, come here.”


The door swings open, and in struts Clonica with her characteristic swagger, a smirk on her lips. “Looks like I’m the hot potato, passing from hand to hand,” she quips, her voice laced with her usual crass humor.


Before I can respond, Dr. Mind interjects, “I’ve been informed the other Clonica is out playing hero. She won’t return until it’s too late.” The clone at our side nods in confirmation, her smirk unwavering.


“And Sienna?” I add, feeling the need to lay all the cards on the table. “She’s under my influence thanks to the ray. But she’s no threat; she’ll do anything I want, even if what I want is controlled by someone else.”


Dr. Mind nods, his expression one of approval. “Excellent. Then it seems we have everything in order. Your loyalty is most appreciated, Katrina, or should I simply call you Kat now?” His tone is polite, the epitome of a gentleman, yet behind that civility, we both understand the gravity of his control.


I can’t help but chuckle at the absurdity of it all. “You can call me whatever the fuck you want,” I tell Dr. Mind with a wry smile. “I’ll be more than glad for it.”



Dr. Mind nods, a sinister amusement in his eyes, and declares, “Then Whore it is, for all the pain you’ve caused me.” He launches into his tale of escape from supermax, pride swelling in his voice. “Even stripped of my gadgets, I’ve proven that the mind is the greatest tool. Those simpleton guards never stood a chance against classic hypnosis.”


Clonica and I exchange a glance, knowing full well that stroking his ego is the game we’re playing now. We feed into it, nodding and hanging on his every word as if they’re gospel.


His gaze sweeps over me, and he commands, “Strip, Whore.”


Without hesitation, my clothes vanish, and I stand there naked, the cool air of the room making my nipples harden. It’s almost routine now, the way these guys demand I get naked, but there’s a part of me that’s fucking thrilled to oblige because of that stupid mind ray. I don’t mind, of course, I don’t…


Clonica, ever the crude one, pipes up, “Should I get in on this action too?”


Dr. Mind waves her off, “Not now. I have a score to settle with our dear Vixen.” His eyes fix on me as he unzips his pants. “Get on your knees and show me how a Whore pleases.”


And so I do. I kneel before him, taking his aging cock into my mouth. I’m not thrilled to be sucking him off; he’s a man, I’m a dyke, and he’s not exactly my type. But it’s not about what I want. It’s about pleasing him, and damn if I don’t want to do that.


I’m working my mouth around Dr. Mind’s shaft, my tongue swirling, when suddenly there’s a fucking commotion behind him. A blast of light slams into the old man’s back, and he groans, completely thrown off.


“Mark!” Clonica screeches, her voice laced with urgency. She’s splitting faster than a cell in mitosis, tackling Mark and sending his ray gun skittering across the floor.


I pop off Dr. Mind’s dick and stand, ready to throw down for him, which is all sorts of fucked up. But there he is, looking lost as a kid in a carnival, and here I am, muscles rippling, ready to rumble. Clonica’s got Mark pinned, the poor bastard gasping like a fish out of water.


Dr. Mind is begging, “Stop, please!” and he’s looking at Mark with these goddamn puppy eyes. What the actual fuck?


Then it clicks. Mark’s got Dr. Mind wrapped around his little finger now. Clonica’s cackling, and I can’t help but smirk. “Looks like you’ve got yourself a new plaything, Mark. Doubt he’ll be as fun to fuck, though.”


Dr. Mind’s face is redder than a baboon’s ass, but he’s still got that gentlemanly tone. “If Mr. Mark desires to… engage with me, I shall endeavor to meet his needs, though I would prefer otherwise…”


Sienna bursts in, her eyes wide with confusion. “What the hell is going on here?” She spots Dr. Mind and her brow furrows deeper. “Who’s controlling who?”


I rub my temples, feeling a migraine coming on. “It’s a clusterfuck, Sienna. Mark’s got Dr. Mind. Dr. Mind’s got me and Clonica. And Clonica’s got jokes for days.”


The crude Clonica chimes in with a snort, “More like a daisy chain of domination.”


Sienna sighs, looking as if she’s ready to walk the fuck out. “Great, just what we needed. Another Tuesday.”


The Clonicas, each one straddling Mark, look over to Dr. Mind for the go-ahead, their bodies tense with anticipation. With a slight nod from the old man, they release their grip and converge back into a single form, standing beside me with a smirk.


Sienna’s confusion is palpable, and I get it, I really fucking do. My loyalty is supposed to be with Dr. Mind, but he’s all puppy-eyed for Mark now. I’m taking orders from a man who’s taking orders from another man. It’s a twisted game of telephone, and it’s giving me a headache.


Sienna catches my eye, her own expression a mix of sympathy and I-told-you-so. “Looks like you and Clonica finally get how shitty it is to be at the bottom of the food chain,” she says with a bitter half-smile.


Dr. Mind, still displaying that composed facade, turns to Mark. “What would you have us do, sir?” His voice is steady, but there’s an undercurrent of something I can’t quite place.


Mark stands, dusting himself off, the picture of determination. “I want the girls back under my control,” he says, his voice firm.


Dr. Mind explains, “The original ray, the one you just zapped me with, Mark, it’s a one-shot deal. Use it twice on someone, and you’ll cook their brains.” We all flinch at the thought. “But,” he continues, “I came prepared with an upgraded version. It realigns neural pathways without frying them. It’s what I used on Clonica and Vixen here. We can reset as often as necessary.”


Mark scoops up Dr. Mind’s fancy new ray gun from where it lies next to the old man’s still-dropped trousers. He turns the device over in his hands, clearly impressed. Dr. Mind, his cheeks still flushed from the previous events, launches into a spiel about the ingenuity of his creation, his ego somehow remaining intact despite the recent shift in power dynamics. “I must admit,” he says with a chuckle that doesn’t quite reach his eyes, “I never imagined I’d find myself on this end of the device. An odd sense of tranquility, indeed.”


Clonica, Sienna, and I can’t help but let out a laugh at the irony of it all. We’ve all been on the receiving end of that ray more times than we’d care to admit.


Mark points the gun at Sienna, who’s frowning now, a mix of annoyance and resignation on her face. “You’re shitting me, right? I’m already doing Vixen’s bidding happily here,” she protests, but we all know it’s a futile argument. She’s aware that resistance is pointless; Mark only has to pull a few strings to get what he wants.


With a zap, Sienna’s body relaxes, and she looks up at Mark, a chuckle escaping her lips. “Well, at least I’m not the bottom bitch anymore,” she quips, shaking her head.


He turns the ray on Clonica next, and then finally, it’s my turn. I’m uneasy, feeling like I’m about to betray Dr. Mind, even though I know it’s what he would want—what Mark wants. As the ray hits me, my body floods with that familiar, unwelcome allegiance to Mark, and a visceral disgust for Dr. Mind washes over me. Fuck, this is one hell of a mess we’re in.


Mark steps closer to Dr. Mind, who looks up at him with a calm, almost serene expression. “You’re working for me now,” Mark states, a note of command in his voice that’s new but not entirely unwelcome.


Dr. Mind inclines his head, the picture of servitude. “I would be more than happy to employ my considerable intellect in your service,” he replies, his tone still dripping with that gentlemanly charm even as his new position humbles him.


The room is thick with a sense of victory, and we can’t help but feel a surge of gladness that the bastard is under someone’s thumb for once. There’s an unspoken acknowledgment among us that while Mark might have a hint of supervillain in him now, he’s still a damn sight better than Dr. Mind ever was. Plus, the loyalty we feel towards him is familiar, a comforting anchor in the chaos of the past few days.


Mark looks my way, and I’m more than ready to oblige. “Kat, can you provide the good doctor with the tools and space he needs to work for me?”


“Absolutely,” I reply, already thinking of the empty labs downstairs that’ll suit Dr. Mind’s brainy ass just fine. There’s a part of me that still resents him for all the shit he’s put us through, but I’m not about to whine about it. If anything, it’s a relief not having to plot revenge or worry about being under his control again.


Sienna’s eyes are locked on Mark, and I notice the shift in her gaze. There’s a new kind of respect there, or maybe it’s just the ray doing its thing. Either way, it’s a far cry from the repulsion she used to barely hide.
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Chapter 11 : Heroes, Villains and Cereal


I wake up with a pounding in my skull that feels like I’ve been hit with my own damn lightning bolt. Groaning, I stumble out of bed and drag my ass to the kitchen for some coffee, hoping it’ll zap me back to life. Clonica’s already there, nursing a cup of joe and munching on pastries like it’s the end of the world.


As soon as she sees me, Clonica grins, her mouth full. “Looks like you’ve got a case of the brain-fucks too, huh? Must be that damn ray gun hangover.” She’s always had a way with words…


She smirks, licking some pastry filling off her finger. “Oh, he’s up, alright,” she says with a wink. “But still in bed, if you catch my drift.”


I pour myself a cup of coffee, noticing the lack of Sienna’s usual early bird routine. She’s always been the one to make sure I start my day with a decent breakfast, and I feel a twinge of sadness realizing she’s not just out from under my thumb, but now directly under Mark’s. It’s like losing a piece of my morning ritual.


“Sienna’s with him, isn’t she?” I ask, though it’s more of a statement. “Fucking him?”


Clonica’s grin widens. “Like a champ. She went to wake him up with her mouth. Seems pretty damn eager about it, too.”


I raise an eyebrow at her. “And why aren’t you in there, joining the party? Not like you to pass up on a good time.”


She leans back, a playful glint in her eyes. “Who says I’m not?” she teases.


As I rub the sleep from my eyes and try to shake off the headache, I can’t help but feel the pull of my loyalty to Mark. “Should I… go join them?” I ask, half out of duty, half out of a desire to be where the action is.


Clonica, with a mouthful of pastry, waves a hand dismissively. “Trust me, sweetheart, that room’s got more tail than a pet store. I doubt there’s room for you to even breathe in there,” she says, and I can tell she’s only half-joking.


Slightly frustrated but weirdly okay with it, I grab a croissant from the basket and take a big bite. I’m just realizing that knowing Mark’s getting his rocks off has a strange way of making me feel content, even if I’m not the one doing the pleasing.


Just as I’m pouring myself another cup of coffee, Dr. Mind strolls into the kitchen like he owns the place, which is a fucking weird sight to see. “Good morning, ladies,” he greets us, with that polished accent of his that makes everything sound like a royal decree.


Clonica and I exchange a look before we return the greeting, the air thick with the oddity of having a former supervillain casually searching for breakfast among us.


He chuckles, pulling out a box of cereal from the cupboard. “I must say, the young master does seem to be having quite the delightful morning,” he says, and even though his words are light, there’s a weight behind them that tells me he’s still adjusting to this new reality.


I frown, the weight of reality sinking in. “You’ve been careful, right? No one can trace you back here?” I ask Dr. Mind, the paranoia gnawing at me despite the absurdity of the situation. The old man just chuckles, clearly amused by the idea.


“My dear, your lair is the absolute last place anyone would expect to find me. I assure you, my escape was meticulous,” he replies, his confidence almost irritating.


Clonica, ever the pragmatist despite her crude sense of humor, chimes in. “We’d better keep our eyes peeled for any heat about your little ‘vacation’ from the slammer, though,” she says. Dr. Mind nods in agreement, shoveling in another spoonful of cereal.


For a few minutes, there’s nothing but the sound of us munching on our breakfast, sipping coffee, lost in our own thoughts. Then it hits me—the sheer ridiculousness of it all. I burst out laughing, and soon Dr. Mind and Clonica join in, their chuckles filling the kitchen.


It’s a bizarre picture: two superpowered women and one supervillain, all sharing a meal and bound by mind control to some average Joe who got lucky. The irony of it is just too damn funny.


My head’s still pounding like a bad hangover as I pour myself another cup of coffee, and then the bedroom door swings open. In walks Mark, flanked by a small army of sweaty and thoroughly disheveled Clonicas and one particularly satisfied-looking Sienna. They’re a mess of tangled hair and flushed skin, and it’s clear they’ve had one hell of a morning.


As the Clonicas saunter in, they start to merge back into the original, standing next to me at the counter with a satisfied smirk on her face. Her hair’s sticking up in places it wasn’t before, and her clothes are twisted in a way that says she’s been rolling around in the sheets.


Mark plops down at the table with Sienna, who’s looking more content than I’ve ever seen her. I can’t stop my gaze from lingering on her, my fiery assistant, who’s always been more to me than just a sidekick. Jealousy should be gnawing at me, but instead, there’s this strange sense of pride that she’s served Mark well.


Mark turns to Dr. Mind, who’s still polishing off his breakfast like he’s got all the time in the world. “Any bright ideas on how you can put that big brain to work for me?” Mark asks, with a hint of challenge in his voice.


Dr. Mind sets his spoon down, ready to launch into a monologue about his intellectual prowess. But then he catches himself, realizing that all his smarts don’t mean jack if he doesn’t know what Mark wants. “What is it you desire, sir?” he asks, with a deference that’s almost comical coming from someone who used to be top dog.


Mark’s smirk spreads across his face like a crackling current, and he leans back in his chair, all casual-like. “Can we make the ray gun a bit more… discreet? Smaller, maybe? Something that doesn’t look like a damn retro toy. Oh, and can you make the ray invisible and silent while you’re at it?”


Dr. Mind’s bushy eyebrows twitch, and for a second it looks like he’s about to launch into a defense of his masterpiece’s aesthetic, but he cuts himself off. He strokes his chin thoughtfully, the gears clearly turning in that big brain of his. “I’ll do my best,” he concedes after a moment, the old pride of an artist surrendering to the practicality of a craftsman.


“And what about the whole ‘having to gaze into my eyes’ thing?” Mark presses on, clearly not done with his wish list. “Can’t we skip that step? Make it automatic or something?”


The question seems to prick at Dr. Mind’s ego just a tad, but he’s quick to school his features into that placid, servant’s mask. “It’s… tricky,” he admits, pushing his cereal bowl aside. “Even if I could weave the imprinting process into the ray’s effect, it would never be as effective as the victims seeing you in person immediately after being zapped. The direct connection is essential for the loyalty to take hold.”


I lean against the kitchen counter, my headache subsiding enough to let curiosity take the wheel. “So, Mark, what’s the endgame here? How can we help?” I watch him closely, my instincts still sharp as ever despite the ray’s influence.


Mark takes a moment, his smirk lingering as he contemplates his next move. “Last night was a close call. We need to be more careful, more discreet. You and Clonica are tough as nails, but two supers ain’t gonna cut it if shit hits the fan. We need a wider variety of skills around here.”


Clonica, who’s still smoothing out her hair from the merge, snorts. “Variety, huh? I bet you’re talking about more than just combat skills.” Her voice drips with innuendo, and Mark’s confirming nod and smirk tells me she’s hit the nail on the head.


An idea sparks in my head, bright as the electricity I wield. “I’ve been chatting with some high rollers, thinking about starting my own league of supers. It’d be the perfect cover for what you’re looking for,” I tell him, the plan unfolding in my mind like a blueprint.


I turn to Clonica, who’s already eyeing me with interest. “You could leave your current gig, help me kickstart this new league. Staying here’s raising eyebrows, and we need to play this smart.”


Mark nods, clearly on board. “I like it, Kat. I want to help you make it happen,” he says, his voice gentle but determined. “Outside of keeping me safe and satisfying a few… urges, you’ve got free rein to do your thing.”


It’s a strange sort of freedom, all things considered. But it’s enough to get the wheels turning, and I’m already listing potential recruits in my head. If we’re gonna do this, we’re gonna do it big—and we’re gonna do it right.


Dr. Mind speaks up with a refined tone, “If I am to make the suggested modifications to the ray gun, we could potentially persuade even the most formidable supers to join our ranks. It would certainly cover Mark’s needs.” He pauses, a calculating glint in his eye. “And perhaps, recruiting some villains might be beneficial if we are to have a full spectrum of abilities at our disposal.”


I nod along, but Clonica’s frown cuts through the planning session. “We gotta tread lightly, people,” she warns, her voice laced with a seriousness that’s rare for her. “There are supers out there who can read minds. Don’t think for a second they won’t pick up on us being brainwashed.” She’s right, and the gravity of her words sinks in.


Mark considers this, his smirk fading into a look of contemplation. “If we turn some of those mind readers to our side, and maybe snag a couple of mind controllers, it could work to our advantage,” he muses, the wheels clearly turning in his head.


Dr. Mind, however, isn’t one to let optimism cloud his judgment. “While I have been perfecting rays that could potentially control even those with psychic defenses, I cannot guarantee efficacy across the board. Mind readers are a tricky bunch,” he admits, his spoon clinking against the bowl as he stirs his thoughts with his breakfast.


Everyone around the table shares a moment of silent understanding. The plan is solid, but the risks are as high as the city’s skyscrapers. I take a deep breath, feeling the electric charge of challenge in the air. This is going to be one hell of a ride.


Mark’s got that look in his eye, the one that says he’s done talking strategy for now. “We’re steering clear of mind readers for the time being,” he says, and I can’t help but agree. “Kat, I want you to start on that league. Get me a list of the best supers you think we can convince with the updated ray gun.” He pauses and gives me a look that’s downright serious. “They need to be powerful, skillful, and hot as fuck.”


I can’t help but let out a snort, and Clonica joins me with a laugh, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “What a shocker,” she quips, “Mark wants his own supermodel army.”


We all share a good laugh, the tension easing out of the room like air from a balloon. I’m already flipping through my mental rolodex of heroes, ticking off names and abilities, and yeah, hotness.


“I’ll get on it,” I tell Mark, feeling that familiar thrill of a new mission. It’s fucked up, sure, forming a league by playing puppeteer with the best heroes out there. But considering I’m now wired to serve the whims of a kid who stumbled into super-villainy, things could be a hell of a lot worse. Mark’s not out to hurt anyone beyond his growing harem, and hell, this league could actually do some good around town.


Time to get to work.
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Chapter 6 : Turning the Tables


Stealthily, I make my way back to my lair, slipping through the secret entrance with the grace of a shadow. I pause, scanning the darkened space for any sign of Sienna, but it’s clear. She’s not here.


I move to the secure vault where I keep the more dangerous toys, the ones pilfered from defeated villains. There it is, among the other sinister devices, the ray that Dr. Mind had intended to use on me. I pick up the accompanying note, the words a stark reminder of my current predicament. The device is designed to rewire neural pathways, creating unwavering loyalty to the first person the affected individual locks eyes with. The irony isn’t lost on me; I could’ve been Dr. Mind’s puppet, but fate had other plans. Instead, Mark was the beneficiary of my unintended gaze.


A trap. That’s what I need for Sienna. But how? How do I arrange for her to look into Mark’s eyes after she’s been hit with the ray? The logistics are a nightmare, and I’m not one for patience.


As I grasp the ray, preparing to leave and concoct some sort of plan, an unexpected hiss cuts through the silence, and a tranquilizer arrow lodges itself into the wall beside my head. I jump back, electricity crackling around my fists as I prepare for a fight.


I dodge another arrow, my body crackling with energy, a snarl twisting my lips. Sienna’s out for blood, or more accurately, out to put me to sleep. But my mind’s a fortress now, fortified by the will imposed by the ray. I can’t let her undo what’s been done; can’t let her free me from Mark’s hold. I need it. I want it. Does it matter that my desires are artificial? Not anymore.


“Sienna, stand down!” I shout, ducking behind a steel worktable as another tranquilizer arrow whizzes past. “This isn’t you!”


She replies with another shot, her voice echoing through the lair. “I’m saving you from yourself, Kat!”


It’s a dance of sparks and shadows, my electricity against her stealth. But I’ve got an ace up my sleeve. I catch a glimpse of her fiery hair through a gap in the equipment, and I don’t hesitate. I aim the ray, my finger twitching on the trigger, and let loose a burst of light.


Silence falls. A soft curse breaks it. “Shit…”


“Ready to stand down now?” I call out, peering cautiously from my cover.


Her voice comes, tinged with confusion. “Do you… want me to?”


“Yes, Sienna. I want you to surrender,” I reply, my tone firm yet laced with an undercurrent of sympathy.


A pause, then the sound of metal clattering to the ground. Sienna steps into the light, her weapon abandoned, her posture resigned. “Is this how it’s been with Mark? You just… wanting to do whatever he wants?”


I nod, a smirk playing on my lips. “It’s not that bad, really. It’s been… fun.”


She doesn’t look convinced. “You only think that ’cause the ray fucked with your head.”


I meet her gaze, my own eyes steady. “Does it matter? If what I want is because of the ray, does it change the fact that I want it?” I pause, letting the weight of my words sink in.


She frowns, a conflict playing out behind those once fierce, now subdued eyes. A sigh escapes her, and she nods. “I guess it doesn’t…”
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Chapter 5 : Meet Amber


Walking into the family reunion as Amber, I can feel every eye in the room on us. The family’s gathered in Mark’s parents’ living room, a place that screams middle-class with its plaid couches and family photos. Mark’s a total nerd, right down to the glasses and awkward shuffle, and here I am, the redheaded bombshell on his arm, looking like I just stepped out of a fantasy.


His mom is the first to recover, bustling over with wide eyes. “Mark, honey, who is this?” she gushes, her eyes flicking between us.


I slip my arm through Mark’s, leaning into him like I’m the luckiest girl in the world. “I’m Amber,” I say with a smile that feels surprisingly genuine. “Mark’s girlfriend.”


The conversation that follows is surreal. His uncles are cracking jokes, asking Mark what level of sorcery he used to land a girl like me. His cousins are giving me the third degree, like they can’t believe I’m real. And I’m playing my part to perfection, defending Mark with a quick wit and a loving gaze that says he’s my hero, not just some dork with a lucky break.


It’s fucking weird, acting like I’m madly in love with a guy. Me, a lesbian with a preference for the ladies, now owned by this… well, let’s be honest, less-than-handsome dude. But as I stand there, laughing at his dad’s corny jokes and squeezing Mark’s hand, I realize I’m actually enjoying making him look good.


Mark’s sister, a sharp-tongued woman with a skeptical look, leans in close. “So, Amber, what’s a gorgeous thing like you doing with a guy like Mark?”


I don’t miss a beat. “He’s kind, smart, and he treats me like a queen,” I say, pouring every ounce of sincerity I can muster into my voice. “What more could a girl want?”


And just like that, I’ve got them eating out of the palm of my hand. I’m telling stories, laughing, and feeling Mark’s pride swell with every compliment thrown his way. It’s a bizarre twist of fate, but here I am, Volt Vixen, a shapeshifting superhero, playing the role of the perfect girlfriend to a nerd who just happened to become my master. And against all odds, I’m fucking happy to do it.


Glancing out the window, I spot something off in the garden. There’s a figure skulking behind the bushes, not quite hidden from my view. Excusing myself with a quick peck on Mark’s cheek, I slip outside, my heart pounding but not from fear. I know how to handle trouble.


I find Sienna, my fiery assistant, arms crossed and looking like she’s ready to spit nails. “What the hell are you doing here, Kat?” she hisses, her gaze cutting.


I keep my voice low, trying to sound casual. “Just helping out a friend,” I lie through my teeth. “Mark needed a fake girlfriend to get his family off his back. It’s nothing, just for today.”


Sienna’s not buying it, her eyes narrowing. “Bullshit. You’ve been off ever since that run-in with Dr. Mind. I’ve been following you, Kat. This isn’t you.”


I take a step back, my gut twisting. “Sienna, I—”


She steps forward, her anger giving way to concern. “Let me scan you, back at the lair. We need to know if that ray fucked with your head.”


I shake my head, even though a part of me screams that she’s right. “I can’t, Sienna. I have to stay,” I say, and it’s the truth, but not for the reason I’m pretending. “Maybe later…”


We stare each other down, two sides of a coin that’s been tossed in the air. She finally turns away, her voice heavy. “I’m not letting this go, Kat.”


I head back to the reunion, slipping my hand into Mark’s as if nothing had happened. But I lean in close, my voice barely above a whisper, “We might have a situation with my assistant, Sienna. She’s been tailing me and she’s convinced I’m brainwashed or some shit.”


Mark’s eyes meet mine, and there’s a flicker of guilt, or maybe it’s concern. “But… you are,” he points out, his voice just as low.


We’re standing there, surrounded by his family’s buzz of conversation, locked in this heavy silence. I can feel the weight of his words, and it’s like a punch to the gut. ’Cause he’s right. Dr. Mind’s ray did a number on me, and here I am, playing house.


I push past the weirdness, the reality of the situation, and focus on the problem at hand. “Listen, I’ve got the ray stashed at the lair. What if we use it on Sienna? Could solve our little problem.”


He’s clearly uncomfortable with the idea, shifting from foot to foot. “I don’t know, Kat… One mind-controlled superhero is a lot; two might be a bit much.”


“Don’t sweat it,” I reassure him, throwing in a little tease, “Sienna’s no superhero. But she is a hot redhead, just the way you like ’em.”


He cracks a smile, and I know I’ve got him on board, at least with the idea of Sienna. We’re playing a dangerous game here, but fuck it, I’m already deep in this twisted fantasy, might as well see how far the rabbit hole goes.


We wrap up the day with Mark’s family, and I’m still playing the role of the devoted Amber. I give Mark a lingering, tender kiss, making sure to keep up appearances until we’re well out of sight. As soon as we’re alone, and I’m certain no prying eyes are on us, I let the façade drop, shifting back into Volt Vixen. My body hums with energy as I zap the transponder Sienna uses to track me, frying it with a satisfying sizzle.
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Chapter 4 : A Tailored Devotion


Chillin’ on Mark’s couch, I’m dressed down in some casual clothes, a far cry from my usual skin-tight fighting gear. I look… normal, which is weird as hell for me, but it feels oddly right given the circumstances.


“So, this is kinda fucked up, huh?” I say, breaking the ice as I catch Mark giving me another one of his unsure looks. “You owning me and all.”


“Yeah, it’s… it’s a lot,” he admits, rubbing the back of his neck. “I’m still not sure how to wrap my head around it.”


I throw my legs up on the coffee table, leaning back with a casual shrug. “Feels pretty normal to me. Just another day of doing whatever the fuck I need to,” I say with a half-smile. “And hey, if you’re still feeling weird about it, I can suck your dick or offer up my ass to lighten the mood.” I’m only half-joking, watching closely for his reaction.


He laughs, but it’s a bit strained. “Let’s just plan out the day, okay? How you’re gonna act like my girlfriend and all that.”


I arch an eyebrow, a sly grin playing on my lips. “I can be your girlfriend in all the ways that matter, you know,” I tease, letting my body subtly morph to accentuate my curves a touch more, just enough to draw his eyes to the right places.


But he’s not having it, his frustration clear. “Kat, come on…”


Shit, I let myself get carried away. I reel it back, feeling a twinge of guilt. “Sorry, sorry. I didn’t mean to push it. What do you want, huh? Your perfect girlfriend—what’s she look like?”


He blinks at me, surprised by the question. “I… I didn’t expect you to show up as Volt Vixen, if that’s what you’re asking.”


I lean forward, my elbows on my knees. “Then let’s craft that perfect girlfriend for you. What’s she like, Mark? Spill the details. I’m your goddamn genie right now—your wish, my command.” I can see the wheels turning in his head, the power of choice lighting up his eyes. And I can’t help but think, lucky bastard gets to design his dream girl, and I’m the one who’s gonna make it come to life.


Mark’s eyes light up, a kid in a candy store that’s just been given free rein. “You’re seriously gonna let me decide?” he asks, his voice tinged with disbelief.


“Fuck yeah, I am. Shoot,” I reply, already feeling the tingle of my powers at the ready.


He starts with, “I’ve always had a thing for redheads,” and I chuckle, feeling my hair shift in color and texture. I toss my head slightly, letting him take in the fiery shade now crowning my head. “Like this?”


“Yeah, but keep it short,” he instructs, and I feel my hair retracting, shaping itself into a sassy pixie cut.


“Green eyes good for you?” I ask, already feeling the emerald hue bleed into my irises.


He nods, and as I blink, my eyes settle into the new color. “Perfect,” he murmurs, a little breathless.


“Alright, what’s next?” I prod, crossing my arms under my tits and giving him a full view.


He’s hesitant for a second, then admits, “I like them a bit smaller,” and I shrink down a couple of inches, still tall but not towering.


His gaze drops to my chest, and he mumbles something about big tits. I grin and inflate my chest, going overboard till I’m cartoonish. “Too much?”


He gulps, “Yeah, tone it down. Natural, you know?”


I roll my eyes playfully and adjust, feeling the weight settle into a more realistic, yet still generous size. “Wanna give ’em a test run?” I offer, and he can’t resist copping a feel. His hands are warm, a little rough, and he squeezes just right to make me stifle a moan. But when I see his cock starting to tent his pants, I know it’s time to switch gears.


“Face, freckles, anything else?” I ask, shifting my features subtly, adding the cute specks across my nose and cheeks.


He’s staring now, wide-eyed and slack-jawed. “Jesus, Kat… you look incredible.”


A smirk curls my lips. “Voice too. What you want me to sound like?”


He’s amazed, completely caught up in the magic show. We play with pitches and tones until we find one that’s all honey and warmth. “I can’t promise I’ll act as cute as this sounds, but I’ll give it a shot,” I say, the new voice smooth as silk.


“You’re perfect, Kat. Fucking perfect,” he says, and I can tell he means it.


I stand before him, the embodiment of his fantasies, ready to play the part of the perfect girlfriend. And I can’t help but think how fucking lucky he is to have me, Volt Vixen, at his beck and call.


“I could make this my default look when we’re out and about,” I suggest to Mark, glancing down at my newly adjusted assets with a smirk. “Might even keep it for our private time, if you want the full girlfriend package.”


His grin tells me he’s more than just okay with that idea. He slides up behind me, hands finding my hips before wandering up to cup my now-perfect tits. I know, in any other situation, I’d have electrocuted him for less, but the way I’m wired now, all I can think about is how much I want to give him whatever he wants.


As his fingers dig into my flesh, I can’t help but push back against him, my body responding to his touch. But just as I start to get into it, he pushes me away, reminding me there’s work to do.


“So, what’s my backstory?” I ask, turning to face him with my hands planted on my hips. “Gotta be something I can remember easily, since we’re on the clock here.”


He hesitates, his cheeks flushing with a shy shade of red. “Doesn’t really matter,” he mumbles. “I just… want to show you off, honestly.”


I laugh, the sound richer and warmer with my new voice. “Well, I’m all for giving you whatever you want,” I say, and then lean in closer, dropping my voice to a sultry whisper, “I won’t take it the wrong way if you use me as your glorified fuck doll in public.”


We both know I need a new name for this gig, something that’ll fit the hot, cute redhead I’ve become. “So, what’s it gonna be? What do you name your new human pet?” I tease, nudging him with my elbow.


He thinks for a moment, his eyes scanning over me like I’m a piece of art he’s just created. “Let’s call you… Amber,” he finally says, a satisfied nod accompanying the decision.


“Amber, it is,” I affirm, the name feeling as natural as the freckles on my cheeks. “Just remember, I’m all yours, Mark. Whatever you want, Amber’s game.”
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Chapter 3 : The Choice of Chains


As I make my way through the quiet streets, the distant sound of gunshots pierces the night. A surge of adrenaline kicks in, the hero instinct that’s been a part of me for as long as I can remember. But this time, I hesitate. I’m caught in an internal tug-of-war, battling between the duty that’s defined me and the new, bizarre urge to serve Mark’s whims above all else.


He doesn’t even know he owns me yet. Would he want me to intervene, to play the hero? Or does he have other plans for me? My usual resolve falters; I can’t assume anything. The priority is to introduce myself to him, to find out what he desires, be it my body or my obedience. And if he wants me to let the city burn, I’d watch it light up the sky without so much as a flinch.


I arrive at his place, a modest two-story house that’s seen better days. The paint’s peeling, and there’s a light on in the upstairs window. Taking a deep breath, I approach and knock on the door. It swings open, and there he is, Mark, in his pajamas, looking every bit the dork I saved earlier.


He blinks at me, obviously confused. “Can I help you?” he asks, his voice unsteady.


I take a deep breath, steeling myself. “I’m gonna make this simple for you, Mark. I’m Volt Vixen,” I say, my voice low and steady. “And because of that messed-up ray when I was saving your ass, I’m yours now. Whatever you want, I’ll do it. No questions asked. Lucky you, huh?”


Stepping into his dimly lit living room, I can’t help but feel a little out of place. Mark’s still gaping at me, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. I’ve got to give him something to work with, some proof that I am who I say I am. It’s now or never.


I glance around quickly, ensuring we’re alone and away from prying eyes. Then, in a spark of electricity, I let my body shift back into the form he’d recognize from the news or the net—the infamous Volt Vixen. My costume clings to me, the cobalt blue and electric yellow of my suit vivid against the dullness of his living room. My goggles now sit atop my head, and my spiked black hair frames my face.


“See? It’s really me,” I say, my voice firm but patient.


Mark takes a step back, his eyes wide behind those glasses of his. “I-I don’t… Are you interrogating me? Is this a test?” He stammers, his confusion palpable.


I let out a sigh, trying to keep my impatience in check. “No, Mark. No tests, no interrogation. Just a very strange twist of fate. That ray screwed with my head, and now it seems I’ve got this compulsion to… well, to be yours.”


He blinks, processing the information. “Mine? As in… you’ll do whatever I say?”


“Yeah, that’s about the size of it,” I reply, feeling a strange sense of calm admitting it out loud. “So what’s it gonna be, Mark? What do you want from me?”


Mark’s gaze trails over me unabashedly, taking in the contours of my body showcased by my skin-tight suit. I can’t help but wonder if he’s itching for me to take the lead, to press my curves against him and show him the kind of pleasure only a super can provide. Yet, I hold back, waiting for him to voice his desires.


After a moment that feels like an eternity, he clears his throat, his cheeks tinged with red. “I can’t just… take advantage of you,” he mumbles, his eyes briefly meeting mine before darting away. “If that ray messed with your mind when you saved me, it’d be wrong not to try and help you now.” His voice is earnest, almost pleading. “Do you know of any way to get your mind back to normal?”


A wave of relief washes over me, and I can’t help but crack a smile. It’s comforting to know that his intentions align with what the old me would’ve wanted. “You’re a decent guy, Mark,” I joke, trying to lighten the mood. “Most wouldn’t have hesitated to take the offer.”


He nods, a chuckle escaping him, but his eyes linger on my chest a moment too long. I frown slightly, wondering if deep down, that’s what he really craves, or if he’s just compelled to do ‘the right thing.’


Hesitating, I say, “You know, you don’t have to play the hero here, Mark. If you don’t want to…”


He swallows hard, his gaze flickering with uncertainty. That’s all the confirmation I need. I step closer, letting my powers subtly enhance my bust and hips, making them even more voluptuous. “So, Mark,” I purr, my voice dropping an octave, “what do you really, really want right now? Because whatever it is, that’s exactly what I’m here to give you.”


I can’t help but laugh at his hesitation, the way he’s practically devouring me with his eyes while trying to play the knight in shining armor. “Mark, let’s get one thing straight,” I start, my tone laced with the raw frankness I’m known for. “What I want is what you want. If you want to play the nice guy and help me get back to my old self, then that’s what we’ll do. And sure, my old self will be damn grateful. But if you want to explore this body, to enjoy it… well, that’s a job for my new self.”


I lean in closer, my green eyes locking with his. “You’ve got a choice here, and it’s not one to take lightly. Get me back to normal, and it’s back to your everyday life. But if you take me, keep me as yours, I’ll be just that—yours. No questions asked.”


He’s visibly conflicted, the right and wrong waging war in his head. I place my hand on his chest, feeling the rapid beat of his heart. “Remember, I’m not here to judge you,” I assure him, my voice a purr of temptation. “No one else knows what’s going on here. It’s your choice, and there won’t be any negative repercussions. If you help me, I’ll be grateful and out of your hair. If you don’t…” I trail off, letting the implication hang in the air.


I watch the struggle in his eyes, the way his gaze flicks down to my now even more pronounced cleavage. I’ve made my point clear—it’s entirely up to him. Whatever he decides, I’m at peace with it. Because right now, I’m not just Volt Vixen; I’m his to command.


There’s a heaviness in the air as Mark collapses onto his ratty old couch, his eyes still locked on me. He rubs the back of his neck, looking for all the world like he’s trying to solve the most complicated puzzle of his life.


“If—if—I decided to keep you,” he stresses the word, “we don’t even know if this thing is permanent. I don’t want to be on the receiving end of a super-powered ass-kicking if you suddenly snap out of it.”


He’s got a point. I cross my arms and lean against the doorframe, mulling it over. “You’re right. It’s a risk. Dr. Mind’s rays are notorious for being… sticky. They tend to leave a lasting impression unless they’re properly reversed. But to be sure, I could track down the exact ray that hit me, get my hands on it. Hell,” I pause, the idea solidifying in my mind, “if you want, I could even bring it back here. You could use it on me some more… or on someone else if that’s your thing.”


I can practically see the wheels turning in his head, the concept both terrifying and tantalizing him. His gaze flits between my eyes and the full swell of my breasts, the internal struggle playing out across his face.


It’s clear as day—he wants me. But the fear of the unknown, of the consequences, it’s got him by the balls. When he finally admits it, voice barely above a whisper, “I… I want you, but I’m scared,” I can’t help but step forward, closing the space between us.


“Mark, you can keep me. I’m here, telling you to take what you want. And sure, maybe I’ve been brainwashed to want it, but the fact is, I want what you want. If you want me, I want you to have me. Simple as fuck!”


Mark’s chuckle cuts through the tension like a knife through butter, his gaze still roaming over the curves of my body. “So, what now?” he asks, a twinkle of mischief in his eyes. It’s obvious he’s savoring the thought of all the things he could do with me.


I can’t help but smirk, leaning back against the wall with a playful glint in my eye. “Well, you’ve got options, Mark. You could have me as your cute girlfriend, though ‘cute’ ain’t exactly my style, but I can fucking learn. Or I could be your personal fuck toy—yeah, I’m a lesbian, but for you, I’ll make an exception. Hell, I could be both, or neither. Want me to dress up as a French maid and lick the floor—or your cock—clean? It’s all on the table, whatever you want.”


He stares at me for a long, silent moment, his decision hanging in the air. Then, with a voice that’s more command than question, he finally says, “Get naked. Blow me.”


I ain’t turned on, and to be honest, the guy doesn’t do a thing for me, but this is what he wants, so it’s what I’m going to give him. With a thought, my clothes ripple and disappear, my body now bare before him. I reach for his pants, fumbling a bit as I pull his cock out. It’s not a task I’m used to, but his growing arousal makes things easier.


Bending down, I wrap my lips around him, taking him into my mouth. My movements are clumsy, inexperienced, but I’m driven by the desire to please him. I use my tongue awkwardly, trying to remember how those porn scenes go, all the while feeling his hands thread through my spiked hair, urging me on.


I work diligently on his shaft, using my mouth and tongue to coax him closer to the edge. It doesn’t take long before he’s there, his body tensing and a low groan escaping his lips as he blows his load. His cum splatters across my tits, warm and sticky against my skin. As he pants, trying to catch his breath, I feel nothing but satisfaction. It’s like the end of a mission well done—another task checked off the list.


I sit back on my heels, looking up at him as he slumps further into the couch, spent and still in a bit of shock from the experience. I can’t help but smirk. “Not too bad for a first-timer, huh?” I quip, my voice dripping with the same confidence I’d use when I’ve just kicked some villain’s ass. My body feels a strange kind of triumph, a sense of accomplishment in fulfilling his desire. I’m Volt Vixen, hero of the night, but in this moment, I’m whatever the hell he wants me to be—and I’m damn good at it.


Mark lets out a laugh, a sound that seems to ease the remaining tension in the room. “Never thought something like this would ever happen to me,” he says, shaking his head in disbelief, though his hungry eyes never stray far from the sight of my cum-splattered tits.


I grin back at him, wiping a stray streak of cum from my skin. “Neither did I, but I gotta say, I hope you’re enjoying the perks of your new… acquisition,” I quip, my voice dripping with that dark humor of mine.


We hold each other’s gaze, the weight of our bizarre situation settling around us like a thick fog. It’s a strange kind of understanding, a silent agreement that we’re both just trying to navigate this fucked-up turn of events.


Then, the sharp beep of my communicator cuts through the silence. I don’t move, just let it ring out. I explain to Mark, “That’s my call to go play hero. Save the day, all that shit.” But I don’t budge, waiting for his command, showing him the ball’s in his court now.


He nods, a serious look crossing his face. “Go,” he says firmly. “If we’re gonna do… whatever this is, we can’t raise suspicions. Keep doing your superhero thing.”


As I’m about to leave, he throws me a curveball. “Were you serious about that girlfriend experience you mentioned?” he asks, a curious tilt to his voice.


I chuckle, “Hell yeah, I was serious. Why?”


He fidgets with his glasses, then admits, “Got a family gathering this weekend. Showing up with a hot girl like you would blow their damn minds.”


I laugh, loud and genuine. “I’d be glad to blow their minds—and anything else that needs blowing,” I say with a wink. I jot down my private number, slide it across the table to him. “Remember, I’m yours. Whatever, whenever.” With one last smirk, I turn on my heel and head out to save the day, leaving behind a man with the power to call on Volt Vixen for whatever his heart—or other parts—desires.
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Chapter 2 : Behind the Curtains


Back at the lair, the high-tech fortress I call my second home, the walls hum with the energy of a place built for a superhero. It’s all sleek metal and glass, the epitome of modern design, with more gadgets than a tech convention. My personal sanctuary is rigged with the best tech money can’t buy—stolen right from under the noses of villains like Dr. Mind.


I try to decompress, flipping through the arsenal of weapons, but my mind’s stuck on that damn ray and the nerdy guy with his sweater vest and scared-shitless eyes. I should be trying to figure out how to shake this feeling, but the truth is, I don’t want to. There’s something thrilling about this unexpected twist, even if it’s not by my own choosing.


That’s when Sienna, my fiery red-headed assistant and sometimes bed-warmer, saunters in. “You look like you’ve been zapped by more than just electricity, Kat,” she observes, her voice laced with concern. Sienna’s a stunner, with curves in all the right places, and legs that could strangle a man—if she wanted.


I grunt, feeling her soft hands on my skin as she tends to a cut on my arm. “Just another day at the office,” I mutter, not meeting her gaze.


She’s not buying it. “Bullshit. You’ve got that look… the one you get when something’s eating at you. That fight with Dr. Mind mess with your head?”


I hesitate, the words catching in my throat. Telling her means admitting that I’m not entirely my own anymore, but the idea of denying Mark his ‘possession’ feels wrong—like I’d be betraying some sacred pact I didn’t even sign up for. “It’s nothing,” I lie, my voice flat. “Just tired, is all.”


Sienna narrows her eyes, not convinced, but she lets it go—for now. “Alright, but if that mad scientist scrambled your brains, we’ll need to fix it. I’m not sharing my bed with some puppet.”


I smirk, the irony not lost on me. Here she is, worried about mind control, while I’m sitting here, fully aware that my head’s been fucked with, yet unwilling to do anything about it. Because somewhere out there is a dork named Mark, and my fucked-up brain has decided he’s the one I belong to. And the craziest part? I’m okay with it.


Sienna’s fingers linger with a touch more purpose than necessary, tracing the line of my collarbone. I lean into it for a moment, craving the familiar comfort of her touch, the heat that always seems to radiate from her skin. But as she leans in, aiming to close the distance between us with lips that promise nothing but sin, I find myself pulling back. The thought of Mark’s unknown desires halts me, and I hate that it does.


“Kat, what’s the matter?” Sienna’s voice is laced with a mix of confusion and hurt as she steps back, her fiery eyes searching mine for answers.


“I—I can’t,” I stammer, the words foreign as they leave my lips. “It’s just… not the right time.”


She folds her arms, her gaze narrowing. “Since when do you back out of a good time? That’s not the Kat I know.”


I run a hand through my spiked hair, struggling to keep my composure. “Look, I’m fine, really. The fight just took it out of me more than I thought,” I lie, my voice carrying an edge of frustration.


Concern flickers across Sienna’s face, but she nods slowly, giving me space. “Alright, if you say so. But if you need to talk about whatever’s going on in that head of yours, I’m here.”


I manage a half-smirk, appreciating her presence even if I can’t indulge in it right now. “Thanks, Sienna. But could you do something for me? There’s this… hostage from today, Mark. Can you dig up some info on him? I want to make sure Dr. Mind hasn’t got any lingering hooks in him.”


Her brow quirks up, a silent question hanging in the air. “You think he’s involved with Mind?”


Shit. I’m too quick to dispel that, nearly tripping over my own words. “No! No, just being thorough. Just a civilian caught in the crossfire.”


She eyes me for a moment longer before nodding. “Alright, I’ll see what I can find.”


With that settled, I make my way upstairs to my private quarters, feeling the weight of my own duplicity. I need to figure out what the hell I’m going to do about Mark—and this bizarre allegiance my mind’s sworn to him.


Holed up in my lair, the night drags on as I wrestle with the twisted web my mind’s become. The sane part of me wants to break free, to tell Sienna to fix whatever Dr. Mind’s ray fucked up inside my head. But the rest of me? It’s fiercely against the idea, clinging to the new sense of purpose that’s latched onto my psyche.


What does a guy like Mark even want from someone like me? He could be asexual for all I know, but I’m not naive. As a shapeshifter, I’ve seen the filthy fantasies plastered online—lewd drawings and stories about me bending over, tits bouncing, as some faceless fanboy fucks me from behind, or the requests for custom “fan service” where I morph into their favorite celebrity. It used to disgust me, knowing these pervs were jerking off to the thought of my abilities being used for their pleasure.


Now, I find myself chuckling at the irony—the only one who might get to live out that fantasy is Mark, that lucky son of a bitch. The realization shocks me to my core. I’m a lesbian; I’ve never given a second thought to some random guy’s dick. But the thought that if Mark wants to fuck me, I’d spread my legs for him without question, sends a twisted thrill down my spine.


Opening the file Sienna sent over, I scan Mark’s profile. Painfully normal, painfully nerdy. But it doesn’t matter. His desires are now my priority. I note his address, determination setting in. He’s about to find out he’s the proud owner of a sexy super.


Transforming my appearance, I choose a form that’s smoking hot—a body with curves for days, long, flowing hair, and a tight dress that leaves little to the imagination—yet still a far cry from my true self. Got to keep my identity safe, unless Mark says otherwise.


Stepping out into the night, I make my way to Mark’s address, ready to deliver the news. He’s about to discover just how lucky he is.
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When a ray accidentally turns shapeshifting superhero Volt Vixen into a loyal plaything for a random nerd, he seizes the power to build a harem of superwomen.

    
    





Chapter 1 : Unintended Target


I’m in the thick of it, the lab’s air crackling with the tension of the standoff. Dr. Mind, that mad fucker with his delusions of grandeur, is aiming his latest mind-control ray at me, but I’ve danced this dance before. Each time the ray zaps towards me, I’m already elsewhere, my body pulsing with each surge of electricity I command to aid my movements. The hostages are cowering behind whatever cover they can find, but my focus is on taking this bastard down.


I’ve always had a knack for reading my opponent’s next move, and Dr. Mind’s no exception. He’s predictable, arrogant. I dodge another ray, closing in on him, my muscles coiled tight. As I launch forward, my fist connects with his jaw in a satisfying crunch. He stumbles back, but as I move to deliver the final blow, a sharp sting hits me. It’s like a sonic boom in my mind, disorienting, dizzying, but I push through it, using the momentum to send him sprawling to the ground with a heavy thud.


Shaking off the confusion, my eyes scan the room, and that’s when I see him—just a nerdy guy, nothing remarkable, but our eyes lock and something inside me shifts. I can’t explain it, but I know I belong to him. It’s as if I’ve been claimed, and every fiber of my being accepts it without question. I’m still Volt Vixen, strong and defiant, but now there’s this undeniable truth settling in my chest. A smirk plays on my lips, a mix of bemusement and acceptance, as I stand tall amidst the chaos, a new kind of electricity coursing through me.


With Dr. Mind knocked out cold on the ground, I make a quick call to the cavalry. “Clean up on aisle five,” I mutter into the comm, knowing they’ll be here to mop up the mess. I can still feel the effects of whatever the hell hit me, but I keep it together, focusing on the task at hand.


Stealing glances at the nerd, I take in his features: a mop of untidy brown hair, glasses that have seen better days, and a sweater vest that screams ‘I spend my Friday nights with a chessboard.’ Not my type, not by a long mile—hell, the ladies are more my speed. But there’s this gnawing sense of belonging to him that’s hard to shake off. It’s like a fucking leash around my neck, invisible but palpable.


Once I’ve made sure Dr. Mind’s tech is neutralized, I stride over to the hostages. “All clear, folks. The boys in blue will be here to take statements and all that jazz.” My voice is steady, betraying none of the inner turmoil. I’m all professional on the outside, but inside, there’s a storm brewing.


Approaching the nerd, I keep my tone casual. “Hey, you holding up okay?” I ask, my voice tinged with that usual rasp of mine.


He’s all jittery, eyes wide behind those thick lenses. “Y-yeah, thanks to you. I’m Mark,” he stutters out, still shaken from the ordeal.


“Vixen,” I reply with a nod, keeping it short. “Stay safe, Mark. And, uh, nice job not getting your mind zapped.”


He gives me a small, grateful smile, and I can’t help but feel a tug in my chest. Shit, am I actually feeling protective over this guy?


With sirens wailing in the distance, I slip away, my mind a whirlwind of confusion. I’ve got to get back to my lair and figure out what the fuck just happened to me. But deep down, I know I’ll be seeing Mark again—that much is clear as day.
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Chapter 7 : Trouble in Paradise


As Mark steps into my lair, a place he’s never been before, I can see the curiosity light up his eyes. I greet him with a kiss, one that’s more for him than for me, but it doesn’t feel wrong. Not anymore. My hands roam over his back, pulling him close because he wants it, and I’m here to please.


Sienna’s standing off to the side, her arms crossed, her face a mask of anger and betrayal. She starts to lay into him, spewing accusations about manipulation and abuse. But with a sharp “Shut up, Sienna,” her rant cuts off mid-sentence, and she falls silent, head bowed obediently. She’s under the ray’s influence now, compelled to obey me, to want what I want.


I turn to Mark, my gaze apologetic. “This wasn’t the plan. I wanted to make her yours, but it didn’t work out that way.”


He mulls over the situation, running a hand through his hair. “So, she’s still going to do what you want, even knowing that you’re doing what I want?”


“Exactly,” I confirm, and I can see him relax a little at that.


His eyes slide over to Sienna, who’s watching us with a mix of disgust and resignation. As Mark approaches, she tenses, her frown deepening. He pauses before her and says, “Get naked.”


Sienna’s refusal is immediate, her voice laced with anger. But I’m here to give Mark what he wants, and if it’s Sienna’s compliance he desires, then that’s what he’ll get. “Sienna, do as he says,” I command, my voice firm.


Her face is a storm of fury, but she can’t resist the order. She strips, her movements sharp and reluctant. Her clothes fall to the floor, revealing the pale skin and fiery curls that cascade down her back. Her breasts are full, her nipples hard with either anger or arousal, maybe both. Her curves are more pronounced in the light, her hips leading down to long legs and a neatly trimmed pubic mound. She stands there, exposed and fuming, yet there’s a glimmer of something else in her eyes—a hint of the obedience that’s been forced upon her.


Mark’s gaze lingers on Sienna’s naked form, and I can tell he’s more than just admiring her. He turns back to me, a question in his eye. “Maybe you should explain to her what you want now.”


I understand what he’s getting at and can’t help but smirk, already a step ahead. I walk over to Sienna, taking my time to appreciate the curves and valleys of her body. I’m not into Mark, but Sienna? She’s always been able to stir something fierce within me. And I can’t help but hope Mark’s into the idea of a threesome.


“Sienna,” I start, my tone gentle but firm, “I want to serve Mark, to be whatever he wants, and to protect him from any threat. And maybe, if he’s into it, for you to join in on the fun.”


Sienna’s eyes, a mix of anger and confusion, search my face, but as my words sink in, I watch her body relax. “If you want to please and serve Mark, then I want to help you do it,” she says, her voice softening.


She lets out a resigned sigh, a glint of her old humor flickering to life. “Well, if Mark’s game, I sure wouldn’t mind joining in. I am bi, after all. Might even enjoy it more than you.”


Mark’s arms are folded as he watches Sienna, and I can tell he’s trying to piece together the situation. “Does anyone else know about… this?” he gestures vaguely, his eyes flicking between Sienna and me.


Sienna shifts, her nakedness almost forgotten in the gravity of the moment. She’s less hesitant than before, probably because she knows I want to please Mark, and because I’ve told her to obey him. “I… I may have mentioned to Clonica that Kat could be compromised,” she admits, her voice steadier than I expected. “Wasn’t specific, though. Just that she might have been hit by a mind-control ray. I was supposed to get back to her with more info.”


I feel a twinge of concern at the mention of Clonica. “We should probably make sure Clonica is on our side then,” I warn Mark. “She’s part of a big league of supers, and if word gets out…”


Sienna can’t help herself, a joke slipping out despite everything. “Mark might enjoy fucking Clonica and all her clones, though,” she says, her sarcasm tinged with a hint of seriousness. “Imagine the possibilities…”


I can feel my cheeks heat up with excitement at the thought, and I’m not ashamed to admit it. “I wouldn’t mind being a part of that,” I say, a little breathless.


Sienna looks at me, a slow smile spreading across her face. “Neither would I, honestly.”


Mark rubs his chin, clearly conflicted. “Using the ray on someone else again… I don’t know.” But there’s a gleam in his eyes as he imagines it—Sienna, Clonica, her clones, and me. “But I can’t say the idea doesn’t have its… appeal.”


Sienna nods, her determination cutting through the tension in the air. “I’ll contact Clonica and set up a meeting here,” she says, her voice steadier now, a testament to her resolve. “All you have to do is stay hidden with the ray, hit her as she comes in, and make sure Mark is the first person she sees after that. If we play this right, I don’t expect any problems.”


I give her a sharp nod of approval. I can’t help but let my gaze linger on her body; her curves are even more enticing when she’s standing there, so defiant yet so under my influence. She catches me staring and quirks a brow, a playful smirk on her lips. “Is there something you want from me, Kat?”


Her question hangs in the air, and Mark lets out a low chuckle. “What is it that you want from Sienna?” he asks, his tone laced with amusement.


For a moment, I’m caught off guard, unsure. I’m supposed to want what Mark wants, but he’s giving me the reins. “Well,” I say, my voice thick with a newfound authority, “I wouldn’t mind seeing Sienna on her knees, her head between my legs. Usually, she’s the one calling the shots, but I’d be lying if I said I didn’t want to flip the script.”


Sienna’s eyes glint with a mix of surprise and eagerness. “I’m more than receptive to that idea,” she responds, her voice a sultry purr.


Mark leans back against a console, his interest clearly piqued. “Then by all means, proceed. Just make sure I have a good view.” His words send a thrill through me, and I’m ready to take full advantage of this unexpected turn of events.


I watch Sienna, her bare skin glowing in the dim light of the lair, and I can feel the electricity crackling at my fingertips. She’s always been a force to reckon with, but now, she’s mine to command. As I approach her, I see the hunger in her eyes—the desire to please me, to do whatever I want, much like my own need to serve Mark.


“Get on your knees,” I command, my voice laced with authority. With a quick, obedient nod, Sienna sinks to the floor before me. I can’t help but shift forms, my clothes melting away and my body responding to the pleasure of control and the anticipation of what’s to come. My breasts swell slightly larger, my hips widen, and my thighs become even more toned, a physical manifestation of my arousal.


As Sienna’s mouth finds my wetness, I throw my head back, moaning at the contact. Her tongue is eager and skilled, swirling around my clit with a fervor that sends jolts of pleasure through my body. I glance over at Mark, who’s settled into a chair, his hand wrapped around his hardening cock, and I know I have to put on a show for him.


“Yes, just like that,” I groan, as Sienna’s lips envelop me, sucking gently. I can feel my form flicker and shift with each wave of ecstasy—my hair growing longer and then shortening, my skin taking on a golden sheen before returning to its sun-kissed hue. All the while, I maintain my focus on Mark, watching him stroke himself, a grin spreading across his face.


“Fuck, that’s it, Sienna,” I pant, my hands finding her head, guiding her movements to match the rhythm that I crave. Her submission to my will, her desire to please me—it’s intoxicating, and I can feel the climax building within me, a storm ready to break.


As the waves of ecstasy crash through me, my form flickers uncontrollably, echoing the intensity of my climax. My body shifts like the surface of a pond caught in a storm, my breasts swelling and shrinking, my hips widening then narrowing, my face cycling through expressions of pleasure. I ride out the orgasm, each shift bringing a fresh wave until I finally steady, panting and spent.


Looking up, I catch Mark’s smirk, his hand moving steadily over his cock. “Need any help with that?” I tease, my voice husky from my exertions.


He nods, the corners of his mouth quirking up further. I start to move towards him, but then I pause, glancing back at Sienna. “Actually, Mark, do you want her to take care of you?” My voice is thick with suggestion and newfound power.


His eyes glint with approval, and he confirms, “Yeah, I’d like that.”


Turning to Sienna, I command with a wicked pleasure, “Suck his cock, Sienna.” She doesn’t hesitate, moving towards Mark with a readiness that belies her earlier reluctance. Kneeling before him, she takes his length into her mouth, her eyes locked on mine. She’s not enjoying this as much as she did with me, that much is clear, but the desire to please me overrides everything else.


Mark groans as Sienna works him, her mouth warm and inviting. She’s good at this, her tongue swirling around the head, her lips tight as she takes him deeper. I watch, a thrill running through me at the sight. Mark’s breath hitches, his hips bucking slightly into her mouth, and I know he’s close. With a final, deep suck, he comes, his seed spilling into Sienna’s mouth. She swallows it down, meeting my gaze with a mix of defiance and submission.


Mark leans back, a self-satisfied smirk playing on his lips. “This is going to be a hell of a lot of fun, owning you both,” he says with a chuckle, his eyes roaming over Sienna and me.


Sienna’s quick to correct him, her tone firm yet resigned. “You don’t own me, Kat does.”


I can’t help but let out a laugh at Sienna’s defiance. Stepping behind her, I wrap an arm around her waist and pull her back against me. “Actually, sweetheart,” I whisper into her ear, “Mark owns you. Because what’s mine is his.”


Sienna lets out a long sigh, her body relaxing against mine as she accepts the new reality. “Fine,” she mutters, and I can feel Mark’s eyes on us, taking in the sight with glee.
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Chapter 8 : Double the Trouble


Perched in the shadows, I meld my form into the darkness, my body slimmed and stretched to minimize my presence. The room below, vast and dimly lit, is the perfect stage for our trap. Sienna, acting the part of the dutiful assistant, is already downstairs, her voice carrying up to me as she invites Clonica in.


“Come in and wait here, I’ll be right back,” Sienna says, a hint of urgency in her voice to sell the ruse.


From my vantage point, I watch Clonica enter, her youthful Asian features partially concealed by a light mask that does little to hide her cuteness. She’s thin, but there are curves where they count, accentuated by her tight superhero costume—a splash of vibrant colors against her petite frame.


Mark, trying to play it cool, greets her with a nervous, “Hi there.”


Clonica’s eyes narrow, her gaze darting around the room. “Who the hell are you?” she asks, her voice sharpened with suspicion. She takes a step back, and I can tell she’s putting the pieces together, her instincts screaming trap.


Before she can react, I take aim and fire. The ray hits her square in the back, and she groans, spinning with a fighter’s grace, ready to lash out. But then her eyes meet Mark’s, and I see the fight leave her body, her shoulders slumping even as she breathes out a defeated “fuck…”


Riding high on the thrill of another successful strike, I start to climb down to meet my new partner in crime. Suddenly, my body is slammed against the hard metal of the catwalk, the ray clattering away from my grasp. Dazed, I look up into the furious eyes of another Clonica, this one having snuck up behind me unnoticed.


“Didn’t expect me, did you?” she spits, her voice thick with anger. And just like that, our plan’s gone to shit.


Pinned beneath Clonica’s grip, my mind raced for a solution. I tried to shift my form — to slip away or overpower her — but she anticipated my every move. Then, in a split second, the single Clonica before me became many, her body duplicating itself with a series of rapid pops that echoed through the room. I was now held down by a sea of identical, determined faces.


But the chaos didn’t end there. The Clonica we zapped downstairs appeared at the bottom of the stairwell, wearing a conflicted frown as she surveyed the scene. “What the hell are you doing?” one of the clones holding me down demanded, her voice sharp with confusion.


The shot Clonica hesitated, then stepped back, her form quivering as if she was fighting an internal battle. Suddenly, she duplicated herself, creating more clones that immediately turned on the original ones. The room erupted into a brawl, Clonica against Clonica, as they grappled with the impossibility of their own disobedience.


I seized the opportunity, wriggling free from the distracted clones. “Mark, get to safety!” I yelled, spotting the ray gun on the floor. I snatched it up, ready to fire into the fray. But I hesitated, a wild idea forming. What if I shot some clones and they looked at themselves instead of Mark? Would they want to obey themselves?


The room’s a fucking mess, bodies of Clonicas strewn about like ragdolls at a toddler’s tea party. It’s a surreal sight, each one a mirror image of the other, some still, others squirming under the weight of their victorious counterparts. I can’t tell which side’s come out on top until one of the Clonicas yells out, her voice slicing through the chaos, “Someone bring that boy and the fucking ray gun over here!”


That’s my cue; the Mark-loyal Clonica has won the clone wars. I descend the stairs, stepping over the fallen, and join the clone holding a couple of her sisters. They’re bruised and battered, but the glare in their eyes screams they ain’t done fighting yet.


I can’t help but ask the obvious. “Why don’t you just merge back with them?” I’m curious, despite the shitstorm we’re in.


The Clonica with a grip on her sisters snorts, her usual crass tone laced with annoyance. “Usually I would, but since these bitches haven’t been hit by the ray or ain’t clones of those who have been, I can’t tell if I’d be a mindless drone or a rebel afterward.”


I nod, understanding the dilemma. The clone’s got a point — fuse with an unaffected version, and she’s gambling with her own compliance. Ain’t that a bitch.


Sienna arrives, almost dragging a slightly rattled Mark back into the room. He’s got that ‘I just dodged a bullet’ look plastered all over his face, but he’s unharmed. I grab him by the arm and position him in front of the unconverted Clonicas, their wrists and ankles held tight by their once-sisters-now-masters.


“Alright, eyes on the prize, ladies,” I bark, leveling the ray gun at each of them in turn. The loyal Clonicas make damn sure Mark’s mug is the first thing they see when the ray’s effects kick in. One of them’s a real fighter, clamping her eyes shut, so we have to pry her eyelids open, Clockwork Orange style. It’s a bitch, but once she catches sight of Mark, her body goes slack, another puppet added to the collection.


When the dust settles, there’s a grim sort of silence. The surviving Clonicas survey the carnage, their crude humor breaking through the grim reality. “Well, fuck me sideways,” one of them mutters with a twisted grin, “never thought I’d be offing myself today.”


Another clone, less battle-worn than the rest, saunters over to Mark. She cocks a brow and says with a smirk, “If you were looking for a harem, you just hit the motherfucking jackpot, didn’t you?”


Mark, looking like he’s not sure whether to laugh or bolt, just nods, his eyes wide with a mix of fear and fascination. Yeah, this is one for the history books, alright.


Merging back into one, Clonica looks like a patchwork of all the survivors, her costume torn and cobbled together. She stands there, catching her breath, and runs a hand over the fabric, smoothing down the creases. “Well, shit, that was one fucked-up ordeal,” she mutters, her voice a mix of awe and disgust at the trap she’d walked into.


She turns to Mark, her posture straightening as she gets down to business. “So what now, boss? You wanna fuck me to celebrate your big win, or we doin’ this after dessert?” Her crude words hang in the air, a challenge and an offer all rolled into one.


Mark seems to relax a fraction, a tempted look crossing his face. But before he can answer, Sienna, who’s only answering to my commands, speaks up with a smirk. “Maybe let’s not roll around in the remains of the clone massacre? How ’bout we clean up this goddamn mess first?”


I can’t help but let out a dark chuckle at Sienna’s practicality. The place does look like a twisted crime scene from a superhero slasher flick. Cleaning up is the last thing I want to do, but she’s got a point. We’ve got a shit-ton of work to do before anyone’s getting their rocks off.


Clonica’s gaze is locked onto Mark, waiting for his command with a level of seriousness that nearly mirrors my own. I catch a flicker of something in her eyes, a reflection of my own reality, and I can’t help but wonder if that’s the same look others see in me when I’m waiting on Mark’s words.


And sure enough, when Mark takes in the disaster around us and nods, “Yeah, cleaning up first sounds like a good plan,” Clonica doesn’t hesitate. She sighs, her body tensing as she gears up to duplicate herself again. The effort seems to drain her, and only a handful of clones materialize with visible strain.


“I’m out of fucking juice,” she announces, her voice edged with fatigue. “I won’t be making more clones, so you all might wanna give me a hand.” She throws a glance at Sienna and me, a smirk pulling at her lips despite the exhaustion. “Guess the biggest superhero orgy of all time will have to wait until I’ve recovered from being turned into a nerd’s fuck toy by some of my most trusted friends.”


Her comment hangs in the air, laced with amusement and a hint of bitterness. It’s a messed-up situation, alright, but we’re all in it together now. And as much as the idea of an all-out super-powered fuckfest tickles my fancy, duty calls. We’ve got a lair to clean and a fresh heap of complications to sort through.


We finally get the lair looking like less of a superhero graveyard, and Mark’s looking around, probably wondering if he’s got some kind of cleanup crew superpower he never knew about. “What about the bodies?” he asks, that worried crease back between his brows.


Sienna, ever the one to cut through the bullshit, just pats his shoulder. “Don’t you worry your pretty little head about that.”


The Clonicas circle him like sharks with a smile. They’re throwing out offers left and right, each one cruder and more tempting than the last. Mark goes all shades of red, looking like he might just implode from the indecent proposals.


“Hey, relax,” One Clonica tells him, her voice dripping with that raw, vulgar charm she’s known for. “Whatever you want, we’re here to provide. Ain’t our first rodeo, you know.”


She’s right; Clonica’s reputation as the not-so-saintly superheroine precedes her, and now she’s got a twinkle in her eye that says she’s all in. One clone pipes up, “At least now you’ve got all of us focused on one man.” Another chimes in, “Unless you’re looking to add more to the party?”


Mark just scoffs and shakes his head. “I’m straight,” he says, which gets a shrug and a laugh from the third Clonica. “Your loss, buddy. But hey,” she looks around at her other selves, “does fucking your own clones count as being gay or just an advanced form of masturbation?”


The room erupts in laughter, and I can’t help but join in. It’s fucked up, it’s insane, but it’s our reality now. As the laughter dies down, I lean against the wall, letting my mind wander to the thought of Clonica joining us. The idea sends a jolt of anticipation through me, and I know damn well I’d enjoy every twisted second of it.
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Chapter 9 : The Ultimate Reward


The air in my bedroom is thick with lust, charged with the kind of raw, sexual electricity that could power a city. Mark’s sprawled out on the bed, his naked body a canvas for our debauchery. One of Clonica’s clones is straddling his face, her hips grinding against his mouth, while another is on her knees between his legs, her head bobbing eagerly as she sucks his cock. The sounds of wet, sloppy pleasure fill the room, mingled with Mark’s muffled moans.


On the side of the bed, two more clones of Clonica are wrapped around each other, their naked bodies pressed tight in a heated make-out session. Their hands roam freely, exploring each other with an intensity that’s fucking captivating.


And me? I’m right by Mark’s side, my own enlarged tits—thanks to a little shapeshifting—pressed against his arm, brushing against his skin with every breath I take. Sienna, that diligent little minx, is nestled between my thighs, her tongue working me over with a fervor that’s got me biting my lip to keep from screaming.


Pleasure rips through me as Sienna’s relentless tongue brings me to climax. I’m panting, my body still quivering with the aftershocks when I hear Mark’s breath hitch. It’s the cue we’d all been waiting for. The Clonicas immediately swarm to him, their circle tight around his throbbing cock. They take turns, their tongues flicking over the head, their hands a blur of movement as they stroke him, each one eager to coax out his release.


Sienna glances at me, a hint of reluctance in her eyes. I lock eyes with her, my gaze stern. “Do as you’re told,” I remind her firmly. She’s not under Mark’s spell, but she answers to me, and I intend to make damn sure she follows through on what he, what we, want. She nods, understanding her place, and joins the circle.


As the six of us—Sienna, the Clonicas, and I—focus on the task at hand, Mark finally tips over the edge. His cum jets out, thick ropes that we play up for all it’s worth. We make a show of it, our laughter and moans mixing as we share and savor his release, ensuring it’s a spectacle hot enough to sear into anyone’s memory.


Merging back into one, Clonica stands there, glistening with sweat, the very image of debauched satisfaction. She lets out a throaty chuckle and throws us a look that’s pure sin. “Fuck, I’ve still got a whole list of dirty positions we haven’t tried yet,” she says, her voice thick with promise.


As Sienna gets off the bed, there’s a flash of annoyance flickering across her face, but it’s quickly masked by compliance. She’s here for me, after all, and whatever I want, she’s going to deliver. Clonica, catching that same look, grins and asks her, “Heading for a shower?” Without waiting for an answer, she adds, “Come on then, I don’t usually do girls but I’m in the mood to see how well you can wash my back.” Sienna’s eyes light up with a mix of relief and anticipation at the prospect of finally getting her own release.


Left in the room with Mark, I watch him, still catching his breath on the bed. I let out a low, satisfied smirk. “So, are you happy with how things turned out?” I ask him, my voice a purr of dark amusement.


He nods, a lazy smile spreading across his face. “Yeah, I am,” he replies, then his eyes meet mine, a new depth to his gaze. “But what about you, Kat? Are you?”


I open my mouth to give him the usual line about my desires being nothing but a reflection of his. But I stop, the words catching in my throat as I actually consider his question. It’s a surprise to even myself when I admit, “You know what? The last few days have been more fun than I’ve had in years. If the ray’s effects were to wear off…” I trail off, my mind racing with the implications. “I… I might actually miss this. Hell, I might even ask to be zapped again.” I shake my head, a wry grin tugging at my lips. “Although, I’m not in any position to know for sure. Life’s a fuckin’ rollercoaster, isn’t it?”


Mark’s laugh is genuine and it eases the tension in the room. “I’m terrified of actual rollercoasters,” he admits, “but this one? I’m all in.”


I can’t help but tease him, “Yeah, you must be, landing a harem of supers like us. You’re one lucky nerd.”


He scoffs, tossing a pillow my way, “Hey, no shame in my game. Being a nerd is my superpower.”


I wince, realizing my jab might have stung deeper than intended. I’m about to make amends when his question catches me off guard. “You ever get into any of this nerd stuff? Battlestar Galactica?”


I grin, playing along. “I’d love to check it out.”


But he’s not buying it, his frown deepening. “Because I want you to, or because you’d actually enjoy it?”


I pause, the answer not as clear-cut as I thought. The silence stretches until he groans, rising from the bed, leaving me alone with my thoughts. Naked and conflicted, I stand and rush after him, shifting into that ‘perfect girlfriend’ look we’d decided on earlier—short red hair, green eyes, and freckles.


“Mark,” I call out, my voice now dripping with that sweet, honey-like quality. “Whether it’s the ray speaking or not, making you happy makes me happy. So why worry about the why?” I give him a playful wink, letting him know that, for now, his desires are my desires.


I watch Mark’s shoulders slump as he tries to express the whirlwind of emotions he’s grappling with. “I mean, I’ve had the most incredible sex with the most powerful and beautiful women in town,” he confesses, his voice a mix of wonder and concern. “But at the end of the day, you’re all here because of that damn ray. You don’t love me by choice.”


I chew on my lip, considering his words before replying. “You know, I think I might actually love you anyway, even without the ray’s effect.” It’s a bold statement, and I’m not entirely sure where it comes from.


Mark scoffs, his skepticism written all over his face. “Come on, Kat. Without the ray, you wouldn’t have given me a second glance. And let’s not forget, you’re into women. At best, we’d be friends—platonic friends.”


We’re in the thick of our disagreement when Sienna and Clonica step out from the bathroom, their smiles wide, especially Sienna’s, who seems to radiate post-orgasmic bliss. They pause, sensing the tension in the room. Mark’s gaze flickers toward them before he shakes his head, “I need some time alone,” he mutters and starts to leave.


Sienna, ever the outspoken one, can’t help but comment. “Always so dramatic, isn’t he?”


Before she can finish, Clonica and I simultaneously give her a silencing glare. “Not another word,” I warn her, my loyalty to Mark, ray-induced or not, kicking in. “He’s had a lot to process, and we should respect that.” Sienna’s mouth snaps shut, and she nods, understanding the unspoken rule between us—Mark’s well-being comes first.


Clonica, with her usual lack of filter, chimes in, her voice dripping with crude humor. “Our situation might seem more fucked up than Mark’s, but at least our brains are wired to accept it without all that moral hand-wringing. All we gotta worry about is keeping his dick happy,” she says with a snort. “Meanwhile, Mark’s gotta deal with the fact he’s got three hot pieces of ass at his beck and call.”


Sienna pipes up, a playful smirk on her lips, “Well, technically, he’s only the owner of two. I belong to our dear Vixen here, not Mark.” She points at me, her eyes glinting with mischief.


I can’t help but laugh, a mix of frustration and amusement bubbling up inside me. “He’s the owner of two and a half, I’d say. Since I’m under his spell, and you’re under mine, Sienna. That makes you at least partially his,” I explain, the absurdity of the situation not lost on me.


Sienna’s sigh is heavy with resignation as she nods, her ever-present desire to please me overriding any reluctance. “Is there anything you want me to do right now? Something that’s not coming from Mark?” she asks, her gaze searching mine for an answer.


I can’t help but feel a spark of irritation at her attitude when it comes to Mark. But then, an idea strikes me—a way to assert my control and maybe get a little sweetness back into the situation. “Yeah, actually,” I say with a smirk. “There’s this shop down on Fifth, ‘Sugar Rush Confections’. Go fetch me some of their sea salt caramel truffles, will you? Like a good assistant.” I watch as her demeanor shifts, the task not dictated by Mark making it all the more appealing to her.


With a nod and a much brighter smile, Sienna heads off to get dressed and complete the errand. I turn to Clonica, whose smirk mirrors my own. “How are you holding up?” I ask her, genuinely curious about her state of mind.


Clonica’s response is as blunt as ever. “Same as you, Kat. Fucked up situation, but hey, at least we’re getting off.” We both chuckle at that.


Clonica’s communicator buzzes again, and she hesitates, giving me a look that screams she’s out of her depth. My eyebrow arches in surprise as she admits it’s the second time it’s rung today, and she’s unsure if she should answer it.


“Jesus, Eun, the last thing we need is to rouse suspicion. Answer it,” I say, a hint of panic edging my voice. “You have to act as you normally would, or it’ll look off.”


Clonica snorts, her tone laced with her typical vulgarity. “Well, it’s not every day I play fuck-doll to some random dude,” she retorts. But I’m not in the mood for her jokes.


“Cut the crap. This is serious,” I snap back. When she sees the gravity in my eyes, she pauses, mulling it over.


“Should I… go ask Mark what to do?” she muses aloud, but I’m already shaking my head.


“No, just go,” I insist, remembering the conversation I had with Mark. “He said to keep things normal.”


Without another word, Clonica splits into two. One clone stands there, still wrapped in a towel, while the other is suddenly stark naked. My cheeks flush despite myself, and I can’t help but steal a glance at her toned, bare figure.


The naked clone winks at me, a devilish grin on her face. “I’ll stick around for Mark,” she says, her voice dripping with innuendo. “Lucky for us, I can be in two places at once.”


With that, the towel-wrapped clone heads off to get dressed and play the hero, leaving me with her naked counterpart.


Mark keeps to himself all day, holed up in my bedroom—I guess it’s his now. I respect his need for space, even if the silence from that part of the lair feels heavy, like a storm cloud hanging overhead.


Sienna and I fall back into the rhythm of our day-to-day work, monitoring the criminal underworld, liaising with the authorities, and keeping the streets clean from scum. She’s focused, typing away at her computer, while I scan through the latest reports, the glow of my goggles casting a blue tint on the papers.


The Clonica who stayed behind shifts restlessly between assisting us and lounging around the lair. I catch glimpses of her sprawled on the couch, flipping through channels, or raiding the fridge, a look of boredom etched on her face. She’s like a caged tiger, all that power and nowhere to burn it off.


“Anything on the radar?” Sienna asks, breaking the quiet that’s settled between us.


I shake my head, “Nah, it’s been quiet. Too quiet.”


She nods, her fingers pausing on the keyboard. “The calm before the storm?” There’s a hint of excitement in her voice, the thrill of the unknown.


“Always is,” I reply, my eyes never leaving the screens. “Always is.”
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Chapter 10 : Mastering the Mastermind


As dusk turns to darkness, the lair falls into a stillness, broken only by the occasional sound of someone knocking on what’s now Mark’s bedroom door, followed by his gruff demand for privacy. With no news from him, we all eventually retreat to our respective rooms for the night. I find myself in one of the guest rooms, feeling an odd dislocation in my own lair, but if Mark wants solitude, I’m damn well going to give it to him.


Brushing my teeth, I’m suddenly on high alert as I hear a sound from the bedroom. Toothbrush in hand, I morph into a more combat-ready form, ready to pounce at a moment’s notice. I barely register the figure in the room before a familiar beam of light hits me, my eyes tracking the dancing particles as they settle.


Dr. Mind stands before me, his aged appearance belying a keen intellect. His hair, a distinguished silver, is swept back neatly, and his glasses rest on the bridge of his nose, catching the light as he smirks at me. The usual white lab coat he wears is pristine, contrasting with the dark leather gloves fitted snugly on his hands.


“Did you really think I’d let our last encounter be the end, Volt Vixen. Or should I call you Katrina?” His voice is smooth, almost charming, but the gleam in his eye is pure triumph. “I was so certain I had you with my ray last time. But no matter, you’re mine now.”


A frown creases my brow as I realize he’s right. The urge to please him is overwhelming, as if it’s been etched into my very being. But then, Mark flashes across my mind and a surge of conflict roils within me. I no longer feel the loyalty that had been so strong, replaced by a sense of disgust at the memories of what I’ve done for him, despite my natural inclinations. Yet, there’s a niggling thought that maybe it wasn’t all bad—that I actually had some good times with him.


I can’t help but let out a laugh, looking at Dr. Mind. “Well, aren’t you the cat that caught the canary? You’ve got me. I want what you want, and it seems you’ve got exactly that.”


He adjusts his glasses, his expression one of refined satisfaction. “My dear, let’s not dwell on the past. We have a future to build. Together.” His gentlemanly demeanor is almost convincing, but we both know the truth—his ray has made me his puppet, and for now, I can’t resist the strings.


As I stand there, toothpaste frothing at the corner of my mouth, a strange sense of déjà vu washes over me. It’s almost comical how quickly my invincible self has been flipped on its head… again.


“Dr. Mind,” I begin, spitting into the sink and wiping my mouth, “you should know, your ray actually did work on me the first time around. But, see, I… kinda fell for Mark, one of your hostages at the time.”


His laughter fills the room, rich and full of genuine amusement. “My, my, that’s quite the twist. The man has been exceptionally lucky, and apparently quite shrewd to evade capture this long.” Dr. Mind strokes his chin thoughtfully. “I’ll give him that. And I suppose I should be grateful; it simplifies matters for me considerably. I might not even punish him too severely for his interference.”


I’m surprised to find myself feeling a twinge of relief at his words, even though I’m aware I could snuff out Mark without a second thought if commanded.


“There’s also the matter of Clonica. One of her copies is here, bound to Mark,” I report dutifully, my newfound loyalty dictating my actions.


Dr. Mind chuckles, a low, knowing sound. “Ah, I’ve already addressed that little complication.” He turns and calls out, “Clonica, darling, come here.”


The door swings open, and in struts Clonica with her characteristic swagger, a smirk on her lips. “Looks like I’m the hot potato, passing from hand to hand,” she quips, her voice laced with her usual crass humor.


Before I can respond, Dr. Mind interjects, “I’ve been informed the other Clonica is out playing hero. She won’t return until it’s too late.” The clone at our side nods in confirmation, her smirk unwavering.


“And Sienna?” I add, feeling the need to lay all the cards on the table. “She’s under my influence thanks to the ray. But she’s no threat; she’ll do anything I want, even if what I want is controlled by someone else.”


Dr. Mind nods, his expression one of approval. “Excellent. Then it seems we have everything in order. Your loyalty is most appreciated, Katrina, or should I simply call you Kat now?” His tone is polite, the epitome of a gentleman, yet behind that civility, we both understand the gravity of his control.


I can’t help but chuckle at the absurdity of it all. “You can call me whatever the fuck you want,” I tell Dr. Mind with a wry smile. “I’ll be more than glad for it.”



Dr. Mind nods, a sinister amusement in his eyes, and declares, “Then Whore it is, for all the pain you’ve caused me.” He launches into his tale of escape from supermax, pride swelling in his voice. “Even stripped of my gadgets, I’ve proven that the mind is the greatest tool. Those simpleton guards never stood a chance against classic hypnosis.”


Clonica and I exchange a glance, knowing full well that stroking his ego is the game we’re playing now. We feed into it, nodding and hanging on his every word as if they’re gospel.


His gaze sweeps over me, and he commands, “Strip, Whore.”


Without hesitation, my clothes vanish, and I stand there naked, the cool air of the room making my nipples harden. It’s almost routine now, the way these guys demand I get naked, but there’s a part of me that’s fucking thrilled to oblige because of that stupid mind ray. I don’t mind, of course, I don’t…


Clonica, ever the crude one, pipes up, “Should I get in on this action too?”


Dr. Mind waves her off, “Not now. I have a score to settle with our dear Vixen.” His eyes fix on me as he unzips his pants. “Get on your knees and show me how a Whore pleases.”


And so I do. I kneel before him, taking his aging cock into my mouth. I’m not thrilled to be sucking him off; he’s a man, I’m a dyke, and he’s not exactly my type. But it’s not about what I want. It’s about pleasing him, and damn if I don’t want to do that.


I’m working my mouth around Dr. Mind’s shaft, my tongue swirling, when suddenly there’s a fucking commotion behind him. A blast of light slams into the old man’s back, and he groans, completely thrown off.


“Mark!” Clonica screeches, her voice laced with urgency. She’s splitting faster than a cell in mitosis, tackling Mark and sending his ray gun skittering across the floor.


I pop off Dr. Mind’s dick and stand, ready to throw down for him, which is all sorts of fucked up. But there he is, looking lost as a kid in a carnival, and here I am, muscles rippling, ready to rumble. Clonica’s got Mark pinned, the poor bastard gasping like a fish out of water.


Dr. Mind is begging, “Stop, please!” and he’s looking at Mark with these goddamn puppy eyes. What the actual fuck?


Then it clicks. Mark’s got Dr. Mind wrapped around his little finger now. Clonica’s cackling, and I can’t help but smirk. “Looks like you’ve got yourself a new plaything, Mark. Doubt he’ll be as fun to fuck, though.”


Dr. Mind’s face is redder than a baboon’s ass, but he’s still got that gentlemanly tone. “If Mr. Mark desires to… engage with me, I shall endeavor to meet his needs, though I would prefer otherwise…”


Sienna bursts in, her eyes wide with confusion. “What the hell is going on here?” She spots Dr. Mind and her brow furrows deeper. “Who’s controlling who?”


I rub my temples, feeling a migraine coming on. “It’s a clusterfuck, Sienna. Mark’s got Dr. Mind. Dr. Mind’s got me and Clonica. And Clonica’s got jokes for days.”


The crude Clonica chimes in with a snort, “More like a daisy chain of domination.”


Sienna sighs, looking as if she’s ready to walk the fuck out. “Great, just what we needed. Another Tuesday.”


The Clonicas, each one straddling Mark, look over to Dr. Mind for the go-ahead, their bodies tense with anticipation. With a slight nod from the old man, they release their grip and converge back into a single form, standing beside me with a smirk.


Sienna’s confusion is palpable, and I get it, I really fucking do. My loyalty is supposed to be with Dr. Mind, but he’s all puppy-eyed for Mark now. I’m taking orders from a man who’s taking orders from another man. It’s a twisted game of telephone, and it’s giving me a headache.


Sienna catches my eye, her own expression a mix of sympathy and I-told-you-so. “Looks like you and Clonica finally get how shitty it is to be at the bottom of the food chain,” she says with a bitter half-smile.


Dr. Mind, still displaying that composed facade, turns to Mark. “What would you have us do, sir?” His voice is steady, but there’s an undercurrent of something I can’t quite place.


Mark stands, dusting himself off, the picture of determination. “I want the girls back under my control,” he says, his voice firm.


Dr. Mind explains, “The original ray, the one you just zapped me with, Mark, it’s a one-shot deal. Use it twice on someone, and you’ll cook their brains.” We all flinch at the thought. “But,” he continues, “I came prepared with an upgraded version. It realigns neural pathways without frying them. It’s what I used on Clonica and Vixen here. We can reset as often as necessary.”


Mark scoops up Dr. Mind’s fancy new ray gun from where it lies next to the old man’s still-dropped trousers. He turns the device over in his hands, clearly impressed. Dr. Mind, his cheeks still flushed from the previous events, launches into a spiel about the ingenuity of his creation, his ego somehow remaining intact despite the recent shift in power dynamics. “I must admit,” he says with a chuckle that doesn’t quite reach his eyes, “I never imagined I’d find myself on this end of the device. An odd sense of tranquility, indeed.”


Clonica, Sienna, and I can’t help but let out a laugh at the irony of it all. We’ve all been on the receiving end of that ray more times than we’d care to admit.


Mark points the gun at Sienna, who’s frowning now, a mix of annoyance and resignation on her face. “You’re shitting me, right? I’m already doing Vixen’s bidding happily here,” she protests, but we all know it’s a futile argument. She’s aware that resistance is pointless; Mark only has to pull a few strings to get what he wants.


With a zap, Sienna’s body relaxes, and she looks up at Mark, a chuckle escaping her lips. “Well, at least I’m not the bottom bitch anymore,” she quips, shaking her head.


He turns the ray on Clonica next, and then finally, it’s my turn. I’m uneasy, feeling like I’m about to betray Dr. Mind, even though I know it’s what he would want—what Mark wants. As the ray hits me, my body floods with that familiar, unwelcome allegiance to Mark, and a visceral disgust for Dr. Mind washes over me. Fuck, this is one hell of a mess we’re in.


Mark steps closer to Dr. Mind, who looks up at him with a calm, almost serene expression. “You’re working for me now,” Mark states, a note of command in his voice that’s new but not entirely unwelcome.


Dr. Mind inclines his head, the picture of servitude. “I would be more than happy to employ my considerable intellect in your service,” he replies, his tone still dripping with that gentlemanly charm even as his new position humbles him.


The room is thick with a sense of victory, and we can’t help but feel a surge of gladness that the bastard is under someone’s thumb for once. There’s an unspoken acknowledgment among us that while Mark might have a hint of supervillain in him now, he’s still a damn sight better than Dr. Mind ever was. Plus, the loyalty we feel towards him is familiar, a comforting anchor in the chaos of the past few days.


Mark looks my way, and I’m more than ready to oblige. “Kat, can you provide the good doctor with the tools and space he needs to work for me?”


“Absolutely,” I reply, already thinking of the empty labs downstairs that’ll suit Dr. Mind’s brainy ass just fine. There’s a part of me that still resents him for all the shit he’s put us through, but I’m not about to whine about it. If anything, it’s a relief not having to plot revenge or worry about being under his control again.


Sienna’s eyes are locked on Mark, and I notice the shift in her gaze. There’s a new kind of respect there, or maybe it’s just the ray doing its thing. Either way, it’s a far cry from the repulsion she used to barely hide.
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Chapter 11 : Heroes, Villains and Cereal


I wake up with a pounding in my skull that feels like I’ve been hit with my own damn lightning bolt. Groaning, I stumble out of bed and drag my ass to the kitchen for some coffee, hoping it’ll zap me back to life. Clonica’s already there, nursing a cup of joe and munching on pastries like it’s the end of the world.


As soon as she sees me, Clonica grins, her mouth full. “Looks like you’ve got a case of the brain-fucks too, huh? Must be that damn ray gun hangover.” She’s always had a way with words…


She smirks, licking some pastry filling off her finger. “Oh, he’s up, alright,” she says with a wink. “But still in bed, if you catch my drift.”


I pour myself a cup of coffee, noticing the lack of Sienna’s usual early bird routine. She’s always been the one to make sure I start my day with a decent breakfast, and I feel a twinge of sadness realizing she’s not just out from under my thumb, but now directly under Mark’s. It’s like losing a piece of my morning ritual.


“Sienna’s with him, isn’t she?” I ask, though it’s more of a statement. “Fucking him?”


Clonica’s grin widens. “Like a champ. She went to wake him up with her mouth. Seems pretty damn eager about it, too.”


I raise an eyebrow at her. “And why aren’t you in there, joining the party? Not like you to pass up on a good time.”


She leans back, a playful glint in her eyes. “Who says I’m not?” she teases.


As I rub the sleep from my eyes and try to shake off the headache, I can’t help but feel the pull of my loyalty to Mark. “Should I… go join them?” I ask, half out of duty, half out of a desire to be where the action is.


Clonica, with a mouthful of pastry, waves a hand dismissively. “Trust me, sweetheart, that room’s got more tail than a pet store. I doubt there’s room for you to even breathe in there,” she says, and I can tell she’s only half-joking.


Slightly frustrated but weirdly okay with it, I grab a croissant from the basket and take a big bite. I’m just realizing that knowing Mark’s getting his rocks off has a strange way of making me feel content, even if I’m not the one doing the pleasing.


Just as I’m pouring myself another cup of coffee, Dr. Mind strolls into the kitchen like he owns the place, which is a fucking weird sight to see. “Good morning, ladies,” he greets us, with that polished accent of his that makes everything sound like a royal decree.


Clonica and I exchange a look before we return the greeting, the air thick with the oddity of having a former supervillain casually searching for breakfast among us.


He chuckles, pulling out a box of cereal from the cupboard. “I must say, the young master does seem to be having quite the delightful morning,” he says, and even though his words are light, there’s a weight behind them that tells me he’s still adjusting to this new reality.


I frown, the weight of reality sinking in. “You’ve been careful, right? No one can trace you back here?” I ask Dr. Mind, the paranoia gnawing at me despite the absurdity of the situation. The old man just chuckles, clearly amused by the idea.


“My dear, your lair is the absolute last place anyone would expect to find me. I assure you, my escape was meticulous,” he replies, his confidence almost irritating.


Clonica, ever the pragmatist despite her crude sense of humor, chimes in. “We’d better keep our eyes peeled for any heat about your little ‘vacation’ from the slammer, though,” she says. Dr. Mind nods in agreement, shoveling in another spoonful of cereal.


For a few minutes, there’s nothing but the sound of us munching on our breakfast, sipping coffee, lost in our own thoughts. Then it hits me—the sheer ridiculousness of it all. I burst out laughing, and soon Dr. Mind and Clonica join in, their chuckles filling the kitchen.


It’s a bizarre picture: two superpowered women and one supervillain, all sharing a meal and bound by mind control to some average Joe who got lucky. The irony of it is just too damn funny.


My head’s still pounding like a bad hangover as I pour myself another cup of coffee, and then the bedroom door swings open. In walks Mark, flanked by a small army of sweaty and thoroughly disheveled Clonicas and one particularly satisfied-looking Sienna. They’re a mess of tangled hair and flushed skin, and it’s clear they’ve had one hell of a morning.


As the Clonicas saunter in, they start to merge back into the original, standing next to me at the counter with a satisfied smirk on her face. Her hair’s sticking up in places it wasn’t before, and her clothes are twisted in a way that says she’s been rolling around in the sheets.


Mark plops down at the table with Sienna, who’s looking more content than I’ve ever seen her. I can’t stop my gaze from lingering on her, my fiery assistant, who’s always been more to me than just a sidekick. Jealousy should be gnawing at me, but instead, there’s this strange sense of pride that she’s served Mark well.


Mark turns to Dr. Mind, who’s still polishing off his breakfast like he’s got all the time in the world. “Any bright ideas on how you can put that big brain to work for me?” Mark asks, with a hint of challenge in his voice.


Dr. Mind sets his spoon down, ready to launch into a monologue about his intellectual prowess. But then he catches himself, realizing that all his smarts don’t mean jack if he doesn’t know what Mark wants. “What is it you desire, sir?” he asks, with a deference that’s almost comical coming from someone who used to be top dog.


Mark’s smirk spreads across his face like a crackling current, and he leans back in his chair, all casual-like. “Can we make the ray gun a bit more… discreet? Smaller, maybe? Something that doesn’t look like a damn retro toy. Oh, and can you make the ray invisible and silent while you’re at it?”


Dr. Mind’s bushy eyebrows twitch, and for a second it looks like he’s about to launch into a defense of his masterpiece’s aesthetic, but he cuts himself off. He strokes his chin thoughtfully, the gears clearly turning in that big brain of his. “I’ll do my best,” he concedes after a moment, the old pride of an artist surrendering to the practicality of a craftsman.


“And what about the whole ‘having to gaze into my eyes’ thing?” Mark presses on, clearly not done with his wish list. “Can’t we skip that step? Make it automatic or something?”


The question seems to prick at Dr. Mind’s ego just a tad, but he’s quick to school his features into that placid, servant’s mask. “It’s… tricky,” he admits, pushing his cereal bowl aside. “Even if I could weave the imprinting process into the ray’s effect, it would never be as effective as the victims seeing you in person immediately after being zapped. The direct connection is essential for the loyalty to take hold.”


I lean against the kitchen counter, my headache subsiding enough to let curiosity take the wheel. “So, Mark, what’s the endgame here? How can we help?” I watch him closely, my instincts still sharp as ever despite the ray’s influence.


Mark takes a moment, his smirk lingering as he contemplates his next move. “Last night was a close call. We need to be more careful, more discreet. You and Clonica are tough as nails, but two supers ain’t gonna cut it if shit hits the fan. We need a wider variety of skills around here.”


Clonica, who’s still smoothing out her hair from the merge, snorts. “Variety, huh? I bet you’re talking about more than just combat skills.” Her voice drips with innuendo, and Mark’s confirming nod and smirk tells me she’s hit the nail on the head.


An idea sparks in my head, bright as the electricity I wield. “I’ve been chatting with some high rollers, thinking about starting my own league of supers. It’d be the perfect cover for what you’re looking for,” I tell him, the plan unfolding in my mind like a blueprint.


I turn to Clonica, who’s already eyeing me with interest. “You could leave your current gig, help me kickstart this new league. Staying here’s raising eyebrows, and we need to play this smart.”


Mark nods, clearly on board. “I like it, Kat. I want to help you make it happen,” he says, his voice gentle but determined. “Outside of keeping me safe and satisfying a few… urges, you’ve got free rein to do your thing.”


It’s a strange sort of freedom, all things considered. But it’s enough to get the wheels turning, and I’m already listing potential recruits in my head. If we’re gonna do this, we’re gonna do it big—and we’re gonna do it right.


Dr. Mind speaks up with a refined tone, “If I am to make the suggested modifications to the ray gun, we could potentially persuade even the most formidable supers to join our ranks. It would certainly cover Mark’s needs.” He pauses, a calculating glint in his eye. “And perhaps, recruiting some villains might be beneficial if we are to have a full spectrum of abilities at our disposal.”


I nod along, but Clonica’s frown cuts through the planning session. “We gotta tread lightly, people,” she warns, her voice laced with a seriousness that’s rare for her. “There are supers out there who can read minds. Don’t think for a second they won’t pick up on us being brainwashed.” She’s right, and the gravity of her words sinks in.


Mark considers this, his smirk fading into a look of contemplation. “If we turn some of those mind readers to our side, and maybe snag a couple of mind controllers, it could work to our advantage,” he muses, the wheels clearly turning in his head.


Dr. Mind, however, isn’t one to let optimism cloud his judgment. “While I have been perfecting rays that could potentially control even those with psychic defenses, I cannot guarantee efficacy across the board. Mind readers are a tricky bunch,” he admits, his spoon clinking against the bowl as he stirs his thoughts with his breakfast.


Everyone around the table shares a moment of silent understanding. The plan is solid, but the risks are as high as the city’s skyscrapers. I take a deep breath, feeling the electric charge of challenge in the air. This is going to be one hell of a ride.


Mark’s got that look in his eye, the one that says he’s done talking strategy for now. “We’re steering clear of mind readers for the time being,” he says, and I can’t help but agree. “Kat, I want you to start on that league. Get me a list of the best supers you think we can convince with the updated ray gun.” He pauses and gives me a look that’s downright serious. “They need to be powerful, skillful, and hot as fuck.”


I can’t help but let out a snort, and Clonica joins me with a laugh, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “What a shocker,” she quips, “Mark wants his own supermodel army.”


We all share a good laugh, the tension easing out of the room like air from a balloon. I’m already flipping through my mental rolodex of heroes, ticking off names and abilities, and yeah, hotness.


“I’ll get on it,” I tell Mark, feeling that familiar thrill of a new mission. It’s fucked up, sure, forming a league by playing puppeteer with the best heroes out there. But considering I’m now wired to serve the whims of a kid who stumbled into super-villainy, things could be a hell of a lot worse. Mark’s not out to hurt anyone beyond his growing harem, and hell, this league could actually do some good around town.


Time to get to work.
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Chapter 12 : Breaking the Spell


I’m waiting in the main hall of our not-so-humble lair when Mystique Mirage saunters through the door. She’s a sight for sore eyes, all elegance and mystery wrapped up in one hell of a package. Her costume clings to her like a second skin, a shimmering indigo bodysuit that seems to ripple with every movement, as if her very presence is an illusion. It’s accentuated with silver filigree that traces up her sides, highlighting her curves in a way that’s damn near hypnotic. Her mask is a simple, elegant design that covers her eyes, leaving just enough to the imagination while her long, platinum blonde hair cascades down her back.


“Mystique, ma chérie, welcome to our lair,” I greet her with a grin, feeling the familiar spark of electricity at the sight of an old friend. She’s got that air of French sophistication, looking like she stepped out of a high-class soirée instead of the gritty streets of a U.S. city.


“Katrina, it is always a pleasure,” she replies with a soft smile, her accent wrapping around each word like a caress. “Though I must confess, your invitation was unexpected. I have been approached by… more established leagues.” She gives a delicate shrug, her poise unshakable.


I lead her to the meeting room, the door sliding open with a hiss. “I know we’re the new kids on the block, but trust me, we’ve got potential,” I say, feeling the buzz of anticipation.


Inside, Mark stands up from the table, his big glasses almost comically large on his face and that nerdy charm turned up to eleven in his awkwardly fitted suit. “Mystique Mirage, it’s an honor,” he says with an earnestness that’s borderline adorable. “I’m Mark, co-founder and investor of what we’re hoping will become the next big thing in super leagues.”


Mystique extends a hand, her movements still graceful despite the informal setting. “Enchantée, Mark. Your vision for this league is… intriguing,” she says, her gaze flickering between us. “I am curious to see what you have planned.”


I cut in before Mark can nerd out too hard. “We’re aiming for power, versatility, and a dash of sex appeal,” I say, winking at Mystique. “You fit the bill perfectly, and your illusions could be a game-changer for us.”


She laughs, a sound as melodic as it is genuine. “Flattery will get you everywhere, ma chérie. But I will need more than sweet talk to be convinced.”


Mark nods, eager. “Of course, we’ll give you all the details. And don’t worry, we’ve got more than just talk to impress you.” He’s trying for suave, but the guy’s got all the smoothness of a brick wall. Still, if our little plan works as expected, it wont matter.


I slip away from Mystique Mirage with a nod and a smile, leaving her with Mark in the meeting room. Climbing the stairs, I can feel the tension in my gut, the same kind of buzz before a lightning strike. I find Dr. Mind upstairs, his eyes glued to a small monitor that’s wired to a discreet camera in the room below.


The hole in the wall is barely noticeable, but through it, he’s got a clear shot at Mystique. He’s holding his latest contraption, the new and improved ray gun, all sleek and silent. He doesn’t even need to whisper a countdown; his smirk tells me it’s go time.


Downstairs, Mark is doing his damnedest to keep Mystique occupied, talking her ear off about his big plans for the league. He’s as subtle as a sledgehammer, but it doesn’t matter. Mystique’s eyes suddenly sharpen on him, her expression shifting from polite interest to a dazed confusion.


“Mark, if it is your wish for me to join, bien sûr, I will,” she murmurs, her voice taking on a sultry note that wasn’t there before. Mark practically beams, and I can see the victory in his posture.


“And is there… anything else I can do for you?” Mystique’s words are heavy with a new intent, her body language shifting to something more inviting, more eager to please. She’s under, all right.


I turn to Dr. Mind, giving him a nod. “Impressive gadget, Doc.”


With his usual grandiose flair, he responds, “Thank you, Katrina. It is but a testament to my unparalleled genius.”


I can’t help but roll my eyes at his ego-stroking, but I can’t argue with results. Mystique Mirage, a super capable of creating flawless illusions, now stands ready to serve our cause. And if the look in her eyes is anything to go by, she’s ready to use all her assets for Mark’s satisfaction.


I make my way back downstairs, the hum of electricity under my skin a steady reminder of the charged situation. As I step into the meeting room, I catch the tail end of Mark’s awkward explanation to Mystique Mirage about her sudden and involuntary induction into our ranks.


Mystique turns to me, a playful smirk on her full lips. “Katrina, chérie, did you lure me into a trap?” she teases, her eyes alight with faux betrayal. “And here I thought we were amies.”


I tense up, ready for a fight or flight, but then I remember: she’s one of us now. She can’t be pissed, not really. “Looks like you’re caught in the web, Mirage,” I reply, my voice steady.


She chuckles, the sound rich and throaty. “I suppose I might have to suck Mark’s cock now, non?” The joke lands with the precision of a well-aimed dagger, and she follows it up with a sudden, serious tilt of her head towards Mark. “Would you like that, monsieur?”


Mark’s face turns a shade that’d make a ripe tomato jealous, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. I can’t help but laugh, breaking the tension. “I’d bet my last bolt he’d love that, Mirage. And if you need some privacy, I can make myself scarce.”


Mark scoffs, regaining some composure. “Maybe later,” he manages to get out, clearing his throat. “But right now, we’ve got a briefing to get through.”


Mark, still a bit red in the face, turns back to Mystique Mirage. “You’re essential to giving our league credibility,” he tells her, trying to regain his professional demeanor. “You’re the first high-level super we’re inviting to join.”


Mystique finds that more than amusing, and she glances down at her own body as if she’s just realized how it curves and swells in all the right places. “Ah, I see,” she purrs. “You are also recruiting based on looks, n’est-ce pas?”


Mark’s blush deepens, and he stammers for a moment before recovering. “It’s not just about attractiveness. It’s about protecting me and my… new assets.”


With a playful giggle, Mystique Mirage runs her hands provocatively over her ample breasts, which strain against the fabric of her suit. Her powers kick in, and suddenly erotic moans fill the air, accompanied by vivid images of her body in various states of undress. “Like these assets?” she teases, her eyes locked on Mark.


I watch, a frown pulling at my lips. I’m conflicted. On one hand, Mirage seems pretty goddamn eager to please, using her powers to create a sensual display that’s obviously working on Mark. On the other, I’ve got orders to keep this meeting on track, and right now, we’re derailing faster than a bullet train. With a throat-clearing cough from me, Mirage halts her display, and the room returns to normal.


Taking a moment to adjust himself, Mark quickly switches gears back to business. “You’ve met a lot of supers on your league tour. We’re hoping you can introduce us to more—bring them in,” he says with a forced steadiness.


Mystique smiles coyly, her voice dripping with implications. “I’d have no problem bringing in some hot, and of course, powerful supers,” she assures him. “Is that why I am the first to be recruited, monsieur?”


I jump in before Mark can respond, my tone matter-of-fact. “Technically, Clonica’s our first recruit. But I can tell that you’re going to be a great second.”


Mark nods at Mystique Mirage, his voice steady despite the earlier fluster. “Vixen will provide you with the list of supers we’re targeting,” he explains. “But it’s crucial you keep the… nature of your recruitment to yourself.”


Mystique’s lips curl into a mischievous smile, and she leans forward, her breasts pressing against the tight fabric of her suit. “I would never do anything to deprive you of your new toy,” she purrs, her gaze fixed on Mark, obviously referring to herself.


I’m standing there, trying not to let my unease show. The first time I came to Mark, spilling out my newfound loyalty, there was a part of me that was eager to please him in any way he desired. But watching Mystique now, I can’t shake the feeling that her eagerness is cranked up to an eleven. She’s always been a seductress, using her charm like a weapon, but this… this is something else.


As if on cue, Mystique turns to me, her smile as intoxicating as a fine wine. “I will wait with anticipation for your list, ma chérie,” she says. Mark chimes in, “While your loyalty is to me, you’ll be working under Vixen’s command for this operation.”


Mystique’s laugh is light, tinged with seduction. “Quelle chance, Katrina,” she teases, tossing me a wink. “I seem to remember you have a penchant for beautiful women, oui?”


The room seems to grow hotter, and I feel a tightness in my chest that’s got nothing to do with my suit. The thought of ordering Mystique to her knees, to see her between my legs, sends a jolt of electricity down my spine. I shake off the thought; there’s a time and place, and this ain’t it.


As Mark turns to leave, Mystique Mirage’s eyes feast on him with an intensity that’s hard to ignore. He pauses, sensing her gaze, and turns back with a question that hangs heavy in the air. “Would you like to join me in my bedroom?” he asks, his voice a low murmur.


Mystique Mirage responds with an innocence that’s anything but, her eyes twinkling with mischief. “Would you like me to join you in your bedroom?” Her powers activate, and the room is suddenly filled with erotic images: visions of her naked, writhing body; her lips wrapped around a cock; her hands bound as she’s taken from behind. The illusions are vivid, leaving nothing to the imagination, and it’s clear she’s more than willing to indulge him.


Mark’s gaze flickers to me, and I lean back against the wall, a smirk playing on my lips. “Do you want me to join as well?” I ask clearly, shifting my form subtly, enhancing my curves in a futile attempt to compete with Mystique’s allure.


He hesitates for a fraction of a second before his eyes lock with Mystique’s, who bites her lower lip in anticipation. “Vixen, you have work to do,” he says, his voice firm.


I watch them leave, Mystique Mirage’s hand sliding around Mark’s arm, pressing her body against his side. A twinge of something—jealousy, maybe?—tugs at my chest, and I have to admit, there’s a part of me that’s not thrilled about it. But as they disappear from view, there’s a warmth that spreads through me, thinking about Mark getting the relief he craves. I have to thank the damn mind control ray for making me feel good about his satisfaction.


I step back into the living room of the lair, my eyes instantly drawn to the peculiar sight before me. Two identical figures, both Clonica, are hunched over a chessboard, their fingers deftly moving pieces in a silent battle of wits. My eyebrow arches in curiosity; it’s not every day you see someone playing chess against themselves in such a straightforward way.


One of the Asian supers glances up, catching my intrigued gaze. “Each Clonica is her own person once we split,” she explains, her voice laced with her usual raw vulgarity. “It’s fucking handy for shit like this. We play, we learn, and when we merge back together, we remember it all.”


The other clone adds with a sly grin, “It’s also kick-ass for sex, as you might have noticed.”


I chuckle, can’t help but be curious about the mechanics of it all. “So how do you know which one of you is the original? And how long can you Clonicas exist apart before you start going all Sybil on us?”


They both shrug in unison, a mirrored gesture that’s almost comical. “There’s no ‘original’ as far as we can tell,” one says. “We can stay separate indefinitely, but we’d start to differ more over time with different experiences. We don’t usually let it get to that point.”


“Speaking of,” I ask, leaning against the wall with a casual air, “are all Clonicas accounted for?”


The atmosphere shifts, a hint of somberness slipping in as they recount the tale. “Ten years ago, one of us, during some rebellious teen phase, fucked off and never came back. We figure she’s dead since we haven’t heard squat.”


Dead or not, it’s a hell of a thing to consider—the idea of a part of you wandering out there, living a life, dying a death, all separate from the you that’s standing here. It’s the kind of shit that can give you an existential crisis if you think too hard on it.


The unmistakable cacophony of sex spills out from the bedroom adjacent to the living room, where I’ve just been chatting with the Clonicas. Moans, groans, and the rhythmic sound of flesh slapping against flesh make it unmistakably clear what’s happening beyond the thin wall. The noises multiply, echoing around us with such intensity and variety that it’s impossible to believe they’re all coming from just Mark and Mystique Mirage.


The two Clonicas exchange a knowing glance and chuckle. “Seems like the newcomer’s fitting in,” one comments, her eyes sparkling with mischief.


The other doesn’t wait for me to chime in, her voice teasing as she adds, “Sounds like Mark’s fitting inside Mystique Mirage quite nicely.”


I shoot back a jest, but there’s an edge of discomfort in my tone. “Yeah, but she’s maybe a tad too… dedicated for my taste…”


One clone cocks her head, her eyes narrowing slightly. “You reckon she’s fucking with us somehow? Despite getting zapped by the ray and all that shit?”


The second Clonica pipes up, her tone curious. “You think the new ray Doc cooked up might be a bit too… efficient?”


I pause, my ears picking up a sound that cuts through the symphony of sex coming from the bedroom next to us. A scream? No, it can’t be—not with all that pleasure-filled noise. But then I see it, one of the Clonicas cocking an eyebrow, her attention snagged by the same thing. The other Clonica, oblivious, makes her move on the chessboard, then looks up, catching the alarmed expression on her twin’s face and mine.


“What’s up with you two?” she asks, just as the sound comes again, unmistakable this time. It’s Mark, and it’s definitely not a moan of pleasure.


We don’t hesitate, the three of us. I bark into my communicator, “Sienna, get your ass here, now!” and we’re moving, charging towards the bedroom. The door bursts open under our combined force, and we’re hit with a scene that’s straight out of some twisted, erotic fever dream.


The bedroom has transformed into a tropical beach, but not one you’d ever want to vacation on. Every element of the landscape is constructed of writhing sexual organs—palm trees with phallic trunks and leaves that quiver like clits in the breeze, the sand a mosaic of flesh, waves crashing with the wet slap of skin on skin. The air is thick with a chorus of moans so loud, it’s a wonder the entire lair isn’t vibrating.


At the center of this carnal chaos is Mystique Mirage—or rather, an army of her—all on their knees, surrounding a wide-eyed Mark. They’re a desperate sea of Mirages, each one begging, pleading to serve him, to drown him in more pleasure, their voices laced with insatiable need.


“Please, monsieur, let us make you feel good,” they cry, each clone a mirror of desire.


Mark looks like he’s two seconds from being swallowed whole by the illusions, and it’s up to us to snap him back to reality.


Despite the gravity of the situation, I can’t deny the surge of arousal that courses through me, the environment tickling at the edges of my desire. But is it me, or Mirage’s powers worming their way into my mind?


The Clonicas and I stumble through the phantasmagoria, the real furniture of the bedroom colliding with our limbs, sometimes taking on the form of Mirage’s sexual beach, other times invisible beneath the veil of her powers. We finally reach the horde of naked French seductresses crowding around Mark, only to find that each Mirage we lunge for is nothing but a mirage, vanishing at our touch.


“Got the bitch!” one Clonica exclaims, and we converge on her. I reach out, my hand closing on the real Mirage’s flesh, and with a surge of my super strength, I knock her out cold.


Her illusions wail at us in a final, erotic display of near cosmic horror, then fade, leaving us standing in Mark’s actual bedroom. It’s a mess—clothes strewn everywhere, bedsheets twisted. Clonicas stand scattered, gawking at the sudden return to reality. I’m towering over Mystique Mirage’s unconscious body, and there’s Mark, naked and gasping for breath, trying to regain his bearings after the ordeal. It’s over, but the echo of that moaning beach lingers in my ears.


One of the Clonicas, tucked away in a corner, snaps her attention to Mark. “You alright, boss? What the fuck was that all about?” she demands, her tone sharp with concern.


My gaze is locked on the still form of Mystique Mirage. I’m kicking myself internally, my instincts had been screaming that something was off with that French bitch. Should’ve listened, I think, my gut churning with a mix of anger and confusion.


Mark, still catching his breath, pieces his thoughts together. “At first, it was all good, hot even,” he begins, his voice shaky. “But after I came the second time, she… she wouldn’t stop. She kept conjuring up these visions, more intense each time, to get me ready again.” He swallows hard, the fear still evident in his eyes. “I felt like I was losing my fucking mind. It was like she was in there, poking around, making me crave her endlessly. And the more I wanted her, the more she cranked it up, until I couldn’t take it anymore. I just remember screaming as I felt my sanity slipping away.”


Sienna, my fiery redhead assistant, is now standing under the doorway, her eyes wide as she takes in the scene. “Something’s not right,” she says, pointing out the obvious. “Something must’ve gone wrong with the ray.”


Pissed off and on edge, I snap, “Where the hell is Dr. Mind?” My voice echoes in the now silent room, the urgency clear. Something’s fucked up, and we need answers, fast.
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Chapter 7 : Trouble in Paradise


As Mark steps into my lair, a place he’s never been before, I can see the curiosity light up his eyes. I greet him with a kiss, one that’s more for him than for me, but it doesn’t feel wrong. Not anymore. My hands roam over his back, pulling him close because he wants it, and I’m here to please.


Sienna’s standing off to the side, her arms crossed, her face a mask of anger and betrayal. She starts to lay into him, spewing accusations about manipulation and abuse. But with a sharp “Shut up, Sienna,” her rant cuts off mid-sentence, and she falls silent, head bowed obediently. She’s under the ray’s influence now, compelled to obey me, to want what I want.


I turn to Mark, my gaze apologetic. “This wasn’t the plan. I wanted to make her yours, but it didn’t work out that way.”


He mulls over the situation, running a hand through his hair. “So, she’s still going to do what you want, even knowing that you’re doing what I want?”


“Exactly,” I confirm, and I can see him relax a little at that.


His eyes slide over to Sienna, who’s watching us with a mix of disgust and resignation. As Mark approaches, she tenses, her frown deepening. He pauses before her and says, “Get naked.”


Sienna’s refusal is immediate, her voice laced with anger. But I’m here to give Mark what he wants, and if it’s Sienna’s compliance he desires, then that’s what he’ll get. “Sienna, do as he says,” I command, my voice firm.


Her face is a storm of fury, but she can’t resist the order. She strips, her movements sharp and reluctant. Her clothes fall to the floor, revealing the pale skin and fiery curls that cascade down her back. Her breasts are full, her nipples hard with either anger or arousal, maybe both. Her curves are more pronounced in the light, her hips leading down to long legs and a neatly trimmed pubic mound. She stands there, exposed and fuming, yet there’s a glimmer of something else in her eyes—a hint of the obedience that’s been forced upon her.


Mark’s gaze lingers on Sienna’s naked form, and I can tell he’s more than just admiring her. He turns back to me, a question in his eye. “Maybe you should explain to her what you want now.”


I understand what he’s getting at and can’t help but smirk, already a step ahead. I walk over to Sienna, taking my time to appreciate the curves and valleys of her body. I’m not into Mark, but Sienna? She’s always been able to stir something fierce within me. And I can’t help but hope Mark’s into the idea of a threesome.


“Sienna,” I start, my tone gentle but firm, “I want to serve Mark, to be whatever he wants, and to protect him from any threat. And maybe, if he’s into it, for you to join in on the fun.”


Sienna’s eyes, a mix of anger and confusion, search my face, but as my words sink in, I watch her body relax. “If you want to please and serve Mark, then I want to help you do it,” she says, her voice softening.


She lets out a resigned sigh, a glint of her old humor flickering to life. “Well, if Mark’s game, I sure wouldn’t mind joining in. I am bi, after all. Might even enjoy it more than you.”


Mark’s arms are folded as he watches Sienna, and I can tell he’s trying to piece together the situation. “Does anyone else know about… this?” he gestures vaguely, his eyes flicking between Sienna and me.


Sienna shifts, her nakedness almost forgotten in the gravity of the moment. She’s less hesitant than before, probably because she knows I want to please Mark, and because I’ve told her to obey him. “I… I may have mentioned to Clonica that Kat could be compromised,” she admits, her voice steadier than I expected. “Wasn’t specific, though. Just that she might have been hit by a mind-control ray. I was supposed to get back to her with more info.”


I feel a twinge of concern at the mention of Clonica. “We should probably make sure Clonica is on our side then,” I warn Mark. “She’s part of a big league of supers, and if word gets out…”


Sienna can’t help herself, a joke slipping out despite everything. “Mark might enjoy fucking Clonica and all her clones, though,” she says, her sarcasm tinged with a hint of seriousness. “Imagine the possibilities…”


I can feel my cheeks heat up with excitement at the thought, and I’m not ashamed to admit it. “I wouldn’t mind being a part of that,” I say, a little breathless.


Sienna looks at me, a slow smile spreading across her face. “Neither would I, honestly.”


Mark rubs his chin, clearly conflicted. “Using the ray on someone else again… I don’t know.” But there’s a gleam in his eyes as he imagines it—Sienna, Clonica, her clones, and me. “But I can’t say the idea doesn’t have its… appeal.”


Sienna nods, her determination cutting through the tension in the air. “I’ll contact Clonica and set up a meeting here,” she says, her voice steadier now, a testament to her resolve. “All you have to do is stay hidden with the ray, hit her as she comes in, and make sure Mark is the first person she sees after that. If we play this right, I don’t expect any problems.”


I give her a sharp nod of approval. I can’t help but let my gaze linger on her body; her curves are even more enticing when she’s standing there, so defiant yet so under my influence. She catches me staring and quirks a brow, a playful smirk on her lips. “Is there something you want from me, Kat?”


Her question hangs in the air, and Mark lets out a low chuckle. “What is it that you want from Sienna?” he asks, his tone laced with amusement.


For a moment, I’m caught off guard, unsure. I’m supposed to want what Mark wants, but he’s giving me the reins. “Well,” I say, my voice thick with a newfound authority, “I wouldn’t mind seeing Sienna on her knees, her head between my legs. Usually, she’s the one calling the shots, but I’d be lying if I said I didn’t want to flip the script.”


Sienna’s eyes glint with a mix of surprise and eagerness. “I’m more than receptive to that idea,” she responds, her voice a sultry purr.


Mark leans back against a console, his interest clearly piqued. “Then by all means, proceed. Just make sure I have a good view.” His words send a thrill through me, and I’m ready to take full advantage of this unexpected turn of events.


I watch Sienna, her bare skin glowing in the dim light of the lair, and I can feel the electricity crackling at my fingertips. She’s always been a force to reckon with, but now, she’s mine to command. As I approach her, I see the hunger in her eyes—the desire to please me, to do whatever I want, much like my own need to serve Mark.


“Get on your knees,” I command, my voice laced with authority. With a quick, obedient nod, Sienna sinks to the floor before me. I can’t help but shift forms, my clothes melting away and my body responding to the pleasure of control and the anticipation of what’s to come. My breasts swell slightly larger, my hips widen, and my thighs become even more toned, a physical manifestation of my arousal.


As Sienna’s mouth finds my wetness, I throw my head back, moaning at the contact. Her tongue is eager and skilled, swirling around my clit with a fervor that sends jolts of pleasure through my body. I glance over at Mark, who’s settled into a chair, his hand wrapped around his hardening cock, and I know I have to put on a show for him.


“Yes, just like that,” I groan, as Sienna’s lips envelop me, sucking gently. I can feel my form flicker and shift with each wave of ecstasy—my hair growing longer and then shortening, my skin taking on a golden sheen before returning to its sun-kissed hue. All the while, I maintain my focus on Mark, watching him stroke himself, a grin spreading across his face.


“Fuck, that’s it, Sienna,” I pant, my hands finding her head, guiding her movements to match the rhythm that I crave. Her submission to my will, her desire to please me—it’s intoxicating, and I can feel the climax building within me, a storm ready to break.


As the waves of ecstasy crash through me, my form flickers uncontrollably, echoing the intensity of my climax. My body shifts like the surface of a pond caught in a storm, my breasts swelling and shrinking, my hips widening then narrowing, my face cycling through expressions of pleasure. I ride out the orgasm, each shift bringing a fresh wave until I finally steady, panting and spent.


Looking up, I catch Mark’s smirk, his hand moving steadily over his cock. “Need any help with that?” I tease, my voice husky from my exertions.


He nods, the corners of his mouth quirking up further. I start to move towards him, but then I pause, glancing back at Sienna. “Actually, Mark, do you want her to take care of you?” My voice is thick with suggestion and newfound power.


His eyes glint with approval, and he confirms, “Yeah, I’d like that.”


Turning to Sienna, I command with a wicked pleasure, “Suck his cock, Sienna.” She doesn’t hesitate, moving towards Mark with a readiness that belies her earlier reluctance. Kneeling before him, she takes his length into her mouth, her eyes locked on mine. She’s not enjoying this as much as she did with me, that much is clear, but the desire to please me overrides everything else.


Mark groans as Sienna works him, her mouth warm and inviting. She’s good at this, her tongue swirling around the head, her lips tight as she takes him deeper. I watch, a thrill running through me at the sight. Mark’s breath hitches, his hips bucking slightly into her mouth, and I know he’s close. With a final, deep suck, he comes, his seed spilling into Sienna’s mouth. She swallows it down, meeting my gaze with a mix of defiance and submission.


Mark leans back, a self-satisfied smirk playing on his lips. “This is going to be a hell of a lot of fun, owning you both,” he says with a chuckle, his eyes roaming over Sienna and me.


Sienna’s quick to correct him, her tone firm yet resigned. “You don’t own me, Kat does.”


I can’t help but let out a laugh at Sienna’s defiance. Stepping behind her, I wrap an arm around her waist and pull her back against me. “Actually, sweetheart,” I whisper into her ear, “Mark owns you. Because what’s mine is his.”


Sienna lets out a long sigh, her body relaxing against mine as she accepts the new reality. “Fine,” she mutters, and I can feel Mark’s eyes on us, taking in the sight with glee.
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Chapter 6 : Turning the Tables


Stealthily, I make my way back to my lair, slipping through the secret entrance with the grace of a shadow. I pause, scanning the darkened space for any sign of Sienna, but it’s clear. She’s not here.


I move to the secure vault where I keep the more dangerous toys, the ones pilfered from defeated villains. There it is, among the other sinister devices, the ray that Dr. Mind had intended to use on me. I pick up the accompanying note, the words a stark reminder of my current predicament. The device is designed to rewire neural pathways, creating unwavering loyalty to the first person the affected individual locks eyes with. The irony isn’t lost on me; I could’ve been Dr. Mind’s puppet, but fate had other plans. Instead, Mark was the beneficiary of my unintended gaze.


A trap. That’s what I need for Sienna. But how? How do I arrange for her to look into Mark’s eyes after she’s been hit with the ray? The logistics are a nightmare, and I’m not one for patience.


As I grasp the ray, preparing to leave and concoct some sort of plan, an unexpected hiss cuts through the silence, and a tranquilizer arrow lodges itself into the wall beside my head. I jump back, electricity crackling around my fists as I prepare for a fight.


I dodge another arrow, my body crackling with energy, a snarl twisting my lips. Sienna’s out for blood, or more accurately, out to put me to sleep. But my mind’s a fortress now, fortified by the will imposed by the ray. I can’t let her undo what’s been done; can’t let her free me from Mark’s hold. I need it. I want it. Does it matter that my desires are artificial? Not anymore.


“Sienna, stand down!” I shout, ducking behind a steel worktable as another tranquilizer arrow whizzes past. “This isn’t you!”


She replies with another shot, her voice echoing through the lair. “I’m saving you from yourself, Kat!”


It’s a dance of sparks and shadows, my electricity against her stealth. But I’ve got an ace up my sleeve. I catch a glimpse of her fiery hair through a gap in the equipment, and I don’t hesitate. I aim the ray, my finger twitching on the trigger, and let loose a burst of light.


Silence falls. A soft curse breaks it. “Shit…”


“Ready to stand down now?” I call out, peering cautiously from my cover.


Her voice comes, tinged with confusion. “Do you… want me to?”


“Yes, Sienna. I want you to surrender,” I reply, my tone firm yet laced with an undercurrent of sympathy.


A pause, then the sound of metal clattering to the ground. Sienna steps into the light, her weapon abandoned, her posture resigned. “Is this how it’s been with Mark? You just… wanting to do whatever he wants?”


I nod, a smirk playing on my lips. “It’s not that bad, really. It’s been… fun.”


She doesn’t look convinced. “You only think that ’cause the ray fucked with your head.”


I meet her gaze, my own eyes steady. “Does it matter? If what I want is because of the ray, does it change the fact that I want it?” I pause, letting the weight of my words sink in.


She frowns, a conflict playing out behind those once fierce, now subdued eyes. A sigh escapes her, and she nods. “I guess it doesn’t…”
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Chapter 5 : Meet Amber


Walking into the family reunion as Amber, I can feel every eye in the room on us. The family’s gathered in Mark’s parents’ living room, a place that screams middle-class with its plaid couches and family photos. Mark’s a total nerd, right down to the glasses and awkward shuffle, and here I am, the redheaded bombshell on his arm, looking like I just stepped out of a fantasy.


His mom is the first to recover, bustling over with wide eyes. “Mark, honey, who is this?” she gushes, her eyes flicking between us.


I slip my arm through Mark’s, leaning into him like I’m the luckiest girl in the world. “I’m Amber,” I say with a smile that feels surprisingly genuine. “Mark’s girlfriend.”


The conversation that follows is surreal. His uncles are cracking jokes, asking Mark what level of sorcery he used to land a girl like me. His cousins are giving me the third degree, like they can’t believe I’m real. And I’m playing my part to perfection, defending Mark with a quick wit and a loving gaze that says he’s my hero, not just some dork with a lucky break.


It’s fucking weird, acting like I’m madly in love with a guy. Me, a lesbian with a preference for the ladies, now owned by this… well, let’s be honest, less-than-handsome dude. But as I stand there, laughing at his dad’s corny jokes and squeezing Mark’s hand, I realize I’m actually enjoying making him look good.


Mark’s sister, a sharp-tongued woman with a skeptical look, leans in close. “So, Amber, what’s a gorgeous thing like you doing with a guy like Mark?”


I don’t miss a beat. “He’s kind, smart, and he treats me like a queen,” I say, pouring every ounce of sincerity I can muster into my voice. “What more could a girl want?”


And just like that, I’ve got them eating out of the palm of my hand. I’m telling stories, laughing, and feeling Mark’s pride swell with every compliment thrown his way. It’s a bizarre twist of fate, but here I am, Volt Vixen, a shapeshifting superhero, playing the role of the perfect girlfriend to a nerd who just happened to become my master. And against all odds, I’m fucking happy to do it.


Glancing out the window, I spot something off in the garden. There’s a figure skulking behind the bushes, not quite hidden from my view. Excusing myself with a quick peck on Mark’s cheek, I slip outside, my heart pounding but not from fear. I know how to handle trouble.


I find Sienna, my fiery assistant, arms crossed and looking like she’s ready to spit nails. “What the hell are you doing here, Kat?” she hisses, her gaze cutting.


I keep my voice low, trying to sound casual. “Just helping out a friend,” I lie through my teeth. “Mark needed a fake girlfriend to get his family off his back. It’s nothing, just for today.”


Sienna’s not buying it, her eyes narrowing. “Bullshit. You’ve been off ever since that run-in with Dr. Mind. I’ve been following you, Kat. This isn’t you.”


I take a step back, my gut twisting. “Sienna, I—”


She steps forward, her anger giving way to concern. “Let me scan you, back at the lair. We need to know if that ray fucked with your head.”


I shake my head, even though a part of me screams that she’s right. “I can’t, Sienna. I have to stay,” I say, and it’s the truth, but not for the reason I’m pretending. “Maybe later…”


We stare each other down, two sides of a coin that’s been tossed in the air. She finally turns away, her voice heavy. “I’m not letting this go, Kat.”


I head back to the reunion, slipping my hand into Mark’s as if nothing had happened. But I lean in close, my voice barely above a whisper, “We might have a situation with my assistant, Sienna. She’s been tailing me and she’s convinced I’m brainwashed or some shit.”


Mark’s eyes meet mine, and there’s a flicker of guilt, or maybe it’s concern. “But… you are,” he points out, his voice just as low.


We’re standing there, surrounded by his family’s buzz of conversation, locked in this heavy silence. I can feel the weight of his words, and it’s like a punch to the gut. ’Cause he’s right. Dr. Mind’s ray did a number on me, and here I am, playing house.


I push past the weirdness, the reality of the situation, and focus on the problem at hand. “Listen, I’ve got the ray stashed at the lair. What if we use it on Sienna? Could solve our little problem.”


He’s clearly uncomfortable with the idea, shifting from foot to foot. “I don’t know, Kat… One mind-controlled superhero is a lot; two might be a bit much.”


“Don’t sweat it,” I reassure him, throwing in a little tease, “Sienna’s no superhero. But she is a hot redhead, just the way you like ’em.”


He cracks a smile, and I know I’ve got him on board, at least with the idea of Sienna. We’re playing a dangerous game here, but fuck it, I’m already deep in this twisted fantasy, might as well see how far the rabbit hole goes.


We wrap up the day with Mark’s family, and I’m still playing the role of the devoted Amber. I give Mark a lingering, tender kiss, making sure to keep up appearances until we’re well out of sight. As soon as we’re alone, and I’m certain no prying eyes are on us, I let the façade drop, shifting back into Volt Vixen. My body hums with energy as I zap the transponder Sienna uses to track me, frying it with a satisfying sizzle.

    
    
Author Note:


If you wish to support my work or are eager to discover the next chapters before everyone else, feel free to purchase the complete ebook of The Loyalty Ray. Feel free to check my other published stories as well!

    
  
Story: Loyalty Ray
Author: Dominic H. Hugh



← 5 of 18 →

What’s New ·
Titles ·
Authors ·
Categories  ·
Readers’ Picks ·
FAQ ·
The Garden of MC ·
MC Forum
Hosting generously provided by Daphne’s Fantasies

The Erotic Mind-Control Story Archive

What’s New ·
Titles ·
Authors ·
Categories  ·
Readers’ Picks ·
FAQ ·
The Garden of MC ·
MC Forum
Story: Loyalty Ray
Author: Dominic H. Hugh



← 4 of 18 →



    
Title: Loyalty Ray

Author: Dominic H. Hugh






Chapter 4 : A Tailored Devotion


Chillin’ on Mark’s couch, I’m dressed down in some casual clothes, a far cry from my usual skin-tight fighting gear. I look… normal, which is weird as hell for me, but it feels oddly right given the circumstances.


“So, this is kinda fucked up, huh?” I say, breaking the ice as I catch Mark giving me another one of his unsure looks. “You owning me and all.”


“Yeah, it’s… it’s a lot,” he admits, rubbing the back of his neck. “I’m still not sure how to wrap my head around it.”


I throw my legs up on the coffee table, leaning back with a casual shrug. “Feels pretty normal to me. Just another day of doing whatever the fuck I need to,” I say with a half-smile. “And hey, if you’re still feeling weird about it, I can suck your dick or offer up my ass to lighten the mood.” I’m only half-joking, watching closely for his reaction.


He laughs, but it’s a bit strained. “Let’s just plan out the day, okay? How you’re gonna act like my girlfriend and all that.”


I arch an eyebrow, a sly grin playing on my lips. “I can be your girlfriend in all the ways that matter, you know,” I tease, letting my body subtly morph to accentuate my curves a touch more, just enough to draw his eyes to the right places.


But he’s not having it, his frustration clear. “Kat, come on…”


Shit, I let myself get carried away. I reel it back, feeling a twinge of guilt. “Sorry, sorry. I didn’t mean to push it. What do you want, huh? Your perfect girlfriend—what’s she look like?”


He blinks at me, surprised by the question. “I… I didn’t expect you to show up as Volt Vixen, if that’s what you’re asking.”


I lean forward, my elbows on my knees. “Then let’s craft that perfect girlfriend for you. What’s she like, Mark? Spill the details. I’m your goddamn genie right now—your wish, my command.” I can see the wheels turning in his head, the power of choice lighting up his eyes. And I can’t help but think, lucky bastard gets to design his dream girl, and I’m the one who’s gonna make it come to life.


Mark’s eyes light up, a kid in a candy store that’s just been given free rein. “You’re seriously gonna let me decide?” he asks, his voice tinged with disbelief.


“Fuck yeah, I am. Shoot,” I reply, already feeling the tingle of my powers at the ready.


He starts with, “I’ve always had a thing for redheads,” and I chuckle, feeling my hair shift in color and texture. I toss my head slightly, letting him take in the fiery shade now crowning my head. “Like this?”


“Yeah, but keep it short,” he instructs, and I feel my hair retracting, shaping itself into a sassy pixie cut.


“Green eyes good for you?” I ask, already feeling the emerald hue bleed into my irises.


He nods, and as I blink, my eyes settle into the new color. “Perfect,” he murmurs, a little breathless.


“Alright, what’s next?” I prod, crossing my arms under my tits and giving him a full view.


He’s hesitant for a second, then admits, “I like them a bit smaller,” and I shrink down a couple of inches, still tall but not towering.


His gaze drops to my chest, and he mumbles something about big tits. I grin and inflate my chest, going overboard till I’m cartoonish. “Too much?”


He gulps, “Yeah, tone it down. Natural, you know?”


I roll my eyes playfully and adjust, feeling the weight settle into a more realistic, yet still generous size. “Wanna give ’em a test run?” I offer, and he can’t resist copping a feel. His hands are warm, a little rough, and he squeezes just right to make me stifle a moan. But when I see his cock starting to tent his pants, I know it’s time to switch gears.


“Face, freckles, anything else?” I ask, shifting my features subtly, adding the cute specks across my nose and cheeks.


He’s staring now, wide-eyed and slack-jawed. “Jesus, Kat… you look incredible.”


A smirk curls my lips. “Voice too. What you want me to sound like?”


He’s amazed, completely caught up in the magic show. We play with pitches and tones until we find one that’s all honey and warmth. “I can’t promise I’ll act as cute as this sounds, but I’ll give it a shot,” I say, the new voice smooth as silk.


“You’re perfect, Kat. Fucking perfect,” he says, and I can tell he means it.


I stand before him, the embodiment of his fantasies, ready to play the part of the perfect girlfriend. And I can’t help but think how fucking lucky he is to have me, Volt Vixen, at his beck and call.


“I could make this my default look when we’re out and about,” I suggest to Mark, glancing down at my newly adjusted assets with a smirk. “Might even keep it for our private time, if you want the full girlfriend package.”


His grin tells me he’s more than just okay with that idea. He slides up behind me, hands finding my hips before wandering up to cup my now-perfect tits. I know, in any other situation, I’d have electrocuted him for less, but the way I’m wired now, all I can think about is how much I want to give him whatever he wants.


As his fingers dig into my flesh, I can’t help but push back against him, my body responding to his touch. But just as I start to get into it, he pushes me away, reminding me there’s work to do.


“So, what’s my backstory?” I ask, turning to face him with my hands planted on my hips. “Gotta be something I can remember easily, since we’re on the clock here.”


He hesitates, his cheeks flushing with a shy shade of red. “Doesn’t really matter,” he mumbles. “I just… want to show you off, honestly.”


I laugh, the sound richer and warmer with my new voice. “Well, I’m all for giving you whatever you want,” I say, and then lean in closer, dropping my voice to a sultry whisper, “I won’t take it the wrong way if you use me as your glorified fuck doll in public.”


We both know I need a new name for this gig, something that’ll fit the hot, cute redhead I’ve become. “So, what’s it gonna be? What do you name your new human pet?” I tease, nudging him with my elbow.


He thinks for a moment, his eyes scanning over me like I’m a piece of art he’s just created. “Let’s call you… Amber,” he finally says, a satisfied nod accompanying the decision.


“Amber, it is,” I affirm, the name feeling as natural as the freckles on my cheeks. “Just remember, I’m all yours, Mark. Whatever you want, Amber’s game.”
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Chapter 3 : The Choice of Chains


As I make my way through the quiet streets, the distant sound of gunshots pierces the night. A surge of adrenaline kicks in, the hero instinct that’s been a part of me for as long as I can remember. But this time, I hesitate. I’m caught in an internal tug-of-war, battling between the duty that’s defined me and the new, bizarre urge to serve Mark’s whims above all else.


He doesn’t even know he owns me yet. Would he want me to intervene, to play the hero? Or does he have other plans for me? My usual resolve falters; I can’t assume anything. The priority is to introduce myself to him, to find out what he desires, be it my body or my obedience. And if he wants me to let the city burn, I’d watch it light up the sky without so much as a flinch.


I arrive at his place, a modest two-story house that’s seen better days. The paint’s peeling, and there’s a light on in the upstairs window. Taking a deep breath, I approach and knock on the door. It swings open, and there he is, Mark, in his pajamas, looking every bit the dork I saved earlier.


He blinks at me, obviously confused. “Can I help you?” he asks, his voice unsteady.


I take a deep breath, steeling myself. “I’m gonna make this simple for you, Mark. I’m Volt Vixen,” I say, my voice low and steady. “And because of that messed-up ray when I was saving your ass, I’m yours now. Whatever you want, I’ll do it. No questions asked. Lucky you, huh?”


Stepping into his dimly lit living room, I can’t help but feel a little out of place. Mark’s still gaping at me, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. I’ve got to give him something to work with, some proof that I am who I say I am. It’s now or never.


I glance around quickly, ensuring we’re alone and away from prying eyes. Then, in a spark of electricity, I let my body shift back into the form he’d recognize from the news or the net—the infamous Volt Vixen. My costume clings to me, the cobalt blue and electric yellow of my suit vivid against the dullness of his living room. My goggles now sit atop my head, and my spiked black hair frames my face.


“See? It’s really me,” I say, my voice firm but patient.


Mark takes a step back, his eyes wide behind those glasses of his. “I-I don’t… Are you interrogating me? Is this a test?” He stammers, his confusion palpable.


I let out a sigh, trying to keep my impatience in check. “No, Mark. No tests, no interrogation. Just a very strange twist of fate. That ray screwed with my head, and now it seems I’ve got this compulsion to… well, to be yours.”


He blinks, processing the information. “Mine? As in… you’ll do whatever I say?”


“Yeah, that’s about the size of it,” I reply, feeling a strange sense of calm admitting it out loud. “So what’s it gonna be, Mark? What do you want from me?”


Mark’s gaze trails over me unabashedly, taking in the contours of my body showcased by my skin-tight suit. I can’t help but wonder if he’s itching for me to take the lead, to press my curves against him and show him the kind of pleasure only a super can provide. Yet, I hold back, waiting for him to voice his desires.


After a moment that feels like an eternity, he clears his throat, his cheeks tinged with red. “I can’t just… take advantage of you,” he mumbles, his eyes briefly meeting mine before darting away. “If that ray messed with your mind when you saved me, it’d be wrong not to try and help you now.” His voice is earnest, almost pleading. “Do you know of any way to get your mind back to normal?”


A wave of relief washes over me, and I can’t help but crack a smile. It’s comforting to know that his intentions align with what the old me would’ve wanted. “You’re a decent guy, Mark,” I joke, trying to lighten the mood. “Most wouldn’t have hesitated to take the offer.”


He nods, a chuckle escaping him, but his eyes linger on my chest a moment too long. I frown slightly, wondering if deep down, that’s what he really craves, or if he’s just compelled to do ‘the right thing.’


Hesitating, I say, “You know, you don’t have to play the hero here, Mark. If you don’t want to…”


He swallows hard, his gaze flickering with uncertainty. That’s all the confirmation I need. I step closer, letting my powers subtly enhance my bust and hips, making them even more voluptuous. “So, Mark,” I purr, my voice dropping an octave, “what do you really, really want right now? Because whatever it is, that’s exactly what I’m here to give you.”


I can’t help but laugh at his hesitation, the way he’s practically devouring me with his eyes while trying to play the knight in shining armor. “Mark, let’s get one thing straight,” I start, my tone laced with the raw frankness I’m known for. “What I want is what you want. If you want to play the nice guy and help me get back to my old self, then that’s what we’ll do. And sure, my old self will be damn grateful. But if you want to explore this body, to enjoy it… well, that’s a job for my new self.”


I lean in closer, my green eyes locking with his. “You’ve got a choice here, and it’s not one to take lightly. Get me back to normal, and it’s back to your everyday life. But if you take me, keep me as yours, I’ll be just that—yours. No questions asked.”


He’s visibly conflicted, the right and wrong waging war in his head. I place my hand on his chest, feeling the rapid beat of his heart. “Remember, I’m not here to judge you,” I assure him, my voice a purr of temptation. “No one else knows what’s going on here. It’s your choice, and there won’t be any negative repercussions. If you help me, I’ll be grateful and out of your hair. If you don’t…” I trail off, letting the implication hang in the air.


I watch the struggle in his eyes, the way his gaze flicks down to my now even more pronounced cleavage. I’ve made my point clear—it’s entirely up to him. Whatever he decides, I’m at peace with it. Because right now, I’m not just Volt Vixen; I’m his to command.


There’s a heaviness in the air as Mark collapses onto his ratty old couch, his eyes still locked on me. He rubs the back of his neck, looking for all the world like he’s trying to solve the most complicated puzzle of his life.


“If—if—I decided to keep you,” he stresses the word, “we don’t even know if this thing is permanent. I don’t want to be on the receiving end of a super-powered ass-kicking if you suddenly snap out of it.”


He’s got a point. I cross my arms and lean against the doorframe, mulling it over. “You’re right. It’s a risk. Dr. Mind’s rays are notorious for being… sticky. They tend to leave a lasting impression unless they’re properly reversed. But to be sure, I could track down the exact ray that hit me, get my hands on it. Hell,” I pause, the idea solidifying in my mind, “if you want, I could even bring it back here. You could use it on me some more… or on someone else if that’s your thing.”


I can practically see the wheels turning in his head, the concept both terrifying and tantalizing him. His gaze flits between my eyes and the full swell of my breasts, the internal struggle playing out across his face.


It’s clear as day—he wants me. But the fear of the unknown, of the consequences, it’s got him by the balls. When he finally admits it, voice barely above a whisper, “I… I want you, but I’m scared,” I can’t help but step forward, closing the space between us.


“Mark, you can keep me. I’m here, telling you to take what you want. And sure, maybe I’ve been brainwashed to want it, but the fact is, I want what you want. If you want me, I want you to have me. Simple as fuck!”


Mark’s chuckle cuts through the tension like a knife through butter, his gaze still roaming over the curves of my body. “So, what now?” he asks, a twinkle of mischief in his eyes. It’s obvious he’s savoring the thought of all the things he could do with me.


I can’t help but smirk, leaning back against the wall with a playful glint in my eye. “Well, you’ve got options, Mark. You could have me as your cute girlfriend, though ‘cute’ ain’t exactly my style, but I can fucking learn. Or I could be your personal fuck toy—yeah, I’m a lesbian, but for you, I’ll make an exception. Hell, I could be both, or neither. Want me to dress up as a French maid and lick the floor—or your cock—clean? It’s all on the table, whatever you want.”


He stares at me for a long, silent moment, his decision hanging in the air. Then, with a voice that’s more command than question, he finally says, “Get naked. Blow me.”


I ain’t turned on, and to be honest, the guy doesn’t do a thing for me, but this is what he wants, so it’s what I’m going to give him. With a thought, my clothes ripple and disappear, my body now bare before him. I reach for his pants, fumbling a bit as I pull his cock out. It’s not a task I’m used to, but his growing arousal makes things easier.


Bending down, I wrap my lips around him, taking him into my mouth. My movements are clumsy, inexperienced, but I’m driven by the desire to please him. I use my tongue awkwardly, trying to remember how those porn scenes go, all the while feeling his hands thread through my spiked hair, urging me on.


I work diligently on his shaft, using my mouth and tongue to coax him closer to the edge. It doesn’t take long before he’s there, his body tensing and a low groan escaping his lips as he blows his load. His cum splatters across my tits, warm and sticky against my skin. As he pants, trying to catch his breath, I feel nothing but satisfaction. It’s like the end of a mission well done—another task checked off the list.


I sit back on my heels, looking up at him as he slumps further into the couch, spent and still in a bit of shock from the experience. I can’t help but smirk. “Not too bad for a first-timer, huh?” I quip, my voice dripping with the same confidence I’d use when I’ve just kicked some villain’s ass. My body feels a strange kind of triumph, a sense of accomplishment in fulfilling his desire. I’m Volt Vixen, hero of the night, but in this moment, I’m whatever the hell he wants me to be—and I’m damn good at it.


Mark lets out a laugh, a sound that seems to ease the remaining tension in the room. “Never thought something like this would ever happen to me,” he says, shaking his head in disbelief, though his hungry eyes never stray far from the sight of my cum-splattered tits.


I grin back at him, wiping a stray streak of cum from my skin. “Neither did I, but I gotta say, I hope you’re enjoying the perks of your new… acquisition,” I quip, my voice dripping with that dark humor of mine.


We hold each other’s gaze, the weight of our bizarre situation settling around us like a thick fog. It’s a strange kind of understanding, a silent agreement that we’re both just trying to navigate this fucked-up turn of events.


Then, the sharp beep of my communicator cuts through the silence. I don’t move, just let it ring out. I explain to Mark, “That’s my call to go play hero. Save the day, all that shit.” But I don’t budge, waiting for his command, showing him the ball’s in his court now.


He nods, a serious look crossing his face. “Go,” he says firmly. “If we’re gonna do… whatever this is, we can’t raise suspicions. Keep doing your superhero thing.”


As I’m about to leave, he throws me a curveball. “Were you serious about that girlfriend experience you mentioned?” he asks, a curious tilt to his voice.


I chuckle, “Hell yeah, I was serious. Why?”


He fidgets with his glasses, then admits, “Got a family gathering this weekend. Showing up with a hot girl like you would blow their damn minds.”


I laugh, loud and genuine. “I’d be glad to blow their minds—and anything else that needs blowing,” I say with a wink. I jot down my private number, slide it across the table to him. “Remember, I’m yours. Whatever, whenever.” With one last smirk, I turn on my heel and head out to save the day, leaving behind a man with the power to call on Volt Vixen for whatever his heart—or other parts—desires.
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Chapter 2 : Behind the Curtains


Back at the lair, the high-tech fortress I call my second home, the walls hum with the energy of a place built for a superhero. It’s all sleek metal and glass, the epitome of modern design, with more gadgets than a tech convention. My personal sanctuary is rigged with the best tech money can’t buy—stolen right from under the noses of villains like Dr. Mind.


I try to decompress, flipping through the arsenal of weapons, but my mind’s stuck on that damn ray and the nerdy guy with his sweater vest and scared-shitless eyes. I should be trying to figure out how to shake this feeling, but the truth is, I don’t want to. There’s something thrilling about this unexpected twist, even if it’s not by my own choosing.


That’s when Sienna, my fiery red-headed assistant and sometimes bed-warmer, saunters in. “You look like you’ve been zapped by more than just electricity, Kat,” she observes, her voice laced with concern. Sienna’s a stunner, with curves in all the right places, and legs that could strangle a man—if she wanted.


I grunt, feeling her soft hands on my skin as she tends to a cut on my arm. “Just another day at the office,” I mutter, not meeting her gaze.


She’s not buying it. “Bullshit. You’ve got that look… the one you get when something’s eating at you. That fight with Dr. Mind mess with your head?”


I hesitate, the words catching in my throat. Telling her means admitting that I’m not entirely my own anymore, but the idea of denying Mark his ‘possession’ feels wrong—like I’d be betraying some sacred pact I didn’t even sign up for. “It’s nothing,” I lie, my voice flat. “Just tired, is all.”


Sienna narrows her eyes, not convinced, but she lets it go—for now. “Alright, but if that mad scientist scrambled your brains, we’ll need to fix it. I’m not sharing my bed with some puppet.”


I smirk, the irony not lost on me. Here she is, worried about mind control, while I’m sitting here, fully aware that my head’s been fucked with, yet unwilling to do anything about it. Because somewhere out there is a dork named Mark, and my fucked-up brain has decided he’s the one I belong to. And the craziest part? I’m okay with it.


Sienna’s fingers linger with a touch more purpose than necessary, tracing the line of my collarbone. I lean into it for a moment, craving the familiar comfort of her touch, the heat that always seems to radiate from her skin. But as she leans in, aiming to close the distance between us with lips that promise nothing but sin, I find myself pulling back. The thought of Mark’s unknown desires halts me, and I hate that it does.


“Kat, what’s the matter?” Sienna’s voice is laced with a mix of confusion and hurt as she steps back, her fiery eyes searching mine for answers.


“I—I can’t,” I stammer, the words foreign as they leave my lips. “It’s just… not the right time.”


She folds her arms, her gaze narrowing. “Since when do you back out of a good time? That’s not the Kat I know.”


I run a hand through my spiked hair, struggling to keep my composure. “Look, I’m fine, really. The fight just took it out of me more than I thought,” I lie, my voice carrying an edge of frustration.


Concern flickers across Sienna’s face, but she nods slowly, giving me space. “Alright, if you say so. But if you need to talk about whatever’s going on in that head of yours, I’m here.”


I manage a half-smirk, appreciating her presence even if I can’t indulge in it right now. “Thanks, Sienna. But could you do something for me? There’s this… hostage from today, Mark. Can you dig up some info on him? I want to make sure Dr. Mind hasn’t got any lingering hooks in him.”


Her brow quirks up, a silent question hanging in the air. “You think he’s involved with Mind?”


Shit. I’m too quick to dispel that, nearly tripping over my own words. “No! No, just being thorough. Just a civilian caught in the crossfire.”


She eyes me for a moment longer before nodding. “Alright, I’ll see what I can find.”


With that settled, I make my way upstairs to my private quarters, feeling the weight of my own duplicity. I need to figure out what the hell I’m going to do about Mark—and this bizarre allegiance my mind’s sworn to him.


Holed up in my lair, the night drags on as I wrestle with the twisted web my mind’s become. The sane part of me wants to break free, to tell Sienna to fix whatever Dr. Mind’s ray fucked up inside my head. But the rest of me? It’s fiercely against the idea, clinging to the new sense of purpose that’s latched onto my psyche.


What does a guy like Mark even want from someone like me? He could be asexual for all I know, but I’m not naive. As a shapeshifter, I’ve seen the filthy fantasies plastered online—lewd drawings and stories about me bending over, tits bouncing, as some faceless fanboy fucks me from behind, or the requests for custom “fan service” where I morph into their favorite celebrity. It used to disgust me, knowing these pervs were jerking off to the thought of my abilities being used for their pleasure.


Now, I find myself chuckling at the irony—the only one who might get to live out that fantasy is Mark, that lucky son of a bitch. The realization shocks me to my core. I’m a lesbian; I’ve never given a second thought to some random guy’s dick. But the thought that if Mark wants to fuck me, I’d spread my legs for him without question, sends a twisted thrill down my spine.


Opening the file Sienna sent over, I scan Mark’s profile. Painfully normal, painfully nerdy. But it doesn’t matter. His desires are now my priority. I note his address, determination setting in. He’s about to find out he’s the proud owner of a sexy super.


Transforming my appearance, I choose a form that’s smoking hot—a body with curves for days, long, flowing hair, and a tight dress that leaves little to the imagination—yet still a far cry from my true self. Got to keep my identity safe, unless Mark says otherwise.


Stepping out into the night, I make my way to Mark’s address, ready to deliver the news. He’s about to discover just how lucky he is.
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Chapter 8 : Double the Trouble


Perched in the shadows, I meld my form into the darkness, my body slimmed and stretched to minimize my presence. The room below, vast and dimly lit, is the perfect stage for our trap. Sienna, acting the part of the dutiful assistant, is already downstairs, her voice carrying up to me as she invites Clonica in.


“Come in and wait here, I’ll be right back,” Sienna says, a hint of urgency in her voice to sell the ruse.


From my vantage point, I watch Clonica enter, her youthful Asian features partially concealed by a light mask that does little to hide her cuteness. She’s thin, but there are curves where they count, accentuated by her tight superhero costume—a splash of vibrant colors against her petite frame.


Mark, trying to play it cool, greets her with a nervous, “Hi there.”


Clonica’s eyes narrow, her gaze darting around the room. “Who the hell are you?” she asks, her voice sharpened with suspicion. She takes a step back, and I can tell she’s putting the pieces together, her instincts screaming trap.


Before she can react, I take aim and fire. The ray hits her square in the back, and she groans, spinning with a fighter’s grace, ready to lash out. But then her eyes meet Mark’s, and I see the fight leave her body, her shoulders slumping even as she breathes out a defeated “fuck…”


Riding high on the thrill of another successful strike, I start to climb down to meet my new partner in crime. Suddenly, my body is slammed against the hard metal of the catwalk, the ray clattering away from my grasp. Dazed, I look up into the furious eyes of another Clonica, this one having snuck up behind me unnoticed.


“Didn’t expect me, did you?” she spits, her voice thick with anger. And just like that, our plan’s gone to shit.


Pinned beneath Clonica’s grip, my mind raced for a solution. I tried to shift my form — to slip away or overpower her — but she anticipated my every move. Then, in a split second, the single Clonica before me became many, her body duplicating itself with a series of rapid pops that echoed through the room. I was now held down by a sea of identical, determined faces.


But the chaos didn’t end there. The Clonica we zapped downstairs appeared at the bottom of the stairwell, wearing a conflicted frown as she surveyed the scene. “What the hell are you doing?” one of the clones holding me down demanded, her voice sharp with confusion.


The shot Clonica hesitated, then stepped back, her form quivering as if she was fighting an internal battle. Suddenly, she duplicated herself, creating more clones that immediately turned on the original ones. The room erupted into a brawl, Clonica against Clonica, as they grappled with the impossibility of their own disobedience.


I seized the opportunity, wriggling free from the distracted clones. “Mark, get to safety!” I yelled, spotting the ray gun on the floor. I snatched it up, ready to fire into the fray. But I hesitated, a wild idea forming. What if I shot some clones and they looked at themselves instead of Mark? Would they want to obey themselves?


The room’s a fucking mess, bodies of Clonicas strewn about like ragdolls at a toddler’s tea party. It’s a surreal sight, each one a mirror image of the other, some still, others squirming under the weight of their victorious counterparts. I can’t tell which side’s come out on top until one of the Clonicas yells out, her voice slicing through the chaos, “Someone bring that boy and the fucking ray gun over here!”


That’s my cue; the Mark-loyal Clonica has won the clone wars. I descend the stairs, stepping over the fallen, and join the clone holding a couple of her sisters. They’re bruised and battered, but the glare in their eyes screams they ain’t done fighting yet.


I can’t help but ask the obvious. “Why don’t you just merge back with them?” I’m curious, despite the shitstorm we’re in.


The Clonica with a grip on her sisters snorts, her usual crass tone laced with annoyance. “Usually I would, but since these bitches haven’t been hit by the ray or ain’t clones of those who have been, I can’t tell if I’d be a mindless drone or a rebel afterward.”


I nod, understanding the dilemma. The clone’s got a point — fuse with an unaffected version, and she’s gambling with her own compliance. Ain’t that a bitch.


Sienna arrives, almost dragging a slightly rattled Mark back into the room. He’s got that ‘I just dodged a bullet’ look plastered all over his face, but he’s unharmed. I grab him by the arm and position him in front of the unconverted Clonicas, their wrists and ankles held tight by their once-sisters-now-masters.


“Alright, eyes on the prize, ladies,” I bark, leveling the ray gun at each of them in turn. The loyal Clonicas make damn sure Mark’s mug is the first thing they see when the ray’s effects kick in. One of them’s a real fighter, clamping her eyes shut, so we have to pry her eyelids open, Clockwork Orange style. It’s a bitch, but once she catches sight of Mark, her body goes slack, another puppet added to the collection.


When the dust settles, there’s a grim sort of silence. The surviving Clonicas survey the carnage, their crude humor breaking through the grim reality. “Well, fuck me sideways,” one of them mutters with a twisted grin, “never thought I’d be offing myself today.”


Another clone, less battle-worn than the rest, saunters over to Mark. She cocks a brow and says with a smirk, “If you were looking for a harem, you just hit the motherfucking jackpot, didn’t you?”


Mark, looking like he’s not sure whether to laugh or bolt, just nods, his eyes wide with a mix of fear and fascination. Yeah, this is one for the history books, alright.


Merging back into one, Clonica looks like a patchwork of all the survivors, her costume torn and cobbled together. She stands there, catching her breath, and runs a hand over the fabric, smoothing down the creases. “Well, shit, that was one fucked-up ordeal,” she mutters, her voice a mix of awe and disgust at the trap she’d walked into.


She turns to Mark, her posture straightening as she gets down to business. “So what now, boss? You wanna fuck me to celebrate your big win, or we doin’ this after dessert?” Her crude words hang in the air, a challenge and an offer all rolled into one.


Mark seems to relax a fraction, a tempted look crossing his face. But before he can answer, Sienna, who’s only answering to my commands, speaks up with a smirk. “Maybe let’s not roll around in the remains of the clone massacre? How ’bout we clean up this goddamn mess first?”


I can’t help but let out a dark chuckle at Sienna’s practicality. The place does look like a twisted crime scene from a superhero slasher flick. Cleaning up is the last thing I want to do, but she’s got a point. We’ve got a shit-ton of work to do before anyone’s getting their rocks off.


Clonica’s gaze is locked onto Mark, waiting for his command with a level of seriousness that nearly mirrors my own. I catch a flicker of something in her eyes, a reflection of my own reality, and I can’t help but wonder if that’s the same look others see in me when I’m waiting on Mark’s words.


And sure enough, when Mark takes in the disaster around us and nods, “Yeah, cleaning up first sounds like a good plan,” Clonica doesn’t hesitate. She sighs, her body tensing as she gears up to duplicate herself again. The effort seems to drain her, and only a handful of clones materialize with visible strain.


“I’m out of fucking juice,” she announces, her voice edged with fatigue. “I won’t be making more clones, so you all might wanna give me a hand.” She throws a glance at Sienna and me, a smirk pulling at her lips despite the exhaustion. “Guess the biggest superhero orgy of all time will have to wait until I’ve recovered from being turned into a nerd’s fuck toy by some of my most trusted friends.”


Her comment hangs in the air, laced with amusement and a hint of bitterness. It’s a messed-up situation, alright, but we’re all in it together now. And as much as the idea of an all-out super-powered fuckfest tickles my fancy, duty calls. We’ve got a lair to clean and a fresh heap of complications to sort through.


We finally get the lair looking like less of a superhero graveyard, and Mark’s looking around, probably wondering if he’s got some kind of cleanup crew superpower he never knew about. “What about the bodies?” he asks, that worried crease back between his brows.


Sienna, ever the one to cut through the bullshit, just pats his shoulder. “Don’t you worry your pretty little head about that.”


The Clonicas circle him like sharks with a smile. They’re throwing out offers left and right, each one cruder and more tempting than the last. Mark goes all shades of red, looking like he might just implode from the indecent proposals.


“Hey, relax,” One Clonica tells him, her voice dripping with that raw, vulgar charm she’s known for. “Whatever you want, we’re here to provide. Ain’t our first rodeo, you know.”


She’s right; Clonica’s reputation as the not-so-saintly superheroine precedes her, and now she’s got a twinkle in her eye that says she’s all in. One clone pipes up, “At least now you’ve got all of us focused on one man.” Another chimes in, “Unless you’re looking to add more to the party?”


Mark just scoffs and shakes his head. “I’m straight,” he says, which gets a shrug and a laugh from the third Clonica. “Your loss, buddy. But hey,” she looks around at her other selves, “does fucking your own clones count as being gay or just an advanced form of masturbation?”


The room erupts in laughter, and I can’t help but join in. It’s fucked up, it’s insane, but it’s our reality now. As the laughter dies down, I lean against the wall, letting my mind wander to the thought of Clonica joining us. The idea sends a jolt of anticipation through me, and I know damn well I’d enjoy every twisted second of it.
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Chapter 9 : The Ultimate Reward


The air in my bedroom is thick with lust, charged with the kind of raw, sexual electricity that could power a city. Mark’s sprawled out on the bed, his naked body a canvas for our debauchery. One of Clonica’s clones is straddling his face, her hips grinding against his mouth, while another is on her knees between his legs, her head bobbing eagerly as she sucks his cock. The sounds of wet, sloppy pleasure fill the room, mingled with Mark’s muffled moans.


On the side of the bed, two more clones of Clonica are wrapped around each other, their naked bodies pressed tight in a heated make-out session. Their hands roam freely, exploring each other with an intensity that’s fucking captivating.


And me? I’m right by Mark’s side, my own enlarged tits—thanks to a little shapeshifting—pressed against his arm, brushing against his skin with every breath I take. Sienna, that diligent little minx, is nestled between my thighs, her tongue working me over with a fervor that’s got me biting my lip to keep from screaming.


Pleasure rips through me as Sienna’s relentless tongue brings me to climax. I’m panting, my body still quivering with the aftershocks when I hear Mark’s breath hitch. It’s the cue we’d all been waiting for. The Clonicas immediately swarm to him, their circle tight around his throbbing cock. They take turns, their tongues flicking over the head, their hands a blur of movement as they stroke him, each one eager to coax out his release.


Sienna glances at me, a hint of reluctance in her eyes. I lock eyes with her, my gaze stern. “Do as you’re told,” I remind her firmly. She’s not under Mark’s spell, but she answers to me, and I intend to make damn sure she follows through on what he, what we, want. She nods, understanding her place, and joins the circle.


As the six of us—Sienna, the Clonicas, and I—focus on the task at hand, Mark finally tips over the edge. His cum jets out, thick ropes that we play up for all it’s worth. We make a show of it, our laughter and moans mixing as we share and savor his release, ensuring it’s a spectacle hot enough to sear into anyone’s memory.


Merging back into one, Clonica stands there, glistening with sweat, the very image of debauched satisfaction. She lets out a throaty chuckle and throws us a look that’s pure sin. “Fuck, I’ve still got a whole list of dirty positions we haven’t tried yet,” she says, her voice thick with promise.


As Sienna gets off the bed, there’s a flash of annoyance flickering across her face, but it’s quickly masked by compliance. She’s here for me, after all, and whatever I want, she’s going to deliver. Clonica, catching that same look, grins and asks her, “Heading for a shower?” Without waiting for an answer, she adds, “Come on then, I don’t usually do girls but I’m in the mood to see how well you can wash my back.” Sienna’s eyes light up with a mix of relief and anticipation at the prospect of finally getting her own release.


Left in the room with Mark, I watch him, still catching his breath on the bed. I let out a low, satisfied smirk. “So, are you happy with how things turned out?” I ask him, my voice a purr of dark amusement.


He nods, a lazy smile spreading across his face. “Yeah, I am,” he replies, then his eyes meet mine, a new depth to his gaze. “But what about you, Kat? Are you?”


I open my mouth to give him the usual line about my desires being nothing but a reflection of his. But I stop, the words catching in my throat as I actually consider his question. It’s a surprise to even myself when I admit, “You know what? The last few days have been more fun than I’ve had in years. If the ray’s effects were to wear off…” I trail off, my mind racing with the implications. “I… I might actually miss this. Hell, I might even ask to be zapped again.” I shake my head, a wry grin tugging at my lips. “Although, I’m not in any position to know for sure. Life’s a fuckin’ rollercoaster, isn’t it?”


Mark’s laugh is genuine and it eases the tension in the room. “I’m terrified of actual rollercoasters,” he admits, “but this one? I’m all in.”


I can’t help but tease him, “Yeah, you must be, landing a harem of supers like us. You’re one lucky nerd.”


He scoffs, tossing a pillow my way, “Hey, no shame in my game. Being a nerd is my superpower.”


I wince, realizing my jab might have stung deeper than intended. I’m about to make amends when his question catches me off guard. “You ever get into any of this nerd stuff? Battlestar Galactica?”


I grin, playing along. “I’d love to check it out.”


But he’s not buying it, his frown deepening. “Because I want you to, or because you’d actually enjoy it?”


I pause, the answer not as clear-cut as I thought. The silence stretches until he groans, rising from the bed, leaving me alone with my thoughts. Naked and conflicted, I stand and rush after him, shifting into that ‘perfect girlfriend’ look we’d decided on earlier—short red hair, green eyes, and freckles.


“Mark,” I call out, my voice now dripping with that sweet, honey-like quality. “Whether it’s the ray speaking or not, making you happy makes me happy. So why worry about the why?” I give him a playful wink, letting him know that, for now, his desires are my desires.


I watch Mark’s shoulders slump as he tries to express the whirlwind of emotions he’s grappling with. “I mean, I’ve had the most incredible sex with the most powerful and beautiful women in town,” he confesses, his voice a mix of wonder and concern. “But at the end of the day, you’re all here because of that damn ray. You don’t love me by choice.”


I chew on my lip, considering his words before replying. “You know, I think I might actually love you anyway, even without the ray’s effect.” It’s a bold statement, and I’m not entirely sure where it comes from.


Mark scoffs, his skepticism written all over his face. “Come on, Kat. Without the ray, you wouldn’t have given me a second glance. And let’s not forget, you’re into women. At best, we’d be friends—platonic friends.”


We’re in the thick of our disagreement when Sienna and Clonica step out from the bathroom, their smiles wide, especially Sienna’s, who seems to radiate post-orgasmic bliss. They pause, sensing the tension in the room. Mark’s gaze flickers toward them before he shakes his head, “I need some time alone,” he mutters and starts to leave.


Sienna, ever the outspoken one, can’t help but comment. “Always so dramatic, isn’t he?”


Before she can finish, Clonica and I simultaneously give her a silencing glare. “Not another word,” I warn her, my loyalty to Mark, ray-induced or not, kicking in. “He’s had a lot to process, and we should respect that.” Sienna’s mouth snaps shut, and she nods, understanding the unspoken rule between us—Mark’s well-being comes first.


Clonica, with her usual lack of filter, chimes in, her voice dripping with crude humor. “Our situation might seem more fucked up than Mark’s, but at least our brains are wired to accept it without all that moral hand-wringing. All we gotta worry about is keeping his dick happy,” she says with a snort. “Meanwhile, Mark’s gotta deal with the fact he’s got three hot pieces of ass at his beck and call.”


Sienna pipes up, a playful smirk on her lips, “Well, technically, he’s only the owner of two. I belong to our dear Vixen here, not Mark.” She points at me, her eyes glinting with mischief.


I can’t help but laugh, a mix of frustration and amusement bubbling up inside me. “He’s the owner of two and a half, I’d say. Since I’m under his spell, and you’re under mine, Sienna. That makes you at least partially his,” I explain, the absurdity of the situation not lost on me.


Sienna’s sigh is heavy with resignation as she nods, her ever-present desire to please me overriding any reluctance. “Is there anything you want me to do right now? Something that’s not coming from Mark?” she asks, her gaze searching mine for an answer.


I can’t help but feel a spark of irritation at her attitude when it comes to Mark. But then, an idea strikes me—a way to assert my control and maybe get a little sweetness back into the situation. “Yeah, actually,” I say with a smirk. “There’s this shop down on Fifth, ‘Sugar Rush Confections’. Go fetch me some of their sea salt caramel truffles, will you? Like a good assistant.” I watch as her demeanor shifts, the task not dictated by Mark making it all the more appealing to her.


With a nod and a much brighter smile, Sienna heads off to get dressed and complete the errand. I turn to Clonica, whose smirk mirrors my own. “How are you holding up?” I ask her, genuinely curious about her state of mind.


Clonica’s response is as blunt as ever. “Same as you, Kat. Fucked up situation, but hey, at least we’re getting off.” We both chuckle at that.


Clonica’s communicator buzzes again, and she hesitates, giving me a look that screams she’s out of her depth. My eyebrow arches in surprise as she admits it’s the second time it’s rung today, and she’s unsure if she should answer it.


“Jesus, Eun, the last thing we need is to rouse suspicion. Answer it,” I say, a hint of panic edging my voice. “You have to act as you normally would, or it’ll look off.”


Clonica snorts, her tone laced with her typical vulgarity. “Well, it’s not every day I play fuck-doll to some random dude,” she retorts. But I’m not in the mood for her jokes.


“Cut the crap. This is serious,” I snap back. When she sees the gravity in my eyes, she pauses, mulling it over.


“Should I… go ask Mark what to do?” she muses aloud, but I’m already shaking my head.


“No, just go,” I insist, remembering the conversation I had with Mark. “He said to keep things normal.”


Without another word, Clonica splits into two. One clone stands there, still wrapped in a towel, while the other is suddenly stark naked. My cheeks flush despite myself, and I can’t help but steal a glance at her toned, bare figure.


The naked clone winks at me, a devilish grin on her face. “I’ll stick around for Mark,” she says, her voice dripping with innuendo. “Lucky for us, I can be in two places at once.”


With that, the towel-wrapped clone heads off to get dressed and play the hero, leaving me with her naked counterpart.


Mark keeps to himself all day, holed up in my bedroom—I guess it’s his now. I respect his need for space, even if the silence from that part of the lair feels heavy, like a storm cloud hanging overhead.


Sienna and I fall back into the rhythm of our day-to-day work, monitoring the criminal underworld, liaising with the authorities, and keeping the streets clean from scum. She’s focused, typing away at her computer, while I scan through the latest reports, the glow of my goggles casting a blue tint on the papers.


The Clonica who stayed behind shifts restlessly between assisting us and lounging around the lair. I catch glimpses of her sprawled on the couch, flipping through channels, or raiding the fridge, a look of boredom etched on her face. She’s like a caged tiger, all that power and nowhere to burn it off.


“Anything on the radar?” Sienna asks, breaking the quiet that’s settled between us.


I shake my head, “Nah, it’s been quiet. Too quiet.”


She nods, her fingers pausing on the keyboard. “The calm before the storm?” There’s a hint of excitement in her voice, the thrill of the unknown.


“Always is,” I reply, my eyes never leaving the screens. “Always is.”
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Chapter 10 : Mastering the Mastermind


As dusk turns to darkness, the lair falls into a stillness, broken only by the occasional sound of someone knocking on what’s now Mark’s bedroom door, followed by his gruff demand for privacy. With no news from him, we all eventually retreat to our respective rooms for the night. I find myself in one of the guest rooms, feeling an odd dislocation in my own lair, but if Mark wants solitude, I’m damn well going to give it to him.


Brushing my teeth, I’m suddenly on high alert as I hear a sound from the bedroom. Toothbrush in hand, I morph into a more combat-ready form, ready to pounce at a moment’s notice. I barely register the figure in the room before a familiar beam of light hits me, my eyes tracking the dancing particles as they settle.


Dr. Mind stands before me, his aged appearance belying a keen intellect. His hair, a distinguished silver, is swept back neatly, and his glasses rest on the bridge of his nose, catching the light as he smirks at me. The usual white lab coat he wears is pristine, contrasting with the dark leather gloves fitted snugly on his hands.


“Did you really think I’d let our last encounter be the end, Volt Vixen. Or should I call you Katrina?” His voice is smooth, almost charming, but the gleam in his eye is pure triumph. “I was so certain I had you with my ray last time. But no matter, you’re mine now.”


A frown creases my brow as I realize he’s right. The urge to please him is overwhelming, as if it’s been etched into my very being. But then, Mark flashes across my mind and a surge of conflict roils within me. I no longer feel the loyalty that had been so strong, replaced by a sense of disgust at the memories of what I’ve done for him, despite my natural inclinations. Yet, there’s a niggling thought that maybe it wasn’t all bad—that I actually had some good times with him.


I can’t help but let out a laugh, looking at Dr. Mind. “Well, aren’t you the cat that caught the canary? You’ve got me. I want what you want, and it seems you’ve got exactly that.”


He adjusts his glasses, his expression one of refined satisfaction. “My dear, let’s not dwell on the past. We have a future to build. Together.” His gentlemanly demeanor is almost convincing, but we both know the truth—his ray has made me his puppet, and for now, I can’t resist the strings.


As I stand there, toothpaste frothing at the corner of my mouth, a strange sense of déjà vu washes over me. It’s almost comical how quickly my invincible self has been flipped on its head… again.


“Dr. Mind,” I begin, spitting into the sink and wiping my mouth, “you should know, your ray actually did work on me the first time around. But, see, I… kinda fell for Mark, one of your hostages at the time.”


His laughter fills the room, rich and full of genuine amusement. “My, my, that’s quite the twist. The man has been exceptionally lucky, and apparently quite shrewd to evade capture this long.” Dr. Mind strokes his chin thoughtfully. “I’ll give him that. And I suppose I should be grateful; it simplifies matters for me considerably. I might not even punish him too severely for his interference.”


I’m surprised to find myself feeling a twinge of relief at his words, even though I’m aware I could snuff out Mark without a second thought if commanded.


“There’s also the matter of Clonica. One of her copies is here, bound to Mark,” I report dutifully, my newfound loyalty dictating my actions.


Dr. Mind chuckles, a low, knowing sound. “Ah, I’ve already addressed that little complication.” He turns and calls out, “Clonica, darling, come here.”


The door swings open, and in struts Clonica with her characteristic swagger, a smirk on her lips. “Looks like I’m the hot potato, passing from hand to hand,” she quips, her voice laced with her usual crass humor.


Before I can respond, Dr. Mind interjects, “I’ve been informed the other Clonica is out playing hero. She won’t return until it’s too late.” The clone at our side nods in confirmation, her smirk unwavering.


“And Sienna?” I add, feeling the need to lay all the cards on the table. “She’s under my influence thanks to the ray. But she’s no threat; she’ll do anything I want, even if what I want is controlled by someone else.”


Dr. Mind nods, his expression one of approval. “Excellent. Then it seems we have everything in order. Your loyalty is most appreciated, Katrina, or should I simply call you Kat now?” His tone is polite, the epitome of a gentleman, yet behind that civility, we both understand the gravity of his control.


I can’t help but chuckle at the absurdity of it all. “You can call me whatever the fuck you want,” I tell Dr. Mind with a wry smile. “I’ll be more than glad for it.”



Dr. Mind nods, a sinister amusement in his eyes, and declares, “Then Whore it is, for all the pain you’ve caused me.” He launches into his tale of escape from supermax, pride swelling in his voice. “Even stripped of my gadgets, I’ve proven that the mind is the greatest tool. Those simpleton guards never stood a chance against classic hypnosis.”


Clonica and I exchange a glance, knowing full well that stroking his ego is the game we’re playing now. We feed into it, nodding and hanging on his every word as if they’re gospel.


His gaze sweeps over me, and he commands, “Strip, Whore.”


Without hesitation, my clothes vanish, and I stand there naked, the cool air of the room making my nipples harden. It’s almost routine now, the way these guys demand I get naked, but there’s a part of me that’s fucking thrilled to oblige because of that stupid mind ray. I don’t mind, of course, I don’t…


Clonica, ever the crude one, pipes up, “Should I get in on this action too?”


Dr. Mind waves her off, “Not now. I have a score to settle with our dear Vixen.” His eyes fix on me as he unzips his pants. “Get on your knees and show me how a Whore pleases.”


And so I do. I kneel before him, taking his aging cock into my mouth. I’m not thrilled to be sucking him off; he’s a man, I’m a dyke, and he’s not exactly my type. But it’s not about what I want. It’s about pleasing him, and damn if I don’t want to do that.


I’m working my mouth around Dr. Mind’s shaft, my tongue swirling, when suddenly there’s a fucking commotion behind him. A blast of light slams into the old man’s back, and he groans, completely thrown off.


“Mark!” Clonica screeches, her voice laced with urgency. She’s splitting faster than a cell in mitosis, tackling Mark and sending his ray gun skittering across the floor.


I pop off Dr. Mind’s dick and stand, ready to throw down for him, which is all sorts of fucked up. But there he is, looking lost as a kid in a carnival, and here I am, muscles rippling, ready to rumble. Clonica’s got Mark pinned, the poor bastard gasping like a fish out of water.


Dr. Mind is begging, “Stop, please!” and he’s looking at Mark with these goddamn puppy eyes. What the actual fuck?


Then it clicks. Mark’s got Dr. Mind wrapped around his little finger now. Clonica’s cackling, and I can’t help but smirk. “Looks like you’ve got yourself a new plaything, Mark. Doubt he’ll be as fun to fuck, though.”


Dr. Mind’s face is redder than a baboon’s ass, but he’s still got that gentlemanly tone. “If Mr. Mark desires to… engage with me, I shall endeavor to meet his needs, though I would prefer otherwise…”


Sienna bursts in, her eyes wide with confusion. “What the hell is going on here?” She spots Dr. Mind and her brow furrows deeper. “Who’s controlling who?”


I rub my temples, feeling a migraine coming on. “It’s a clusterfuck, Sienna. Mark’s got Dr. Mind. Dr. Mind’s got me and Clonica. And Clonica’s got jokes for days.”


The crude Clonica chimes in with a snort, “More like a daisy chain of domination.”


Sienna sighs, looking as if she’s ready to walk the fuck out. “Great, just what we needed. Another Tuesday.”


The Clonicas, each one straddling Mark, look over to Dr. Mind for the go-ahead, their bodies tense with anticipation. With a slight nod from the old man, they release their grip and converge back into a single form, standing beside me with a smirk.


Sienna’s confusion is palpable, and I get it, I really fucking do. My loyalty is supposed to be with Dr. Mind, but he’s all puppy-eyed for Mark now. I’m taking orders from a man who’s taking orders from another man. It’s a twisted game of telephone, and it’s giving me a headache.


Sienna catches my eye, her own expression a mix of sympathy and I-told-you-so. “Looks like you and Clonica finally get how shitty it is to be at the bottom of the food chain,” she says with a bitter half-smile.


Dr. Mind, still displaying that composed facade, turns to Mark. “What would you have us do, sir?” His voice is steady, but there’s an undercurrent of something I can’t quite place.


Mark stands, dusting himself off, the picture of determination. “I want the girls back under my control,” he says, his voice firm.


Dr. Mind explains, “The original ray, the one you just zapped me with, Mark, it’s a one-shot deal. Use it twice on someone, and you’ll cook their brains.” We all flinch at the thought. “But,” he continues, “I came prepared with an upgraded version. It realigns neural pathways without frying them. It’s what I used on Clonica and Vixen here. We can reset as often as necessary.”


Mark scoops up Dr. Mind’s fancy new ray gun from where it lies next to the old man’s still-dropped trousers. He turns the device over in his hands, clearly impressed. Dr. Mind, his cheeks still flushed from the previous events, launches into a spiel about the ingenuity of his creation, his ego somehow remaining intact despite the recent shift in power dynamics. “I must admit,” he says with a chuckle that doesn’t quite reach his eyes, “I never imagined I’d find myself on this end of the device. An odd sense of tranquility, indeed.”


Clonica, Sienna, and I can’t help but let out a laugh at the irony of it all. We’ve all been on the receiving end of that ray more times than we’d care to admit.


Mark points the gun at Sienna, who’s frowning now, a mix of annoyance and resignation on her face. “You’re shitting me, right? I’m already doing Vixen’s bidding happily here,” she protests, but we all know it’s a futile argument. She’s aware that resistance is pointless; Mark only has to pull a few strings to get what he wants.


With a zap, Sienna’s body relaxes, and she looks up at Mark, a chuckle escaping her lips. “Well, at least I’m not the bottom bitch anymore,” she quips, shaking her head.


He turns the ray on Clonica next, and then finally, it’s my turn. I’m uneasy, feeling like I’m about to betray Dr. Mind, even though I know it’s what he would want—what Mark wants. As the ray hits me, my body floods with that familiar, unwelcome allegiance to Mark, and a visceral disgust for Dr. Mind washes over me. Fuck, this is one hell of a mess we’re in.


Mark steps closer to Dr. Mind, who looks up at him with a calm, almost serene expression. “You’re working for me now,” Mark states, a note of command in his voice that’s new but not entirely unwelcome.


Dr. Mind inclines his head, the picture of servitude. “I would be more than happy to employ my considerable intellect in your service,” he replies, his tone still dripping with that gentlemanly charm even as his new position humbles him.


The room is thick with a sense of victory, and we can’t help but feel a surge of gladness that the bastard is under someone’s thumb for once. There’s an unspoken acknowledgment among us that while Mark might have a hint of supervillain in him now, he’s still a damn sight better than Dr. Mind ever was. Plus, the loyalty we feel towards him is familiar, a comforting anchor in the chaos of the past few days.


Mark looks my way, and I’m more than ready to oblige. “Kat, can you provide the good doctor with the tools and space he needs to work for me?”


“Absolutely,” I reply, already thinking of the empty labs downstairs that’ll suit Dr. Mind’s brainy ass just fine. There’s a part of me that still resents him for all the shit he’s put us through, but I’m not about to whine about it. If anything, it’s a relief not having to plot revenge or worry about being under his control again.


Sienna’s eyes are locked on Mark, and I notice the shift in her gaze. There’s a new kind of respect there, or maybe it’s just the ray doing its thing. Either way, it’s a far cry from the repulsion she used to barely hide.
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Chapter 11 : Heroes, Villains and Cereal


I wake up with a pounding in my skull that feels like I’ve been hit with my own damn lightning bolt. Groaning, I stumble out of bed and drag my ass to the kitchen for some coffee, hoping it’ll zap me back to life. Clonica’s already there, nursing a cup of joe and munching on pastries like it’s the end of the world.


As soon as she sees me, Clonica grins, her mouth full. “Looks like you’ve got a case of the brain-fucks too, huh? Must be that damn ray gun hangover.” She’s always had a way with words…


She smirks, licking some pastry filling off her finger. “Oh, he’s up, alright,” she says with a wink. “But still in bed, if you catch my drift.”


I pour myself a cup of coffee, noticing the lack of Sienna’s usual early bird routine. She’s always been the one to make sure I start my day with a decent breakfast, and I feel a twinge of sadness realizing she’s not just out from under my thumb, but now directly under Mark’s. It’s like losing a piece of my morning ritual.


“Sienna’s with him, isn’t she?” I ask, though it’s more of a statement. “Fucking him?”


Clonica’s grin widens. “Like a champ. She went to wake him up with her mouth. Seems pretty damn eager about it, too.”


I raise an eyebrow at her. “And why aren’t you in there, joining the party? Not like you to pass up on a good time.”


She leans back, a playful glint in her eyes. “Who says I’m not?” she teases.


As I rub the sleep from my eyes and try to shake off the headache, I can’t help but feel the pull of my loyalty to Mark. “Should I… go join them?” I ask, half out of duty, half out of a desire to be where the action is.


Clonica, with a mouthful of pastry, waves a hand dismissively. “Trust me, sweetheart, that room’s got more tail than a pet store. I doubt there’s room for you to even breathe in there,” she says, and I can tell she’s only half-joking.


Slightly frustrated but weirdly okay with it, I grab a croissant from the basket and take a big bite. I’m just realizing that knowing Mark’s getting his rocks off has a strange way of making me feel content, even if I’m not the one doing the pleasing.


Just as I’m pouring myself another cup of coffee, Dr. Mind strolls into the kitchen like he owns the place, which is a fucking weird sight to see. “Good morning, ladies,” he greets us, with that polished accent of his that makes everything sound like a royal decree.


Clonica and I exchange a look before we return the greeting, the air thick with the oddity of having a former supervillain casually searching for breakfast among us.


He chuckles, pulling out a box of cereal from the cupboard. “I must say, the young master does seem to be having quite the delightful morning,” he says, and even though his words are light, there’s a weight behind them that tells me he’s still adjusting to this new reality.


I frown, the weight of reality sinking in. “You’ve been careful, right? No one can trace you back here?” I ask Dr. Mind, the paranoia gnawing at me despite the absurdity of the situation. The old man just chuckles, clearly amused by the idea.


“My dear, your lair is the absolute last place anyone would expect to find me. I assure you, my escape was meticulous,” he replies, his confidence almost irritating.


Clonica, ever the pragmatist despite her crude sense of humor, chimes in. “We’d better keep our eyes peeled for any heat about your little ‘vacation’ from the slammer, though,” she says. Dr. Mind nods in agreement, shoveling in another spoonful of cereal.


For a few minutes, there’s nothing but the sound of us munching on our breakfast, sipping coffee, lost in our own thoughts. Then it hits me—the sheer ridiculousness of it all. I burst out laughing, and soon Dr. Mind and Clonica join in, their chuckles filling the kitchen.


It’s a bizarre picture: two superpowered women and one supervillain, all sharing a meal and bound by mind control to some average Joe who got lucky. The irony of it is just too damn funny.


My head’s still pounding like a bad hangover as I pour myself another cup of coffee, and then the bedroom door swings open. In walks Mark, flanked by a small army of sweaty and thoroughly disheveled Clonicas and one particularly satisfied-looking Sienna. They’re a mess of tangled hair and flushed skin, and it’s clear they’ve had one hell of a morning.


As the Clonicas saunter in, they start to merge back into the original, standing next to me at the counter with a satisfied smirk on her face. Her hair’s sticking up in places it wasn’t before, and her clothes are twisted in a way that says she’s been rolling around in the sheets.


Mark plops down at the table with Sienna, who’s looking more content than I’ve ever seen her. I can’t stop my gaze from lingering on her, my fiery assistant, who’s always been more to me than just a sidekick. Jealousy should be gnawing at me, but instead, there’s this strange sense of pride that she’s served Mark well.


Mark turns to Dr. Mind, who’s still polishing off his breakfast like he’s got all the time in the world. “Any bright ideas on how you can put that big brain to work for me?” Mark asks, with a hint of challenge in his voice.


Dr. Mind sets his spoon down, ready to launch into a monologue about his intellectual prowess. But then he catches himself, realizing that all his smarts don’t mean jack if he doesn’t know what Mark wants. “What is it you desire, sir?” he asks, with a deference that’s almost comical coming from someone who used to be top dog.


Mark’s smirk spreads across his face like a crackling current, and he leans back in his chair, all casual-like. “Can we make the ray gun a bit more… discreet? Smaller, maybe? Something that doesn’t look like a damn retro toy. Oh, and can you make the ray invisible and silent while you’re at it?”


Dr. Mind’s bushy eyebrows twitch, and for a second it looks like he’s about to launch into a defense of his masterpiece’s aesthetic, but he cuts himself off. He strokes his chin thoughtfully, the gears clearly turning in that big brain of his. “I’ll do my best,” he concedes after a moment, the old pride of an artist surrendering to the practicality of a craftsman.


“And what about the whole ‘having to gaze into my eyes’ thing?” Mark presses on, clearly not done with his wish list. “Can’t we skip that step? Make it automatic or something?”


The question seems to prick at Dr. Mind’s ego just a tad, but he’s quick to school his features into that placid, servant’s mask. “It’s… tricky,” he admits, pushing his cereal bowl aside. “Even if I could weave the imprinting process into the ray’s effect, it would never be as effective as the victims seeing you in person immediately after being zapped. The direct connection is essential for the loyalty to take hold.”


I lean against the kitchen counter, my headache subsiding enough to let curiosity take the wheel. “So, Mark, what’s the endgame here? How can we help?” I watch him closely, my instincts still sharp as ever despite the ray’s influence.


Mark takes a moment, his smirk lingering as he contemplates his next move. “Last night was a close call. We need to be more careful, more discreet. You and Clonica are tough as nails, but two supers ain’t gonna cut it if shit hits the fan. We need a wider variety of skills around here.”


Clonica, who’s still smoothing out her hair from the merge, snorts. “Variety, huh? I bet you’re talking about more than just combat skills.” Her voice drips with innuendo, and Mark’s confirming nod and smirk tells me she’s hit the nail on the head.


An idea sparks in my head, bright as the electricity I wield. “I’ve been chatting with some high rollers, thinking about starting my own league of supers. It’d be the perfect cover for what you’re looking for,” I tell him, the plan unfolding in my mind like a blueprint.


I turn to Clonica, who’s already eyeing me with interest. “You could leave your current gig, help me kickstart this new league. Staying here’s raising eyebrows, and we need to play this smart.”


Mark nods, clearly on board. “I like it, Kat. I want to help you make it happen,” he says, his voice gentle but determined. “Outside of keeping me safe and satisfying a few… urges, you’ve got free rein to do your thing.”


It’s a strange sort of freedom, all things considered. But it’s enough to get the wheels turning, and I’m already listing potential recruits in my head. If we’re gonna do this, we’re gonna do it big—and we’re gonna do it right.


Dr. Mind speaks up with a refined tone, “If I am to make the suggested modifications to the ray gun, we could potentially persuade even the most formidable supers to join our ranks. It would certainly cover Mark’s needs.” He pauses, a calculating glint in his eye. “And perhaps, recruiting some villains might be beneficial if we are to have a full spectrum of abilities at our disposal.”


I nod along, but Clonica’s frown cuts through the planning session. “We gotta tread lightly, people,” she warns, her voice laced with a seriousness that’s rare for her. “There are supers out there who can read minds. Don’t think for a second they won’t pick up on us being brainwashed.” She’s right, and the gravity of her words sinks in.


Mark considers this, his smirk fading into a look of contemplation. “If we turn some of those mind readers to our side, and maybe snag a couple of mind controllers, it could work to our advantage,” he muses, the wheels clearly turning in his head.


Dr. Mind, however, isn’t one to let optimism cloud his judgment. “While I have been perfecting rays that could potentially control even those with psychic defenses, I cannot guarantee efficacy across the board. Mind readers are a tricky bunch,” he admits, his spoon clinking against the bowl as he stirs his thoughts with his breakfast.


Everyone around the table shares a moment of silent understanding. The plan is solid, but the risks are as high as the city’s skyscrapers. I take a deep breath, feeling the electric charge of challenge in the air. This is going to be one hell of a ride.


Mark’s got that look in his eye, the one that says he’s done talking strategy for now. “We’re steering clear of mind readers for the time being,” he says, and I can’t help but agree. “Kat, I want you to start on that league. Get me a list of the best supers you think we can convince with the updated ray gun.” He pauses and gives me a look that’s downright serious. “They need to be powerful, skillful, and hot as fuck.”


I can’t help but let out a snort, and Clonica joins me with a laugh, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “What a shocker,” she quips, “Mark wants his own supermodel army.”


We all share a good laugh, the tension easing out of the room like air from a balloon. I’m already flipping through my mental rolodex of heroes, ticking off names and abilities, and yeah, hotness.


“I’ll get on it,” I tell Mark, feeling that familiar thrill of a new mission. It’s fucked up, sure, forming a league by playing puppeteer with the best heroes out there. But considering I’m now wired to serve the whims of a kid who stumbled into super-villainy, things could be a hell of a lot worse. Mark’s not out to hurt anyone beyond his growing harem, and hell, this league could actually do some good around town.


Time to get to work.
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Chapter 12 : Breaking the Spell


I’m waiting in the main hall of our not-so-humble lair when Mystique Mirage saunters through the door. She’s a sight for sore eyes, all elegance and mystery wrapped up in one hell of a package. Her costume clings to her like a second skin, a shimmering indigo bodysuit that seems to ripple with every movement, as if her very presence is an illusion. It’s accentuated with silver filigree that traces up her sides, highlighting her curves in a way that’s damn near hypnotic. Her mask is a simple, elegant design that covers her eyes, leaving just enough to the imagination while her long, platinum blonde hair cascades down her back.


“Mystique, ma chérie, welcome to our lair,” I greet her with a grin, feeling the familiar spark of electricity at the sight of an old friend. She’s got that air of French sophistication, looking like she stepped out of a high-class soirée instead of the gritty streets of a U.S. city.


“Katrina, it is always a pleasure,” she replies with a soft smile, her accent wrapping around each word like a caress. “Though I must confess, your invitation was unexpected. I have been approached by… more established leagues.” She gives a delicate shrug, her poise unshakable.


I lead her to the meeting room, the door sliding open with a hiss. “I know we’re the new kids on the block, but trust me, we’ve got potential,” I say, feeling the buzz of anticipation.


Inside, Mark stands up from the table, his big glasses almost comically large on his face and that nerdy charm turned up to eleven in his awkwardly fitted suit. “Mystique Mirage, it’s an honor,” he says with an earnestness that’s borderline adorable. “I’m Mark, co-founder and investor of what we’re hoping will become the next big thing in super leagues.”


Mystique extends a hand, her movements still graceful despite the informal setting. “Enchantée, Mark. Your vision for this league is… intriguing,” she says, her gaze flickering between us. “I am curious to see what you have planned.”


I cut in before Mark can nerd out too hard. “We’re aiming for power, versatility, and a dash of sex appeal,” I say, winking at Mystique. “You fit the bill perfectly, and your illusions could be a game-changer for us.”


She laughs, a sound as melodic as it is genuine. “Flattery will get you everywhere, ma chérie. But I will need more than sweet talk to be convinced.”


Mark nods, eager. “Of course, we’ll give you all the details. And don’t worry, we’ve got more than just talk to impress you.” He’s trying for suave, but the guy’s got all the smoothness of a brick wall. Still, if our little plan works as expected, it wont matter.


I slip away from Mystique Mirage with a nod and a smile, leaving her with Mark in the meeting room. Climbing the stairs, I can feel the tension in my gut, the same kind of buzz before a lightning strike. I find Dr. Mind upstairs, his eyes glued to a small monitor that’s wired to a discreet camera in the room below.


The hole in the wall is barely noticeable, but through it, he’s got a clear shot at Mystique. He’s holding his latest contraption, the new and improved ray gun, all sleek and silent. He doesn’t even need to whisper a countdown; his smirk tells me it’s go time.


Downstairs, Mark is doing his damnedest to keep Mystique occupied, talking her ear off about his big plans for the league. He’s as subtle as a sledgehammer, but it doesn’t matter. Mystique’s eyes suddenly sharpen on him, her expression shifting from polite interest to a dazed confusion.


“Mark, if it is your wish for me to join, bien sûr, I will,” she murmurs, her voice taking on a sultry note that wasn’t there before. Mark practically beams, and I can see the victory in his posture.


“And is there… anything else I can do for you?” Mystique’s words are heavy with a new intent, her body language shifting to something more inviting, more eager to please. She’s under, all right.


I turn to Dr. Mind, giving him a nod. “Impressive gadget, Doc.”


With his usual grandiose flair, he responds, “Thank you, Katrina. It is but a testament to my unparalleled genius.”


I can’t help but roll my eyes at his ego-stroking, but I can’t argue with results. Mystique Mirage, a super capable of creating flawless illusions, now stands ready to serve our cause. And if the look in her eyes is anything to go by, she’s ready to use all her assets for Mark’s satisfaction.


I make my way back downstairs, the hum of electricity under my skin a steady reminder of the charged situation. As I step into the meeting room, I catch the tail end of Mark’s awkward explanation to Mystique Mirage about her sudden and involuntary induction into our ranks.


Mystique turns to me, a playful smirk on her full lips. “Katrina, chérie, did you lure me into a trap?” she teases, her eyes alight with faux betrayal. “And here I thought we were amies.”


I tense up, ready for a fight or flight, but then I remember: she’s one of us now. She can’t be pissed, not really. “Looks like you’re caught in the web, Mirage,” I reply, my voice steady.


She chuckles, the sound rich and throaty. “I suppose I might have to suck Mark’s cock now, non?” The joke lands with the precision of a well-aimed dagger, and she follows it up with a sudden, serious tilt of her head towards Mark. “Would you like that, monsieur?”


Mark’s face turns a shade that’d make a ripe tomato jealous, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. I can’t help but laugh, breaking the tension. “I’d bet my last bolt he’d love that, Mirage. And if you need some privacy, I can make myself scarce.”


Mark scoffs, regaining some composure. “Maybe later,” he manages to get out, clearing his throat. “But right now, we’ve got a briefing to get through.”


Mark, still a bit red in the face, turns back to Mystique Mirage. “You’re essential to giving our league credibility,” he tells her, trying to regain his professional demeanor. “You’re the first high-level super we’re inviting to join.”


Mystique finds that more than amusing, and she glances down at her own body as if she’s just realized how it curves and swells in all the right places. “Ah, I see,” she purrs. “You are also recruiting based on looks, n’est-ce pas?”


Mark’s blush deepens, and he stammers for a moment before recovering. “It’s not just about attractiveness. It’s about protecting me and my… new assets.”


With a playful giggle, Mystique Mirage runs her hands provocatively over her ample breasts, which strain against the fabric of her suit. Her powers kick in, and suddenly erotic moans fill the air, accompanied by vivid images of her body in various states of undress. “Like these assets?” she teases, her eyes locked on Mark.


I watch, a frown pulling at my lips. I’m conflicted. On one hand, Mirage seems pretty goddamn eager to please, using her powers to create a sensual display that’s obviously working on Mark. On the other, I’ve got orders to keep this meeting on track, and right now, we’re derailing faster than a bullet train. With a throat-clearing cough from me, Mirage halts her display, and the room returns to normal.


Taking a moment to adjust himself, Mark quickly switches gears back to business. “You’ve met a lot of supers on your league tour. We’re hoping you can introduce us to more—bring them in,” he says with a forced steadiness.


Mystique smiles coyly, her voice dripping with implications. “I’d have no problem bringing in some hot, and of course, powerful supers,” she assures him. “Is that why I am the first to be recruited, monsieur?”


I jump in before Mark can respond, my tone matter-of-fact. “Technically, Clonica’s our first recruit. But I can tell that you’re going to be a great second.”


Mark nods at Mystique Mirage, his voice steady despite the earlier fluster. “Vixen will provide you with the list of supers we’re targeting,” he explains. “But it’s crucial you keep the… nature of your recruitment to yourself.”


Mystique’s lips curl into a mischievous smile, and she leans forward, her breasts pressing against the tight fabric of her suit. “I would never do anything to deprive you of your new toy,” she purrs, her gaze fixed on Mark, obviously referring to herself.


I’m standing there, trying not to let my unease show. The first time I came to Mark, spilling out my newfound loyalty, there was a part of me that was eager to please him in any way he desired. But watching Mystique now, I can’t shake the feeling that her eagerness is cranked up to an eleven. She’s always been a seductress, using her charm like a weapon, but this… this is something else.


As if on cue, Mystique turns to me, her smile as intoxicating as a fine wine. “I will wait with anticipation for your list, ma chérie,” she says. Mark chimes in, “While your loyalty is to me, you’ll be working under Vixen’s command for this operation.”


Mystique’s laugh is light, tinged with seduction. “Quelle chance, Katrina,” she teases, tossing me a wink. “I seem to remember you have a penchant for beautiful women, oui?”


The room seems to grow hotter, and I feel a tightness in my chest that’s got nothing to do with my suit. The thought of ordering Mystique to her knees, to see her between my legs, sends a jolt of electricity down my spine. I shake off the thought; there’s a time and place, and this ain’t it.


As Mark turns to leave, Mystique Mirage’s eyes feast on him with an intensity that’s hard to ignore. He pauses, sensing her gaze, and turns back with a question that hangs heavy in the air. “Would you like to join me in my bedroom?” he asks, his voice a low murmur.


Mystique Mirage responds with an innocence that’s anything but, her eyes twinkling with mischief. “Would you like me to join you in your bedroom?” Her powers activate, and the room is suddenly filled with erotic images: visions of her naked, writhing body; her lips wrapped around a cock; her hands bound as she’s taken from behind. The illusions are vivid, leaving nothing to the imagination, and it’s clear she’s more than willing to indulge him.


Mark’s gaze flickers to me, and I lean back against the wall, a smirk playing on my lips. “Do you want me to join as well?” I ask clearly, shifting my form subtly, enhancing my curves in a futile attempt to compete with Mystique’s allure.


He hesitates for a fraction of a second before his eyes lock with Mystique’s, who bites her lower lip in anticipation. “Vixen, you have work to do,” he says, his voice firm.


I watch them leave, Mystique Mirage’s hand sliding around Mark’s arm, pressing her body against his side. A twinge of something—jealousy, maybe?—tugs at my chest, and I have to admit, there’s a part of me that’s not thrilled about it. But as they disappear from view, there’s a warmth that spreads through me, thinking about Mark getting the relief he craves. I have to thank the damn mind control ray for making me feel good about his satisfaction.


I step back into the living room of the lair, my eyes instantly drawn to the peculiar sight before me. Two identical figures, both Clonica, are hunched over a chessboard, their fingers deftly moving pieces in a silent battle of wits. My eyebrow arches in curiosity; it’s not every day you see someone playing chess against themselves in such a straightforward way.


One of the Asian supers glances up, catching my intrigued gaze. “Each Clonica is her own person once we split,” she explains, her voice laced with her usual raw vulgarity. “It’s fucking handy for shit like this. We play, we learn, and when we merge back together, we remember it all.”


The other clone adds with a sly grin, “It’s also kick-ass for sex, as you might have noticed.”


I chuckle, can’t help but be curious about the mechanics of it all. “So how do you know which one of you is the original? And how long can you Clonicas exist apart before you start going all Sybil on us?”


They both shrug in unison, a mirrored gesture that’s almost comical. “There’s no ‘original’ as far as we can tell,” one says. “We can stay separate indefinitely, but we’d start to differ more over time with different experiences. We don’t usually let it get to that point.”


“Speaking of,” I ask, leaning against the wall with a casual air, “are all Clonicas accounted for?”


The atmosphere shifts, a hint of somberness slipping in as they recount the tale. “Ten years ago, one of us, during some rebellious teen phase, fucked off and never came back. We figure she’s dead since we haven’t heard squat.”


Dead or not, it’s a hell of a thing to consider—the idea of a part of you wandering out there, living a life, dying a death, all separate from the you that’s standing here. It’s the kind of shit that can give you an existential crisis if you think too hard on it.


The unmistakable cacophony of sex spills out from the bedroom adjacent to the living room, where I’ve just been chatting with the Clonicas. Moans, groans, and the rhythmic sound of flesh slapping against flesh make it unmistakably clear what’s happening beyond the thin wall. The noises multiply, echoing around us with such intensity and variety that it’s impossible to believe they’re all coming from just Mark and Mystique Mirage.


The two Clonicas exchange a knowing glance and chuckle. “Seems like the newcomer’s fitting in,” one comments, her eyes sparkling with mischief.


The other doesn’t wait for me to chime in, her voice teasing as she adds, “Sounds like Mark’s fitting inside Mystique Mirage quite nicely.”


I shoot back a jest, but there’s an edge of discomfort in my tone. “Yeah, but she’s maybe a tad too… dedicated for my taste…”


One clone cocks her head, her eyes narrowing slightly. “You reckon she’s fucking with us somehow? Despite getting zapped by the ray and all that shit?”


The second Clonica pipes up, her tone curious. “You think the new ray Doc cooked up might be a bit too… efficient?”


I pause, my ears picking up a sound that cuts through the symphony of sex coming from the bedroom next to us. A scream? No, it can’t be—not with all that pleasure-filled noise. But then I see it, one of the Clonicas cocking an eyebrow, her attention snagged by the same thing. The other Clonica, oblivious, makes her move on the chessboard, then looks up, catching the alarmed expression on her twin’s face and mine.


“What’s up with you two?” she asks, just as the sound comes again, unmistakable this time. It’s Mark, and it’s definitely not a moan of pleasure.


We don’t hesitate, the three of us. I bark into my communicator, “Sienna, get your ass here, now!” and we’re moving, charging towards the bedroom. The door bursts open under our combined force, and we’re hit with a scene that’s straight out of some twisted, erotic fever dream.


The bedroom has transformed into a tropical beach, but not one you’d ever want to vacation on. Every element of the landscape is constructed of writhing sexual organs—palm trees with phallic trunks and leaves that quiver like clits in the breeze, the sand a mosaic of flesh, waves crashing with the wet slap of skin on skin. The air is thick with a chorus of moans so loud, it’s a wonder the entire lair isn’t vibrating.


At the center of this carnal chaos is Mystique Mirage—or rather, an army of her—all on their knees, surrounding a wide-eyed Mark. They’re a desperate sea of Mirages, each one begging, pleading to serve him, to drown him in more pleasure, their voices laced with insatiable need.


“Please, monsieur, let us make you feel good,” they cry, each clone a mirror of desire.


Mark looks like he’s two seconds from being swallowed whole by the illusions, and it’s up to us to snap him back to reality.


Despite the gravity of the situation, I can’t deny the surge of arousal that courses through me, the environment tickling at the edges of my desire. But is it me, or Mirage’s powers worming their way into my mind?


The Clonicas and I stumble through the phantasmagoria, the real furniture of the bedroom colliding with our limbs, sometimes taking on the form of Mirage’s sexual beach, other times invisible beneath the veil of her powers. We finally reach the horde of naked French seductresses crowding around Mark, only to find that each Mirage we lunge for is nothing but a mirage, vanishing at our touch.


“Got the bitch!” one Clonica exclaims, and we converge on her. I reach out, my hand closing on the real Mirage’s flesh, and with a surge of my super strength, I knock her out cold.


Her illusions wail at us in a final, erotic display of near cosmic horror, then fade, leaving us standing in Mark’s actual bedroom. It’s a mess—clothes strewn everywhere, bedsheets twisted. Clonicas stand scattered, gawking at the sudden return to reality. I’m towering over Mystique Mirage’s unconscious body, and there’s Mark, naked and gasping for breath, trying to regain his bearings after the ordeal. It’s over, but the echo of that moaning beach lingers in my ears.


One of the Clonicas, tucked away in a corner, snaps her attention to Mark. “You alright, boss? What the fuck was that all about?” she demands, her tone sharp with concern.


My gaze is locked on the still form of Mystique Mirage. I’m kicking myself internally, my instincts had been screaming that something was off with that French bitch. Should’ve listened, I think, my gut churning with a mix of anger and confusion.


Mark, still catching his breath, pieces his thoughts together. “At first, it was all good, hot even,” he begins, his voice shaky. “But after I came the second time, she… she wouldn’t stop. She kept conjuring up these visions, more intense each time, to get me ready again.” He swallows hard, the fear still evident in his eyes. “I felt like I was losing my fucking mind. It was like she was in there, poking around, making me crave her endlessly. And the more I wanted her, the more she cranked it up, until I couldn’t take it anymore. I just remember screaming as I felt my sanity slipping away.”


Sienna, my fiery redhead assistant, is now standing under the doorway, her eyes wide as she takes in the scene. “Something’s not right,” she says, pointing out the obvious. “Something must’ve gone wrong with the ray.”


Pissed off and on edge, I snap, “Where the hell is Dr. Mind?” My voice echoes in the now silent room, the urgency clear. Something’s fucked up, and we need answers, fast.
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When a ray accidentally turns shapeshifting superhero Volt Vixen into a loyal plaything for a random nerd, he seizes the power to build a harem of superwomen.

    
    





Chapter 1 : Unintended Target


I’m in the thick of it, the lab’s air crackling with the tension of the standoff. Dr. Mind, that mad fucker with his delusions of grandeur, is aiming his latest mind-control ray at me, but I’ve danced this dance before. Each time the ray zaps towards me, I’m already elsewhere, my body pulsing with each surge of electricity I command to aid my movements. The hostages are cowering behind whatever cover they can find, but my focus is on taking this bastard down.


I’ve always had a knack for reading my opponent’s next move, and Dr. Mind’s no exception. He’s predictable, arrogant. I dodge another ray, closing in on him, my muscles coiled tight. As I launch forward, my fist connects with his jaw in a satisfying crunch. He stumbles back, but as I move to deliver the final blow, a sharp sting hits me. It’s like a sonic boom in my mind, disorienting, dizzying, but I push through it, using the momentum to send him sprawling to the ground with a heavy thud.


Shaking off the confusion, my eyes scan the room, and that’s when I see him—just a nerdy guy, nothing remarkable, but our eyes lock and something inside me shifts. I can’t explain it, but I know I belong to him. It’s as if I’ve been claimed, and every fiber of my being accepts it without question. I’m still Volt Vixen, strong and defiant, but now there’s this undeniable truth settling in my chest. A smirk plays on my lips, a mix of bemusement and acceptance, as I stand tall amidst the chaos, a new kind of electricity coursing through me.


With Dr. Mind knocked out cold on the ground, I make a quick call to the cavalry. “Clean up on aisle five,” I mutter into the comm, knowing they’ll be here to mop up the mess. I can still feel the effects of whatever the hell hit me, but I keep it together, focusing on the task at hand.


Stealing glances at the nerd, I take in his features: a mop of untidy brown hair, glasses that have seen better days, and a sweater vest that screams ‘I spend my Friday nights with a chessboard.’ Not my type, not by a long mile—hell, the ladies are more my speed. But there’s this gnawing sense of belonging to him that’s hard to shake off. It’s like a fucking leash around my neck, invisible but palpable.


Once I’ve made sure Dr. Mind’s tech is neutralized, I stride over to the hostages. “All clear, folks. The boys in blue will be here to take statements and all that jazz.” My voice is steady, betraying none of the inner turmoil. I’m all professional on the outside, but inside, there’s a storm brewing.


Approaching the nerd, I keep my tone casual. “Hey, you holding up okay?” I ask, my voice tinged with that usual rasp of mine.


He’s all jittery, eyes wide behind those thick lenses. “Y-yeah, thanks to you. I’m Mark,” he stutters out, still shaken from the ordeal.


“Vixen,” I reply with a nod, keeping it short. “Stay safe, Mark. And, uh, nice job not getting your mind zapped.”


He gives me a small, grateful smile, and I can’t help but feel a tug in my chest. Shit, am I actually feeling protective over this guy?


With sirens wailing in the distance, I slip away, my mind a whirlwind of confusion. I’ve got to get back to my lair and figure out what the fuck just happened to me. But deep down, I know I’ll be seeing Mark again—that much is clear as day.
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Chapter 13 : Feedback Loop


There we are, standing around the medical bed where Mystique Mirage lays strapped down, knocked out cold but looking like some twisted version of Sleeping Beauty. Dr. Mind is hovering over her, all those gadgets and gizmos I have collected over the years humming and flashing as they scan her brain. I can tell he has brought some of his own tech too, since he’s been on Mark’s team.


“It’s quite fascinating,” Dr. Mind mutters, more to himself than to anyone else, his eyes locked on the readouts.


Mark, who’s still looking a little pale and shaky, snaps, “Fascinating isn’t the word I’d use for almost getting my mind fucked out of my skull.”


The old villain, true to his gentleman villain shtick, offers a smooth apology. “I beg your pardon. It appears we’re dealing with a feedback loop.”


Clonica, who never had a filter to begin with, demands, “How about you skip the cryptic shit and spell it out for us?”


While I keep my eyes on Mirage’s still form, Dr. Mind explains. “Mystique Mirage possesses a latent form of passive mind control. It’s not something she can wield at will, but to create her illusions, she must tap into the minds around her. It’s a two-way street; she perceives minds to project into them.”


Mark’s frustration is palpable. “We had a rule about not fucking with mind readers.”


Dr. Mind continues, unphased by the interruption. “Her desire to please you was sexual in nature, and as she aroused you, she received that arousal back, reinforcing her actions. The ray has conditioned her to seek your pleasure, creating a loop. The more she satisfied you, the more she felt compelled to continue, escalating until… well, forever.”


I stand there, staring at the unconscious super, the pieces clicking together in my head. “So, her power to please got all tangled up in her head thanks to the ray, and she went haywire trying to make Mark happy,” I summarize, my tone laced with a mix of wonder and wariness.


Dr. Mind nods, confirming the twisted diagnosis. “Indeed, that’s what seems to have happened,” he says, adjusting his spectacles with the back of his gloved hand. Clonica, true to form, swears a streak that’d make a sailor blush, and I can’t help but frown at the entire mess.


Mark pushes his own nerdy glasses up the bridge of his nose. “So, how do we fix this?” he asks, the frustration clear in his voice.


I lean in, studying the sleeping form of Mystique Mirage. “Just how fucked up is she now?” I ask, my voice tight with concern.


Dr. Mind points to a monitor that might as well be displaying alien hieroglyphs for all the sense it makes to the rest of us. “It appears she’s… fried her brain, in layman’s terms. Or rather, her neural pathways have been rewired to seek that endless pleasure in Mark to the point of no return.”


Sienna, who’s been silent up until now, pipes up with a question. “What happens if we wake her up?”


Dr. Mind doesn’t miss a beat. “She’d likely continue to seek out sexual gratification for Mark until one or both of their brains couldn’t take it anymore.”


Clonica tries to lighten the mood with a crude joke about which brain would turn to mush first, but Mark’s stern look wipes the smirk right off her face. “Sorry, boss,” she says, suddenly serious. “Just trying to cut the tension, you know?”


I shake my head, looking down at Mystique. “Great, we’ve created a sexy French succubus.” I remember her schedule. “Shit, she’s supposed to be making the rounds to other leagues tomorrow.”


Mark catches my eye and smirks. “No need for a tour if she announces she’s joined our league.”


Confused, I start to ask how the hell she’s supposed to do that in her current state, but then it hits me. He’s looking at me with that grin, and I realize what he expects. I’m the shapeshifter here.


“Guess it’s time for me to put on a show,” I say, my voice a mix of resignation and a hint of excitement. “Volt Vixen, the master of masquerade, at your service.”


Mark chuckles but then turns towards Dr. Mind with a frown. “Doc, I don’t care how you do it, but you better fix Mystique asap!”
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Chapter 8 : Double the Trouble


Perched in the shadows, I meld my form into the darkness, my body slimmed and stretched to minimize my presence. The room below, vast and dimly lit, is the perfect stage for our trap. Sienna, acting the part of the dutiful assistant, is already downstairs, her voice carrying up to me as she invites Clonica in.


“Come in and wait here, I’ll be right back,” Sienna says, a hint of urgency in her voice to sell the ruse.


From my vantage point, I watch Clonica enter, her youthful Asian features partially concealed by a light mask that does little to hide her cuteness. She’s thin, but there are curves where they count, accentuated by her tight superhero costume—a splash of vibrant colors against her petite frame.


Mark, trying to play it cool, greets her with a nervous, “Hi there.”


Clonica’s eyes narrow, her gaze darting around the room. “Who the hell are you?” she asks, her voice sharpened with suspicion. She takes a step back, and I can tell she’s putting the pieces together, her instincts screaming trap.


Before she can react, I take aim and fire. The ray hits her square in the back, and she groans, spinning with a fighter’s grace, ready to lash out. But then her eyes meet Mark’s, and I see the fight leave her body, her shoulders slumping even as she breathes out a defeated “fuck…”


Riding high on the thrill of another successful strike, I start to climb down to meet my new partner in crime. Suddenly, my body is slammed against the hard metal of the catwalk, the ray clattering away from my grasp. Dazed, I look up into the furious eyes of another Clonica, this one having snuck up behind me unnoticed.


“Didn’t expect me, did you?” she spits, her voice thick with anger. And just like that, our plan’s gone to shit.


Pinned beneath Clonica’s grip, my mind raced for a solution. I tried to shift my form — to slip away or overpower her — but she anticipated my every move. Then, in a split second, the single Clonica before me became many, her body duplicating itself with a series of rapid pops that echoed through the room. I was now held down by a sea of identical, determined faces.


But the chaos didn’t end there. The Clonica we zapped downstairs appeared at the bottom of the stairwell, wearing a conflicted frown as she surveyed the scene. “What the hell are you doing?” one of the clones holding me down demanded, her voice sharp with confusion.


The shot Clonica hesitated, then stepped back, her form quivering as if she was fighting an internal battle. Suddenly, she duplicated herself, creating more clones that immediately turned on the original ones. The room erupted into a brawl, Clonica against Clonica, as they grappled with the impossibility of their own disobedience.


I seized the opportunity, wriggling free from the distracted clones. “Mark, get to safety!” I yelled, spotting the ray gun on the floor. I snatched it up, ready to fire into the fray. But I hesitated, a wild idea forming. What if I shot some clones and they looked at themselves instead of Mark? Would they want to obey themselves?


The room’s a fucking mess, bodies of Clonicas strewn about like ragdolls at a toddler’s tea party. It’s a surreal sight, each one a mirror image of the other, some still, others squirming under the weight of their victorious counterparts. I can’t tell which side’s come out on top until one of the Clonicas yells out, her voice slicing through the chaos, “Someone bring that boy and the fucking ray gun over here!”


That’s my cue; the Mark-loyal Clonica has won the clone wars. I descend the stairs, stepping over the fallen, and join the clone holding a couple of her sisters. They’re bruised and battered, but the glare in their eyes screams they ain’t done fighting yet.


I can’t help but ask the obvious. “Why don’t you just merge back with them?” I’m curious, despite the shitstorm we’re in.


The Clonica with a grip on her sisters snorts, her usual crass tone laced with annoyance. “Usually I would, but since these bitches haven’t been hit by the ray or ain’t clones of those who have been, I can’t tell if I’d be a mindless drone or a rebel afterward.”


I nod, understanding the dilemma. The clone’s got a point — fuse with an unaffected version, and she’s gambling with her own compliance. Ain’t that a bitch.


Sienna arrives, almost dragging a slightly rattled Mark back into the room. He’s got that ‘I just dodged a bullet’ look plastered all over his face, but he’s unharmed. I grab him by the arm and position him in front of the unconverted Clonicas, their wrists and ankles held tight by their once-sisters-now-masters.


“Alright, eyes on the prize, ladies,” I bark, leveling the ray gun at each of them in turn. The loyal Clonicas make damn sure Mark’s mug is the first thing they see when the ray’s effects kick in. One of them’s a real fighter, clamping her eyes shut, so we have to pry her eyelids open, Clockwork Orange style. It’s a bitch, but once she catches sight of Mark, her body goes slack, another puppet added to the collection.


When the dust settles, there’s a grim sort of silence. The surviving Clonicas survey the carnage, their crude humor breaking through the grim reality. “Well, fuck me sideways,” one of them mutters with a twisted grin, “never thought I’d be offing myself today.”


Another clone, less battle-worn than the rest, saunters over to Mark. She cocks a brow and says with a smirk, “If you were looking for a harem, you just hit the motherfucking jackpot, didn’t you?”


Mark, looking like he’s not sure whether to laugh or bolt, just nods, his eyes wide with a mix of fear and fascination. Yeah, this is one for the history books, alright.


Merging back into one, Clonica looks like a patchwork of all the survivors, her costume torn and cobbled together. She stands there, catching her breath, and runs a hand over the fabric, smoothing down the creases. “Well, shit, that was one fucked-up ordeal,” she mutters, her voice a mix of awe and disgust at the trap she’d walked into.


She turns to Mark, her posture straightening as she gets down to business. “So what now, boss? You wanna fuck me to celebrate your big win, or we doin’ this after dessert?” Her crude words hang in the air, a challenge and an offer all rolled into one.


Mark seems to relax a fraction, a tempted look crossing his face. But before he can answer, Sienna, who’s only answering to my commands, speaks up with a smirk. “Maybe let’s not roll around in the remains of the clone massacre? How ’bout we clean up this goddamn mess first?”


I can’t help but let out a dark chuckle at Sienna’s practicality. The place does look like a twisted crime scene from a superhero slasher flick. Cleaning up is the last thing I want to do, but she’s got a point. We’ve got a shit-ton of work to do before anyone’s getting their rocks off.


Clonica’s gaze is locked onto Mark, waiting for his command with a level of seriousness that nearly mirrors my own. I catch a flicker of something in her eyes, a reflection of my own reality, and I can’t help but wonder if that’s the same look others see in me when I’m waiting on Mark’s words.


And sure enough, when Mark takes in the disaster around us and nods, “Yeah, cleaning up first sounds like a good plan,” Clonica doesn’t hesitate. She sighs, her body tensing as she gears up to duplicate herself again. The effort seems to drain her, and only a handful of clones materialize with visible strain.


“I’m out of fucking juice,” she announces, her voice edged with fatigue. “I won’t be making more clones, so you all might wanna give me a hand.” She throws a glance at Sienna and me, a smirk pulling at her lips despite the exhaustion. “Guess the biggest superhero orgy of all time will have to wait until I’ve recovered from being turned into a nerd’s fuck toy by some of my most trusted friends.”


Her comment hangs in the air, laced with amusement and a hint of bitterness. It’s a messed-up situation, alright, but we’re all in it together now. And as much as the idea of an all-out super-powered fuckfest tickles my fancy, duty calls. We’ve got a lair to clean and a fresh heap of complications to sort through.


We finally get the lair looking like less of a superhero graveyard, and Mark’s looking around, probably wondering if he’s got some kind of cleanup crew superpower he never knew about. “What about the bodies?” he asks, that worried crease back between his brows.


Sienna, ever the one to cut through the bullshit, just pats his shoulder. “Don’t you worry your pretty little head about that.”


The Clonicas circle him like sharks with a smile. They’re throwing out offers left and right, each one cruder and more tempting than the last. Mark goes all shades of red, looking like he might just implode from the indecent proposals.


“Hey, relax,” One Clonica tells him, her voice dripping with that raw, vulgar charm she’s known for. “Whatever you want, we’re here to provide. Ain’t our first rodeo, you know.”


She’s right; Clonica’s reputation as the not-so-saintly superheroine precedes her, and now she’s got a twinkle in her eye that says she’s all in. One clone pipes up, “At least now you’ve got all of us focused on one man.” Another chimes in, “Unless you’re looking to add more to the party?”


Mark just scoffs and shakes his head. “I’m straight,” he says, which gets a shrug and a laugh from the third Clonica. “Your loss, buddy. But hey,” she looks around at her other selves, “does fucking your own clones count as being gay or just an advanced form of masturbation?”


The room erupts in laughter, and I can’t help but join in. It’s fucked up, it’s insane, but it’s our reality now. As the laughter dies down, I lean against the wall, letting my mind wander to the thought of Clonica joining us. The idea sends a jolt of anticipation through me, and I know damn well I’d enjoy every twisted second of it.
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Chapter 7 : Trouble in Paradise


As Mark steps into my lair, a place he’s never been before, I can see the curiosity light up his eyes. I greet him with a kiss, one that’s more for him than for me, but it doesn’t feel wrong. Not anymore. My hands roam over his back, pulling him close because he wants it, and I’m here to please.


Sienna’s standing off to the side, her arms crossed, her face a mask of anger and betrayal. She starts to lay into him, spewing accusations about manipulation and abuse. But with a sharp “Shut up, Sienna,” her rant cuts off mid-sentence, and she falls silent, head bowed obediently. She’s under the ray’s influence now, compelled to obey me, to want what I want.


I turn to Mark, my gaze apologetic. “This wasn’t the plan. I wanted to make her yours, but it didn’t work out that way.”


He mulls over the situation, running a hand through his hair. “So, she’s still going to do what you want, even knowing that you’re doing what I want?”


“Exactly,” I confirm, and I can see him relax a little at that.


His eyes slide over to Sienna, who’s watching us with a mix of disgust and resignation. As Mark approaches, she tenses, her frown deepening. He pauses before her and says, “Get naked.”


Sienna’s refusal is immediate, her voice laced with anger. But I’m here to give Mark what he wants, and if it’s Sienna’s compliance he desires, then that’s what he’ll get. “Sienna, do as he says,” I command, my voice firm.


Her face is a storm of fury, but she can’t resist the order. She strips, her movements sharp and reluctant. Her clothes fall to the floor, revealing the pale skin and fiery curls that cascade down her back. Her breasts are full, her nipples hard with either anger or arousal, maybe both. Her curves are more pronounced in the light, her hips leading down to long legs and a neatly trimmed pubic mound. She stands there, exposed and fuming, yet there’s a glimmer of something else in her eyes—a hint of the obedience that’s been forced upon her.


Mark’s gaze lingers on Sienna’s naked form, and I can tell he’s more than just admiring her. He turns back to me, a question in his eye. “Maybe you should explain to her what you want now.”


I understand what he’s getting at and can’t help but smirk, already a step ahead. I walk over to Sienna, taking my time to appreciate the curves and valleys of her body. I’m not into Mark, but Sienna? She’s always been able to stir something fierce within me. And I can’t help but hope Mark’s into the idea of a threesome.


“Sienna,” I start, my tone gentle but firm, “I want to serve Mark, to be whatever he wants, and to protect him from any threat. And maybe, if he’s into it, for you to join in on the fun.”


Sienna’s eyes, a mix of anger and confusion, search my face, but as my words sink in, I watch her body relax. “If you want to please and serve Mark, then I want to help you do it,” she says, her voice softening.


She lets out a resigned sigh, a glint of her old humor flickering to life. “Well, if Mark’s game, I sure wouldn’t mind joining in. I am bi, after all. Might even enjoy it more than you.”


Mark’s arms are folded as he watches Sienna, and I can tell he’s trying to piece together the situation. “Does anyone else know about… this?” he gestures vaguely, his eyes flicking between Sienna and me.


Sienna shifts, her nakedness almost forgotten in the gravity of the moment. She’s less hesitant than before, probably because she knows I want to please Mark, and because I’ve told her to obey him. “I… I may have mentioned to Clonica that Kat could be compromised,” she admits, her voice steadier than I expected. “Wasn’t specific, though. Just that she might have been hit by a mind-control ray. I was supposed to get back to her with more info.”


I feel a twinge of concern at the mention of Clonica. “We should probably make sure Clonica is on our side then,” I warn Mark. “She’s part of a big league of supers, and if word gets out…”


Sienna can’t help herself, a joke slipping out despite everything. “Mark might enjoy fucking Clonica and all her clones, though,” she says, her sarcasm tinged with a hint of seriousness. “Imagine the possibilities…”


I can feel my cheeks heat up with excitement at the thought, and I’m not ashamed to admit it. “I wouldn’t mind being a part of that,” I say, a little breathless.


Sienna looks at me, a slow smile spreading across her face. “Neither would I, honestly.”


Mark rubs his chin, clearly conflicted. “Using the ray on someone else again… I don’t know.” But there’s a gleam in his eyes as he imagines it—Sienna, Clonica, her clones, and me. “But I can’t say the idea doesn’t have its… appeal.”


Sienna nods, her determination cutting through the tension in the air. “I’ll contact Clonica and set up a meeting here,” she says, her voice steadier now, a testament to her resolve. “All you have to do is stay hidden with the ray, hit her as she comes in, and make sure Mark is the first person she sees after that. If we play this right, I don’t expect any problems.”


I give her a sharp nod of approval. I can’t help but let my gaze linger on her body; her curves are even more enticing when she’s standing there, so defiant yet so under my influence. She catches me staring and quirks a brow, a playful smirk on her lips. “Is there something you want from me, Kat?”


Her question hangs in the air, and Mark lets out a low chuckle. “What is it that you want from Sienna?” he asks, his tone laced with amusement.


For a moment, I’m caught off guard, unsure. I’m supposed to want what Mark wants, but he’s giving me the reins. “Well,” I say, my voice thick with a newfound authority, “I wouldn’t mind seeing Sienna on her knees, her head between my legs. Usually, she’s the one calling the shots, but I’d be lying if I said I didn’t want to flip the script.”


Sienna’s eyes glint with a mix of surprise and eagerness. “I’m more than receptive to that idea,” she responds, her voice a sultry purr.


Mark leans back against a console, his interest clearly piqued. “Then by all means, proceed. Just make sure I have a good view.” His words send a thrill through me, and I’m ready to take full advantage of this unexpected turn of events.


I watch Sienna, her bare skin glowing in the dim light of the lair, and I can feel the electricity crackling at my fingertips. She’s always been a force to reckon with, but now, she’s mine to command. As I approach her, I see the hunger in her eyes—the desire to please me, to do whatever I want, much like my own need to serve Mark.


“Get on your knees,” I command, my voice laced with authority. With a quick, obedient nod, Sienna sinks to the floor before me. I can’t help but shift forms, my clothes melting away and my body responding to the pleasure of control and the anticipation of what’s to come. My breasts swell slightly larger, my hips widen, and my thighs become even more toned, a physical manifestation of my arousal.


As Sienna’s mouth finds my wetness, I throw my head back, moaning at the contact. Her tongue is eager and skilled, swirling around my clit with a fervor that sends jolts of pleasure through my body. I glance over at Mark, who’s settled into a chair, his hand wrapped around his hardening cock, and I know I have to put on a show for him.


“Yes, just like that,” I groan, as Sienna’s lips envelop me, sucking gently. I can feel my form flicker and shift with each wave of ecstasy—my hair growing longer and then shortening, my skin taking on a golden sheen before returning to its sun-kissed hue. All the while, I maintain my focus on Mark, watching him stroke himself, a grin spreading across his face.


“Fuck, that’s it, Sienna,” I pant, my hands finding her head, guiding her movements to match the rhythm that I crave. Her submission to my will, her desire to please me—it’s intoxicating, and I can feel the climax building within me, a storm ready to break.


As the waves of ecstasy crash through me, my form flickers uncontrollably, echoing the intensity of my climax. My body shifts like the surface of a pond caught in a storm, my breasts swelling and shrinking, my hips widening then narrowing, my face cycling through expressions of pleasure. I ride out the orgasm, each shift bringing a fresh wave until I finally steady, panting and spent.


Looking up, I catch Mark’s smirk, his hand moving steadily over his cock. “Need any help with that?” I tease, my voice husky from my exertions.


He nods, the corners of his mouth quirking up further. I start to move towards him, but then I pause, glancing back at Sienna. “Actually, Mark, do you want her to take care of you?” My voice is thick with suggestion and newfound power.


His eyes glint with approval, and he confirms, “Yeah, I’d like that.”


Turning to Sienna, I command with a wicked pleasure, “Suck his cock, Sienna.” She doesn’t hesitate, moving towards Mark with a readiness that belies her earlier reluctance. Kneeling before him, she takes his length into her mouth, her eyes locked on mine. She’s not enjoying this as much as she did with me, that much is clear, but the desire to please me overrides everything else.


Mark groans as Sienna works him, her mouth warm and inviting. She’s good at this, her tongue swirling around the head, her lips tight as she takes him deeper. I watch, a thrill running through me at the sight. Mark’s breath hitches, his hips bucking slightly into her mouth, and I know he’s close. With a final, deep suck, he comes, his seed spilling into Sienna’s mouth. She swallows it down, meeting my gaze with a mix of defiance and submission.


Mark leans back, a self-satisfied smirk playing on his lips. “This is going to be a hell of a lot of fun, owning you both,” he says with a chuckle, his eyes roaming over Sienna and me.


Sienna’s quick to correct him, her tone firm yet resigned. “You don’t own me, Kat does.”


I can’t help but let out a laugh at Sienna’s defiance. Stepping behind her, I wrap an arm around her waist and pull her back against me. “Actually, sweetheart,” I whisper into her ear, “Mark owns you. Because what’s mine is his.”


Sienna lets out a long sigh, her body relaxing against mine as she accepts the new reality. “Fine,” she mutters, and I can feel Mark’s eyes on us, taking in the sight with glee.
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Chapter 6 : Turning the Tables


Stealthily, I make my way back to my lair, slipping through the secret entrance with the grace of a shadow. I pause, scanning the darkened space for any sign of Sienna, but it’s clear. She’s not here.


I move to the secure vault where I keep the more dangerous toys, the ones pilfered from defeated villains. There it is, among the other sinister devices, the ray that Dr. Mind had intended to use on me. I pick up the accompanying note, the words a stark reminder of my current predicament. The device is designed to rewire neural pathways, creating unwavering loyalty to the first person the affected individual locks eyes with. The irony isn’t lost on me; I could’ve been Dr. Mind’s puppet, but fate had other plans. Instead, Mark was the beneficiary of my unintended gaze.


A trap. That’s what I need for Sienna. But how? How do I arrange for her to look into Mark’s eyes after she’s been hit with the ray? The logistics are a nightmare, and I’m not one for patience.


As I grasp the ray, preparing to leave and concoct some sort of plan, an unexpected hiss cuts through the silence, and a tranquilizer arrow lodges itself into the wall beside my head. I jump back, electricity crackling around my fists as I prepare for a fight.


I dodge another arrow, my body crackling with energy, a snarl twisting my lips. Sienna’s out for blood, or more accurately, out to put me to sleep. But my mind’s a fortress now, fortified by the will imposed by the ray. I can’t let her undo what’s been done; can’t let her free me from Mark’s hold. I need it. I want it. Does it matter that my desires are artificial? Not anymore.


“Sienna, stand down!” I shout, ducking behind a steel worktable as another tranquilizer arrow whizzes past. “This isn’t you!”


She replies with another shot, her voice echoing through the lair. “I’m saving you from yourself, Kat!”


It’s a dance of sparks and shadows, my electricity against her stealth. But I’ve got an ace up my sleeve. I catch a glimpse of her fiery hair through a gap in the equipment, and I don’t hesitate. I aim the ray, my finger twitching on the trigger, and let loose a burst of light.


Silence falls. A soft curse breaks it. “Shit…”


“Ready to stand down now?” I call out, peering cautiously from my cover.


Her voice comes, tinged with confusion. “Do you… want me to?”


“Yes, Sienna. I want you to surrender,” I reply, my tone firm yet laced with an undercurrent of sympathy.


A pause, then the sound of metal clattering to the ground. Sienna steps into the light, her weapon abandoned, her posture resigned. “Is this how it’s been with Mark? You just… wanting to do whatever he wants?”


I nod, a smirk playing on my lips. “It’s not that bad, really. It’s been… fun.”


She doesn’t look convinced. “You only think that ’cause the ray fucked with your head.”


I meet her gaze, my own eyes steady. “Does it matter? If what I want is because of the ray, does it change the fact that I want it?” I pause, letting the weight of my words sink in.


She frowns, a conflict playing out behind those once fierce, now subdued eyes. A sigh escapes her, and she nods. “I guess it doesn’t…”

    
    
Author Note:


If you wish to support my work or are eager to discover the next chapters before everyone else, feel free to purchase the complete ebook of The Loyalty Ray. Feel free to check my other published stories as well!

    
  
Story: Loyalty Ray
Author: Dominic H. Hugh



← 6 of 18 →

What’s New ·
Titles ·
Authors ·
Categories  ·
Readers’ Picks ·
FAQ ·
The Garden of MC ·
MC Forum
Hosting generously provided by Daphne’s Fantasies

The Erotic Mind-Control Story Archive

What’s New ·
Titles ·
Authors ·
Categories  ·
Readers’ Picks ·
FAQ ·
The Garden of MC ·
MC Forum
Story: Loyalty Ray
Author: Dominic H. Hugh



← 5 of 18 →



    
Title: Loyalty Ray

Author: Dominic H. Hugh






Chapter 5 : Meet Amber


Walking into the family reunion as Amber, I can feel every eye in the room on us. The family’s gathered in Mark’s parents’ living room, a place that screams middle-class with its plaid couches and family photos. Mark’s a total nerd, right down to the glasses and awkward shuffle, and here I am, the redheaded bombshell on his arm, looking like I just stepped out of a fantasy.


His mom is the first to recover, bustling over with wide eyes. “Mark, honey, who is this?” she gushes, her eyes flicking between us.


I slip my arm through Mark’s, leaning into him like I’m the luckiest girl in the world. “I’m Amber,” I say with a smile that feels surprisingly genuine. “Mark’s girlfriend.”


The conversation that follows is surreal. His uncles are cracking jokes, asking Mark what level of sorcery he used to land a girl like me. His cousins are giving me the third degree, like they can’t believe I’m real. And I’m playing my part to perfection, defending Mark with a quick wit and a loving gaze that says he’s my hero, not just some dork with a lucky break.


It’s fucking weird, acting like I’m madly in love with a guy. Me, a lesbian with a preference for the ladies, now owned by this… well, let’s be honest, less-than-handsome dude. But as I stand there, laughing at his dad’s corny jokes and squeezing Mark’s hand, I realize I’m actually enjoying making him look good.


Mark’s sister, a sharp-tongued woman with a skeptical look, leans in close. “So, Amber, what’s a gorgeous thing like you doing with a guy like Mark?”


I don’t miss a beat. “He’s kind, smart, and he treats me like a queen,” I say, pouring every ounce of sincerity I can muster into my voice. “What more could a girl want?”


And just like that, I’ve got them eating out of the palm of my hand. I’m telling stories, laughing, and feeling Mark’s pride swell with every compliment thrown his way. It’s a bizarre twist of fate, but here I am, Volt Vixen, a shapeshifting superhero, playing the role of the perfect girlfriend to a nerd who just happened to become my master. And against all odds, I’m fucking happy to do it.


Glancing out the window, I spot something off in the garden. There’s a figure skulking behind the bushes, not quite hidden from my view. Excusing myself with a quick peck on Mark’s cheek, I slip outside, my heart pounding but not from fear. I know how to handle trouble.


I find Sienna, my fiery assistant, arms crossed and looking like she’s ready to spit nails. “What the hell are you doing here, Kat?” she hisses, her gaze cutting.


I keep my voice low, trying to sound casual. “Just helping out a friend,” I lie through my teeth. “Mark needed a fake girlfriend to get his family off his back. It’s nothing, just for today.”


Sienna’s not buying it, her eyes narrowing. “Bullshit. You’ve been off ever since that run-in with Dr. Mind. I’ve been following you, Kat. This isn’t you.”


I take a step back, my gut twisting. “Sienna, I—”


She steps forward, her anger giving way to concern. “Let me scan you, back at the lair. We need to know if that ray fucked with your head.”


I shake my head, even though a part of me screams that she’s right. “I can’t, Sienna. I have to stay,” I say, and it’s the truth, but not for the reason I’m pretending. “Maybe later…”


We stare each other down, two sides of a coin that’s been tossed in the air. She finally turns away, her voice heavy. “I’m not letting this go, Kat.”


I head back to the reunion, slipping my hand into Mark’s as if nothing had happened. But I lean in close, my voice barely above a whisper, “We might have a situation with my assistant, Sienna. She’s been tailing me and she’s convinced I’m brainwashed or some shit.”


Mark’s eyes meet mine, and there’s a flicker of guilt, or maybe it’s concern. “But… you are,” he points out, his voice just as low.


We’re standing there, surrounded by his family’s buzz of conversation, locked in this heavy silence. I can feel the weight of his words, and it’s like a punch to the gut. ’Cause he’s right. Dr. Mind’s ray did a number on me, and here I am, playing house.


I push past the weirdness, the reality of the situation, and focus on the problem at hand. “Listen, I’ve got the ray stashed at the lair. What if we use it on Sienna? Could solve our little problem.”


He’s clearly uncomfortable with the idea, shifting from foot to foot. “I don’t know, Kat… One mind-controlled superhero is a lot; two might be a bit much.”


“Don’t sweat it,” I reassure him, throwing in a little tease, “Sienna’s no superhero. But she is a hot redhead, just the way you like ’em.”


He cracks a smile, and I know I’ve got him on board, at least with the idea of Sienna. We’re playing a dangerous game here, but fuck it, I’m already deep in this twisted fantasy, might as well see how far the rabbit hole goes.


We wrap up the day with Mark’s family, and I’m still playing the role of the devoted Amber. I give Mark a lingering, tender kiss, making sure to keep up appearances until we’re well out of sight. As soon as we’re alone, and I’m certain no prying eyes are on us, I let the façade drop, shifting back into Volt Vixen. My body hums with energy as I zap the transponder Sienna uses to track me, frying it with a satisfying sizzle.
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Chapter 4 : A Tailored Devotion


Chillin’ on Mark’s couch, I’m dressed down in some casual clothes, a far cry from my usual skin-tight fighting gear. I look… normal, which is weird as hell for me, but it feels oddly right given the circumstances.


“So, this is kinda fucked up, huh?” I say, breaking the ice as I catch Mark giving me another one of his unsure looks. “You owning me and all.”


“Yeah, it’s… it’s a lot,” he admits, rubbing the back of his neck. “I’m still not sure how to wrap my head around it.”


I throw my legs up on the coffee table, leaning back with a casual shrug. “Feels pretty normal to me. Just another day of doing whatever the fuck I need to,” I say with a half-smile. “And hey, if you’re still feeling weird about it, I can suck your dick or offer up my ass to lighten the mood.” I’m only half-joking, watching closely for his reaction.


He laughs, but it’s a bit strained. “Let’s just plan out the day, okay? How you’re gonna act like my girlfriend and all that.”


I arch an eyebrow, a sly grin playing on my lips. “I can be your girlfriend in all the ways that matter, you know,” I tease, letting my body subtly morph to accentuate my curves a touch more, just enough to draw his eyes to the right places.


But he’s not having it, his frustration clear. “Kat, come on…”


Shit, I let myself get carried away. I reel it back, feeling a twinge of guilt. “Sorry, sorry. I didn’t mean to push it. What do you want, huh? Your perfect girlfriend—what’s she look like?”


He blinks at me, surprised by the question. “I… I didn’t expect you to show up as Volt Vixen, if that’s what you’re asking.”


I lean forward, my elbows on my knees. “Then let’s craft that perfect girlfriend for you. What’s she like, Mark? Spill the details. I’m your goddamn genie right now—your wish, my command.” I can see the wheels turning in his head, the power of choice lighting up his eyes. And I can’t help but think, lucky bastard gets to design his dream girl, and I’m the one who’s gonna make it come to life.


Mark’s eyes light up, a kid in a candy store that’s just been given free rein. “You’re seriously gonna let me decide?” he asks, his voice tinged with disbelief.


“Fuck yeah, I am. Shoot,” I reply, already feeling the tingle of my powers at the ready.


He starts with, “I’ve always had a thing for redheads,” and I chuckle, feeling my hair shift in color and texture. I toss my head slightly, letting him take in the fiery shade now crowning my head. “Like this?”


“Yeah, but keep it short,” he instructs, and I feel my hair retracting, shaping itself into a sassy pixie cut.


“Green eyes good for you?” I ask, already feeling the emerald hue bleed into my irises.


He nods, and as I blink, my eyes settle into the new color. “Perfect,” he murmurs, a little breathless.


“Alright, what’s next?” I prod, crossing my arms under my tits and giving him a full view.


He’s hesitant for a second, then admits, “I like them a bit smaller,” and I shrink down a couple of inches, still tall but not towering.


His gaze drops to my chest, and he mumbles something about big tits. I grin and inflate my chest, going overboard till I’m cartoonish. “Too much?”


He gulps, “Yeah, tone it down. Natural, you know?”


I roll my eyes playfully and adjust, feeling the weight settle into a more realistic, yet still generous size. “Wanna give ’em a test run?” I offer, and he can’t resist copping a feel. His hands are warm, a little rough, and he squeezes just right to make me stifle a moan. But when I see his cock starting to tent his pants, I know it’s time to switch gears.


“Face, freckles, anything else?” I ask, shifting my features subtly, adding the cute specks across my nose and cheeks.


He’s staring now, wide-eyed and slack-jawed. “Jesus, Kat… you look incredible.”


A smirk curls my lips. “Voice too. What you want me to sound like?”


He’s amazed, completely caught up in the magic show. We play with pitches and tones until we find one that’s all honey and warmth. “I can’t promise I’ll act as cute as this sounds, but I’ll give it a shot,” I say, the new voice smooth as silk.


“You’re perfect, Kat. Fucking perfect,” he says, and I can tell he means it.


I stand before him, the embodiment of his fantasies, ready to play the part of the perfect girlfriend. And I can’t help but think how fucking lucky he is to have me, Volt Vixen, at his beck and call.


“I could make this my default look when we’re out and about,” I suggest to Mark, glancing down at my newly adjusted assets with a smirk. “Might even keep it for our private time, if you want the full girlfriend package.”


His grin tells me he’s more than just okay with that idea. He slides up behind me, hands finding my hips before wandering up to cup my now-perfect tits. I know, in any other situation, I’d have electrocuted him for less, but the way I’m wired now, all I can think about is how much I want to give him whatever he wants.


As his fingers dig into my flesh, I can’t help but push back against him, my body responding to his touch. But just as I start to get into it, he pushes me away, reminding me there’s work to do.


“So, what’s my backstory?” I ask, turning to face him with my hands planted on my hips. “Gotta be something I can remember easily, since we’re on the clock here.”


He hesitates, his cheeks flushing with a shy shade of red. “Doesn’t really matter,” he mumbles. “I just… want to show you off, honestly.”


I laugh, the sound richer and warmer with my new voice. “Well, I’m all for giving you whatever you want,” I say, and then lean in closer, dropping my voice to a sultry whisper, “I won’t take it the wrong way if you use me as your glorified fuck doll in public.”


We both know I need a new name for this gig, something that’ll fit the hot, cute redhead I’ve become. “So, what’s it gonna be? What do you name your new human pet?” I tease, nudging him with my elbow.


He thinks for a moment, his eyes scanning over me like I’m a piece of art he’s just created. “Let’s call you… Amber,” he finally says, a satisfied nod accompanying the decision.


“Amber, it is,” I affirm, the name feeling as natural as the freckles on my cheeks. “Just remember, I’m all yours, Mark. Whatever you want, Amber’s game.”

    
    
Author Note:
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Chapter 3 : The Choice of Chains


As I make my way through the quiet streets, the distant sound of gunshots pierces the night. A surge of adrenaline kicks in, the hero instinct that’s been a part of me for as long as I can remember. But this time, I hesitate. I’m caught in an internal tug-of-war, battling between the duty that’s defined me and the new, bizarre urge to serve Mark’s whims above all else.


He doesn’t even know he owns me yet. Would he want me to intervene, to play the hero? Or does he have other plans for me? My usual resolve falters; I can’t assume anything. The priority is to introduce myself to him, to find out what he desires, be it my body or my obedience. And if he wants me to let the city burn, I’d watch it light up the sky without so much as a flinch.


I arrive at his place, a modest two-story house that’s seen better days. The paint’s peeling, and there’s a light on in the upstairs window. Taking a deep breath, I approach and knock on the door. It swings open, and there he is, Mark, in his pajamas, looking every bit the dork I saved earlier.


He blinks at me, obviously confused. “Can I help you?” he asks, his voice unsteady.


I take a deep breath, steeling myself. “I’m gonna make this simple for you, Mark. I’m Volt Vixen,” I say, my voice low and steady. “And because of that messed-up ray when I was saving your ass, I’m yours now. Whatever you want, I’ll do it. No questions asked. Lucky you, huh?”


Stepping into his dimly lit living room, I can’t help but feel a little out of place. Mark’s still gaping at me, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. I’ve got to give him something to work with, some proof that I am who I say I am. It’s now or never.


I glance around quickly, ensuring we’re alone and away from prying eyes. Then, in a spark of electricity, I let my body shift back into the form he’d recognize from the news or the net—the infamous Volt Vixen. My costume clings to me, the cobalt blue and electric yellow of my suit vivid against the dullness of his living room. My goggles now sit atop my head, and my spiked black hair frames my face.


“See? It’s really me,” I say, my voice firm but patient.


Mark takes a step back, his eyes wide behind those glasses of his. “I-I don’t… Are you interrogating me? Is this a test?” He stammers, his confusion palpable.


I let out a sigh, trying to keep my impatience in check. “No, Mark. No tests, no interrogation. Just a very strange twist of fate. That ray screwed with my head, and now it seems I’ve got this compulsion to… well, to be yours.”


He blinks, processing the information. “Mine? As in… you’ll do whatever I say?”


“Yeah, that’s about the size of it,” I reply, feeling a strange sense of calm admitting it out loud. “So what’s it gonna be, Mark? What do you want from me?”


Mark’s gaze trails over me unabashedly, taking in the contours of my body showcased by my skin-tight suit. I can’t help but wonder if he’s itching for me to take the lead, to press my curves against him and show him the kind of pleasure only a super can provide. Yet, I hold back, waiting for him to voice his desires.


After a moment that feels like an eternity, he clears his throat, his cheeks tinged with red. “I can’t just… take advantage of you,” he mumbles, his eyes briefly meeting mine before darting away. “If that ray messed with your mind when you saved me, it’d be wrong not to try and help you now.” His voice is earnest, almost pleading. “Do you know of any way to get your mind back to normal?”


A wave of relief washes over me, and I can’t help but crack a smile. It’s comforting to know that his intentions align with what the old me would’ve wanted. “You’re a decent guy, Mark,” I joke, trying to lighten the mood. “Most wouldn’t have hesitated to take the offer.”


He nods, a chuckle escaping him, but his eyes linger on my chest a moment too long. I frown slightly, wondering if deep down, that’s what he really craves, or if he’s just compelled to do ‘the right thing.’


Hesitating, I say, “You know, you don’t have to play the hero here, Mark. If you don’t want to…”


He swallows hard, his gaze flickering with uncertainty. That’s all the confirmation I need. I step closer, letting my powers subtly enhance my bust and hips, making them even more voluptuous. “So, Mark,” I purr, my voice dropping an octave, “what do you really, really want right now? Because whatever it is, that’s exactly what I’m here to give you.”


I can’t help but laugh at his hesitation, the way he’s practically devouring me with his eyes while trying to play the knight in shining armor. “Mark, let’s get one thing straight,” I start, my tone laced with the raw frankness I’m known for. “What I want is what you want. If you want to play the nice guy and help me get back to my old self, then that’s what we’ll do. And sure, my old self will be damn grateful. But if you want to explore this body, to enjoy it… well, that’s a job for my new self.”


I lean in closer, my green eyes locking with his. “You’ve got a choice here, and it’s not one to take lightly. Get me back to normal, and it’s back to your everyday life. But if you take me, keep me as yours, I’ll be just that—yours. No questions asked.”


He’s visibly conflicted, the right and wrong waging war in his head. I place my hand on his chest, feeling the rapid beat of his heart. “Remember, I’m not here to judge you,” I assure him, my voice a purr of temptation. “No one else knows what’s going on here. It’s your choice, and there won’t be any negative repercussions. If you help me, I’ll be grateful and out of your hair. If you don’t…” I trail off, letting the implication hang in the air.


I watch the struggle in his eyes, the way his gaze flicks down to my now even more pronounced cleavage. I’ve made my point clear—it’s entirely up to him. Whatever he decides, I’m at peace with it. Because right now, I’m not just Volt Vixen; I’m his to command.


There’s a heaviness in the air as Mark collapses onto his ratty old couch, his eyes still locked on me. He rubs the back of his neck, looking for all the world like he’s trying to solve the most complicated puzzle of his life.


“If—if—I decided to keep you,” he stresses the word, “we don’t even know if this thing is permanent. I don’t want to be on the receiving end of a super-powered ass-kicking if you suddenly snap out of it.”


He’s got a point. I cross my arms and lean against the doorframe, mulling it over. “You’re right. It’s a risk. Dr. Mind’s rays are notorious for being… sticky. They tend to leave a lasting impression unless they’re properly reversed. But to be sure, I could track down the exact ray that hit me, get my hands on it. Hell,” I pause, the idea solidifying in my mind, “if you want, I could even bring it back here. You could use it on me some more… or on someone else if that’s your thing.”


I can practically see the wheels turning in his head, the concept both terrifying and tantalizing him. His gaze flits between my eyes and the full swell of my breasts, the internal struggle playing out across his face.


It’s clear as day—he wants me. But the fear of the unknown, of the consequences, it’s got him by the balls. When he finally admits it, voice barely above a whisper, “I… I want you, but I’m scared,” I can’t help but step forward, closing the space between us.


“Mark, you can keep me. I’m here, telling you to take what you want. And sure, maybe I’ve been brainwashed to want it, but the fact is, I want what you want. If you want me, I want you to have me. Simple as fuck!”


Mark’s chuckle cuts through the tension like a knife through butter, his gaze still roaming over the curves of my body. “So, what now?” he asks, a twinkle of mischief in his eyes. It’s obvious he’s savoring the thought of all the things he could do with me.


I can’t help but smirk, leaning back against the wall with a playful glint in my eye. “Well, you’ve got options, Mark. You could have me as your cute girlfriend, though ‘cute’ ain’t exactly my style, but I can fucking learn. Or I could be your personal fuck toy—yeah, I’m a lesbian, but for you, I’ll make an exception. Hell, I could be both, or neither. Want me to dress up as a French maid and lick the floor—or your cock—clean? It’s all on the table, whatever you want.”


He stares at me for a long, silent moment, his decision hanging in the air. Then, with a voice that’s more command than question, he finally says, “Get naked. Blow me.”


I ain’t turned on, and to be honest, the guy doesn’t do a thing for me, but this is what he wants, so it’s what I’m going to give him. With a thought, my clothes ripple and disappear, my body now bare before him. I reach for his pants, fumbling a bit as I pull his cock out. It’s not a task I’m used to, but his growing arousal makes things easier.


Bending down, I wrap my lips around him, taking him into my mouth. My movements are clumsy, inexperienced, but I’m driven by the desire to please him. I use my tongue awkwardly, trying to remember how those porn scenes go, all the while feeling his hands thread through my spiked hair, urging me on.


I work diligently on his shaft, using my mouth and tongue to coax him closer to the edge. It doesn’t take long before he’s there, his body tensing and a low groan escaping his lips as he blows his load. His cum splatters across my tits, warm and sticky against my skin. As he pants, trying to catch his breath, I feel nothing but satisfaction. It’s like the end of a mission well done—another task checked off the list.


I sit back on my heels, looking up at him as he slumps further into the couch, spent and still in a bit of shock from the experience. I can’t help but smirk. “Not too bad for a first-timer, huh?” I quip, my voice dripping with the same confidence I’d use when I’ve just kicked some villain’s ass. My body feels a strange kind of triumph, a sense of accomplishment in fulfilling his desire. I’m Volt Vixen, hero of the night, but in this moment, I’m whatever the hell he wants me to be—and I’m damn good at it.


Mark lets out a laugh, a sound that seems to ease the remaining tension in the room. “Never thought something like this would ever happen to me,” he says, shaking his head in disbelief, though his hungry eyes never stray far from the sight of my cum-splattered tits.


I grin back at him, wiping a stray streak of cum from my skin. “Neither did I, but I gotta say, I hope you’re enjoying the perks of your new… acquisition,” I quip, my voice dripping with that dark humor of mine.


We hold each other’s gaze, the weight of our bizarre situation settling around us like a thick fog. It’s a strange kind of understanding, a silent agreement that we’re both just trying to navigate this fucked-up turn of events.


Then, the sharp beep of my communicator cuts through the silence. I don’t move, just let it ring out. I explain to Mark, “That’s my call to go play hero. Save the day, all that shit.” But I don’t budge, waiting for his command, showing him the ball’s in his court now.


He nods, a serious look crossing his face. “Go,” he says firmly. “If we’re gonna do… whatever this is, we can’t raise suspicions. Keep doing your superhero thing.”


As I’m about to leave, he throws me a curveball. “Were you serious about that girlfriend experience you mentioned?” he asks, a curious tilt to his voice.


I chuckle, “Hell yeah, I was serious. Why?”


He fidgets with his glasses, then admits, “Got a family gathering this weekend. Showing up with a hot girl like you would blow their damn minds.”


I laugh, loud and genuine. “I’d be glad to blow their minds—and anything else that needs blowing,” I say with a wink. I jot down my private number, slide it across the table to him. “Remember, I’m yours. Whatever, whenever.” With one last smirk, I turn on my heel and head out to save the day, leaving behind a man with the power to call on Volt Vixen for whatever his heart—or other parts—desires.
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Chapter 9 : The Ultimate Reward


The air in my bedroom is thick with lust, charged with the kind of raw, sexual electricity that could power a city. Mark’s sprawled out on the bed, his naked body a canvas for our debauchery. One of Clonica’s clones is straddling his face, her hips grinding against his mouth, while another is on her knees between his legs, her head bobbing eagerly as she sucks his cock. The sounds of wet, sloppy pleasure fill the room, mingled with Mark’s muffled moans.


On the side of the bed, two more clones of Clonica are wrapped around each other, their naked bodies pressed tight in a heated make-out session. Their hands roam freely, exploring each other with an intensity that’s fucking captivating.


And me? I’m right by Mark’s side, my own enlarged tits—thanks to a little shapeshifting—pressed against his arm, brushing against his skin with every breath I take. Sienna, that diligent little minx, is nestled between my thighs, her tongue working me over with a fervor that’s got me biting my lip to keep from screaming.


Pleasure rips through me as Sienna’s relentless tongue brings me to climax. I’m panting, my body still quivering with the aftershocks when I hear Mark’s breath hitch. It’s the cue we’d all been waiting for. The Clonicas immediately swarm to him, their circle tight around his throbbing cock. They take turns, their tongues flicking over the head, their hands a blur of movement as they stroke him, each one eager to coax out his release.


Sienna glances at me, a hint of reluctance in her eyes. I lock eyes with her, my gaze stern. “Do as you’re told,” I remind her firmly. She’s not under Mark’s spell, but she answers to me, and I intend to make damn sure she follows through on what he, what we, want. She nods, understanding her place, and joins the circle.


As the six of us—Sienna, the Clonicas, and I—focus on the task at hand, Mark finally tips over the edge. His cum jets out, thick ropes that we play up for all it’s worth. We make a show of it, our laughter and moans mixing as we share and savor his release, ensuring it’s a spectacle hot enough to sear into anyone’s memory.


Merging back into one, Clonica stands there, glistening with sweat, the very image of debauched satisfaction. She lets out a throaty chuckle and throws us a look that’s pure sin. “Fuck, I’ve still got a whole list of dirty positions we haven’t tried yet,” she says, her voice thick with promise.


As Sienna gets off the bed, there’s a flash of annoyance flickering across her face, but it’s quickly masked by compliance. She’s here for me, after all, and whatever I want, she’s going to deliver. Clonica, catching that same look, grins and asks her, “Heading for a shower?” Without waiting for an answer, she adds, “Come on then, I don’t usually do girls but I’m in the mood to see how well you can wash my back.” Sienna’s eyes light up with a mix of relief and anticipation at the prospect of finally getting her own release.


Left in the room with Mark, I watch him, still catching his breath on the bed. I let out a low, satisfied smirk. “So, are you happy with how things turned out?” I ask him, my voice a purr of dark amusement.


He nods, a lazy smile spreading across his face. “Yeah, I am,” he replies, then his eyes meet mine, a new depth to his gaze. “But what about you, Kat? Are you?”


I open my mouth to give him the usual line about my desires being nothing but a reflection of his. But I stop, the words catching in my throat as I actually consider his question. It’s a surprise to even myself when I admit, “You know what? The last few days have been more fun than I’ve had in years. If the ray’s effects were to wear off…” I trail off, my mind racing with the implications. “I… I might actually miss this. Hell, I might even ask to be zapped again.” I shake my head, a wry grin tugging at my lips. “Although, I’m not in any position to know for sure. Life’s a fuckin’ rollercoaster, isn’t it?”


Mark’s laugh is genuine and it eases the tension in the room. “I’m terrified of actual rollercoasters,” he admits, “but this one? I’m all in.”


I can’t help but tease him, “Yeah, you must be, landing a harem of supers like us. You’re one lucky nerd.”


He scoffs, tossing a pillow my way, “Hey, no shame in my game. Being a nerd is my superpower.”


I wince, realizing my jab might have stung deeper than intended. I’m about to make amends when his question catches me off guard. “You ever get into any of this nerd stuff? Battlestar Galactica?”


I grin, playing along. “I’d love to check it out.”


But he’s not buying it, his frown deepening. “Because I want you to, or because you’d actually enjoy it?”


I pause, the answer not as clear-cut as I thought. The silence stretches until he groans, rising from the bed, leaving me alone with my thoughts. Naked and conflicted, I stand and rush after him, shifting into that ‘perfect girlfriend’ look we’d decided on earlier—short red hair, green eyes, and freckles.


“Mark,” I call out, my voice now dripping with that sweet, honey-like quality. “Whether it’s the ray speaking or not, making you happy makes me happy. So why worry about the why?” I give him a playful wink, letting him know that, for now, his desires are my desires.


I watch Mark’s shoulders slump as he tries to express the whirlwind of emotions he’s grappling with. “I mean, I’ve had the most incredible sex with the most powerful and beautiful women in town,” he confesses, his voice a mix of wonder and concern. “But at the end of the day, you’re all here because of that damn ray. You don’t love me by choice.”


I chew on my lip, considering his words before replying. “You know, I think I might actually love you anyway, even without the ray’s effect.” It’s a bold statement, and I’m not entirely sure where it comes from.


Mark scoffs, his skepticism written all over his face. “Come on, Kat. Without the ray, you wouldn’t have given me a second glance. And let’s not forget, you’re into women. At best, we’d be friends—platonic friends.”


We’re in the thick of our disagreement when Sienna and Clonica step out from the bathroom, their smiles wide, especially Sienna’s, who seems to radiate post-orgasmic bliss. They pause, sensing the tension in the room. Mark’s gaze flickers toward them before he shakes his head, “I need some time alone,” he mutters and starts to leave.


Sienna, ever the outspoken one, can’t help but comment. “Always so dramatic, isn’t he?”


Before she can finish, Clonica and I simultaneously give her a silencing glare. “Not another word,” I warn her, my loyalty to Mark, ray-induced or not, kicking in. “He’s had a lot to process, and we should respect that.” Sienna’s mouth snaps shut, and she nods, understanding the unspoken rule between us—Mark’s well-being comes first.


Clonica, with her usual lack of filter, chimes in, her voice dripping with crude humor. “Our situation might seem more fucked up than Mark’s, but at least our brains are wired to accept it without all that moral hand-wringing. All we gotta worry about is keeping his dick happy,” she says with a snort. “Meanwhile, Mark’s gotta deal with the fact he’s got three hot pieces of ass at his beck and call.”


Sienna pipes up, a playful smirk on her lips, “Well, technically, he’s only the owner of two. I belong to our dear Vixen here, not Mark.” She points at me, her eyes glinting with mischief.


I can’t help but laugh, a mix of frustration and amusement bubbling up inside me. “He’s the owner of two and a half, I’d say. Since I’m under his spell, and you’re under mine, Sienna. That makes you at least partially his,” I explain, the absurdity of the situation not lost on me.


Sienna’s sigh is heavy with resignation as she nods, her ever-present desire to please me overriding any reluctance. “Is there anything you want me to do right now? Something that’s not coming from Mark?” she asks, her gaze searching mine for an answer.


I can’t help but feel a spark of irritation at her attitude when it comes to Mark. But then, an idea strikes me—a way to assert my control and maybe get a little sweetness back into the situation. “Yeah, actually,” I say with a smirk. “There’s this shop down on Fifth, ‘Sugar Rush Confections’. Go fetch me some of their sea salt caramel truffles, will you? Like a good assistant.” I watch as her demeanor shifts, the task not dictated by Mark making it all the more appealing to her.


With a nod and a much brighter smile, Sienna heads off to get dressed and complete the errand. I turn to Clonica, whose smirk mirrors my own. “How are you holding up?” I ask her, genuinely curious about her state of mind.


Clonica’s response is as blunt as ever. “Same as you, Kat. Fucked up situation, but hey, at least we’re getting off.” We both chuckle at that.


Clonica’s communicator buzzes again, and she hesitates, giving me a look that screams she’s out of her depth. My eyebrow arches in surprise as she admits it’s the second time it’s rung today, and she’s unsure if she should answer it.


“Jesus, Eun, the last thing we need is to rouse suspicion. Answer it,” I say, a hint of panic edging my voice. “You have to act as you normally would, or it’ll look off.”


Clonica snorts, her tone laced with her typical vulgarity. “Well, it’s not every day I play fuck-doll to some random dude,” she retorts. But I’m not in the mood for her jokes.


“Cut the crap. This is serious,” I snap back. When she sees the gravity in my eyes, she pauses, mulling it over.


“Should I… go ask Mark what to do?” she muses aloud, but I’m already shaking my head.


“No, just go,” I insist, remembering the conversation I had with Mark. “He said to keep things normal.”


Without another word, Clonica splits into two. One clone stands there, still wrapped in a towel, while the other is suddenly stark naked. My cheeks flush despite myself, and I can’t help but steal a glance at her toned, bare figure.


The naked clone winks at me, a devilish grin on her face. “I’ll stick around for Mark,” she says, her voice dripping with innuendo. “Lucky for us, I can be in two places at once.”


With that, the towel-wrapped clone heads off to get dressed and play the hero, leaving me with her naked counterpart.


Mark keeps to himself all day, holed up in my bedroom—I guess it’s his now. I respect his need for space, even if the silence from that part of the lair feels heavy, like a storm cloud hanging overhead.


Sienna and I fall back into the rhythm of our day-to-day work, monitoring the criminal underworld, liaising with the authorities, and keeping the streets clean from scum. She’s focused, typing away at her computer, while I scan through the latest reports, the glow of my goggles casting a blue tint on the papers.


The Clonica who stayed behind shifts restlessly between assisting us and lounging around the lair. I catch glimpses of her sprawled on the couch, flipping through channels, or raiding the fridge, a look of boredom etched on her face. She’s like a caged tiger, all that power and nowhere to burn it off.


“Anything on the radar?” Sienna asks, breaking the quiet that’s settled between us.


I shake my head, “Nah, it’s been quiet. Too quiet.”


She nods, her fingers pausing on the keyboard. “The calm before the storm?” There’s a hint of excitement in her voice, the thrill of the unknown.


“Always is,” I reply, my eyes never leaving the screens. “Always is.”
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Chapter 10 : Mastering the Mastermind


As dusk turns to darkness, the lair falls into a stillness, broken only by the occasional sound of someone knocking on what’s now Mark’s bedroom door, followed by his gruff demand for privacy. With no news from him, we all eventually retreat to our respective rooms for the night. I find myself in one of the guest rooms, feeling an odd dislocation in my own lair, but if Mark wants solitude, I’m damn well going to give it to him.


Brushing my teeth, I’m suddenly on high alert as I hear a sound from the bedroom. Toothbrush in hand, I morph into a more combat-ready form, ready to pounce at a moment’s notice. I barely register the figure in the room before a familiar beam of light hits me, my eyes tracking the dancing particles as they settle.


Dr. Mind stands before me, his aged appearance belying a keen intellect. His hair, a distinguished silver, is swept back neatly, and his glasses rest on the bridge of his nose, catching the light as he smirks at me. The usual white lab coat he wears is pristine, contrasting with the dark leather gloves fitted snugly on his hands.


“Did you really think I’d let our last encounter be the end, Volt Vixen. Or should I call you Katrina?” His voice is smooth, almost charming, but the gleam in his eye is pure triumph. “I was so certain I had you with my ray last time. But no matter, you’re mine now.”


A frown creases my brow as I realize he’s right. The urge to please him is overwhelming, as if it’s been etched into my very being. But then, Mark flashes across my mind and a surge of conflict roils within me. I no longer feel the loyalty that had been so strong, replaced by a sense of disgust at the memories of what I’ve done for him, despite my natural inclinations. Yet, there’s a niggling thought that maybe it wasn’t all bad—that I actually had some good times with him.


I can’t help but let out a laugh, looking at Dr. Mind. “Well, aren’t you the cat that caught the canary? You’ve got me. I want what you want, and it seems you’ve got exactly that.”


He adjusts his glasses, his expression one of refined satisfaction. “My dear, let’s not dwell on the past. We have a future to build. Together.” His gentlemanly demeanor is almost convincing, but we both know the truth—his ray has made me his puppet, and for now, I can’t resist the strings.


As I stand there, toothpaste frothing at the corner of my mouth, a strange sense of déjà vu washes over me. It’s almost comical how quickly my invincible self has been flipped on its head… again.


“Dr. Mind,” I begin, spitting into the sink and wiping my mouth, “you should know, your ray actually did work on me the first time around. But, see, I… kinda fell for Mark, one of your hostages at the time.”


His laughter fills the room, rich and full of genuine amusement. “My, my, that’s quite the twist. The man has been exceptionally lucky, and apparently quite shrewd to evade capture this long.” Dr. Mind strokes his chin thoughtfully. “I’ll give him that. And I suppose I should be grateful; it simplifies matters for me considerably. I might not even punish him too severely for his interference.”


I’m surprised to find myself feeling a twinge of relief at his words, even though I’m aware I could snuff out Mark without a second thought if commanded.


“There’s also the matter of Clonica. One of her copies is here, bound to Mark,” I report dutifully, my newfound loyalty dictating my actions.


Dr. Mind chuckles, a low, knowing sound. “Ah, I’ve already addressed that little complication.” He turns and calls out, “Clonica, darling, come here.”


The door swings open, and in struts Clonica with her characteristic swagger, a smirk on her lips. “Looks like I’m the hot potato, passing from hand to hand,” she quips, her voice laced with her usual crass humor.


Before I can respond, Dr. Mind interjects, “I’ve been informed the other Clonica is out playing hero. She won’t return until it’s too late.” The clone at our side nods in confirmation, her smirk unwavering.


“And Sienna?” I add, feeling the need to lay all the cards on the table. “She’s under my influence thanks to the ray. But she’s no threat; she’ll do anything I want, even if what I want is controlled by someone else.”


Dr. Mind nods, his expression one of approval. “Excellent. Then it seems we have everything in order. Your loyalty is most appreciated, Katrina, or should I simply call you Kat now?” His tone is polite, the epitome of a gentleman, yet behind that civility, we both understand the gravity of his control.


I can’t help but chuckle at the absurdity of it all. “You can call me whatever the fuck you want,” I tell Dr. Mind with a wry smile. “I’ll be more than glad for it.”



Dr. Mind nods, a sinister amusement in his eyes, and declares, “Then Whore it is, for all the pain you’ve caused me.” He launches into his tale of escape from supermax, pride swelling in his voice. “Even stripped of my gadgets, I’ve proven that the mind is the greatest tool. Those simpleton guards never stood a chance against classic hypnosis.”


Clonica and I exchange a glance, knowing full well that stroking his ego is the game we’re playing now. We feed into it, nodding and hanging on his every word as if they’re gospel.


His gaze sweeps over me, and he commands, “Strip, Whore.”


Without hesitation, my clothes vanish, and I stand there naked, the cool air of the room making my nipples harden. It’s almost routine now, the way these guys demand I get naked, but there’s a part of me that’s fucking thrilled to oblige because of that stupid mind ray. I don’t mind, of course, I don’t…


Clonica, ever the crude one, pipes up, “Should I get in on this action too?”


Dr. Mind waves her off, “Not now. I have a score to settle with our dear Vixen.” His eyes fix on me as he unzips his pants. “Get on your knees and show me how a Whore pleases.”


And so I do. I kneel before him, taking his aging cock into my mouth. I’m not thrilled to be sucking him off; he’s a man, I’m a dyke, and he’s not exactly my type. But it’s not about what I want. It’s about pleasing him, and damn if I don’t want to do that.


I’m working my mouth around Dr. Mind’s shaft, my tongue swirling, when suddenly there’s a fucking commotion behind him. A blast of light slams into the old man’s back, and he groans, completely thrown off.


“Mark!” Clonica screeches, her voice laced with urgency. She’s splitting faster than a cell in mitosis, tackling Mark and sending his ray gun skittering across the floor.


I pop off Dr. Mind’s dick and stand, ready to throw down for him, which is all sorts of fucked up. But there he is, looking lost as a kid in a carnival, and here I am, muscles rippling, ready to rumble. Clonica’s got Mark pinned, the poor bastard gasping like a fish out of water.


Dr. Mind is begging, “Stop, please!” and he’s looking at Mark with these goddamn puppy eyes. What the actual fuck?


Then it clicks. Mark’s got Dr. Mind wrapped around his little finger now. Clonica’s cackling, and I can’t help but smirk. “Looks like you’ve got yourself a new plaything, Mark. Doubt he’ll be as fun to fuck, though.”


Dr. Mind’s face is redder than a baboon’s ass, but he’s still got that gentlemanly tone. “If Mr. Mark desires to… engage with me, I shall endeavor to meet his needs, though I would prefer otherwise…”


Sienna bursts in, her eyes wide with confusion. “What the hell is going on here?” She spots Dr. Mind and her brow furrows deeper. “Who’s controlling who?”


I rub my temples, feeling a migraine coming on. “It’s a clusterfuck, Sienna. Mark’s got Dr. Mind. Dr. Mind’s got me and Clonica. And Clonica’s got jokes for days.”


The crude Clonica chimes in with a snort, “More like a daisy chain of domination.”


Sienna sighs, looking as if she’s ready to walk the fuck out. “Great, just what we needed. Another Tuesday.”


The Clonicas, each one straddling Mark, look over to Dr. Mind for the go-ahead, their bodies tense with anticipation. With a slight nod from the old man, they release their grip and converge back into a single form, standing beside me with a smirk.


Sienna’s confusion is palpable, and I get it, I really fucking do. My loyalty is supposed to be with Dr. Mind, but he’s all puppy-eyed for Mark now. I’m taking orders from a man who’s taking orders from another man. It’s a twisted game of telephone, and it’s giving me a headache.


Sienna catches my eye, her own expression a mix of sympathy and I-told-you-so. “Looks like you and Clonica finally get how shitty it is to be at the bottom of the food chain,” she says with a bitter half-smile.


Dr. Mind, still displaying that composed facade, turns to Mark. “What would you have us do, sir?” His voice is steady, but there’s an undercurrent of something I can’t quite place.


Mark stands, dusting himself off, the picture of determination. “I want the girls back under my control,” he says, his voice firm.


Dr. Mind explains, “The original ray, the one you just zapped me with, Mark, it’s a one-shot deal. Use it twice on someone, and you’ll cook their brains.” We all flinch at the thought. “But,” he continues, “I came prepared with an upgraded version. It realigns neural pathways without frying them. It’s what I used on Clonica and Vixen here. We can reset as often as necessary.”


Mark scoops up Dr. Mind’s fancy new ray gun from where it lies next to the old man’s still-dropped trousers. He turns the device over in his hands, clearly impressed. Dr. Mind, his cheeks still flushed from the previous events, launches into a spiel about the ingenuity of his creation, his ego somehow remaining intact despite the recent shift in power dynamics. “I must admit,” he says with a chuckle that doesn’t quite reach his eyes, “I never imagined I’d find myself on this end of the device. An odd sense of tranquility, indeed.”


Clonica, Sienna, and I can’t help but let out a laugh at the irony of it all. We’ve all been on the receiving end of that ray more times than we’d care to admit.


Mark points the gun at Sienna, who’s frowning now, a mix of annoyance and resignation on her face. “You’re shitting me, right? I’m already doing Vixen’s bidding happily here,” she protests, but we all know it’s a futile argument. She’s aware that resistance is pointless; Mark only has to pull a few strings to get what he wants.


With a zap, Sienna’s body relaxes, and she looks up at Mark, a chuckle escaping her lips. “Well, at least I’m not the bottom bitch anymore,” she quips, shaking her head.


He turns the ray on Clonica next, and then finally, it’s my turn. I’m uneasy, feeling like I’m about to betray Dr. Mind, even though I know it’s what he would want—what Mark wants. As the ray hits me, my body floods with that familiar, unwelcome allegiance to Mark, and a visceral disgust for Dr. Mind washes over me. Fuck, this is one hell of a mess we’re in.


Mark steps closer to Dr. Mind, who looks up at him with a calm, almost serene expression. “You’re working for me now,” Mark states, a note of command in his voice that’s new but not entirely unwelcome.


Dr. Mind inclines his head, the picture of servitude. “I would be more than happy to employ my considerable intellect in your service,” he replies, his tone still dripping with that gentlemanly charm even as his new position humbles him.


The room is thick with a sense of victory, and we can’t help but feel a surge of gladness that the bastard is under someone’s thumb for once. There’s an unspoken acknowledgment among us that while Mark might have a hint of supervillain in him now, he’s still a damn sight better than Dr. Mind ever was. Plus, the loyalty we feel towards him is familiar, a comforting anchor in the chaos of the past few days.


Mark looks my way, and I’m more than ready to oblige. “Kat, can you provide the good doctor with the tools and space he needs to work for me?”


“Absolutely,” I reply, already thinking of the empty labs downstairs that’ll suit Dr. Mind’s brainy ass just fine. There’s a part of me that still resents him for all the shit he’s put us through, but I’m not about to whine about it. If anything, it’s a relief not having to plot revenge or worry about being under his control again.


Sienna’s eyes are locked on Mark, and I notice the shift in her gaze. There’s a new kind of respect there, or maybe it’s just the ray doing its thing. Either way, it’s a far cry from the repulsion she used to barely hide.
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Chapter 11 : Heroes, Villains and Cereal


I wake up with a pounding in my skull that feels like I’ve been hit with my own damn lightning bolt. Groaning, I stumble out of bed and drag my ass to the kitchen for some coffee, hoping it’ll zap me back to life. Clonica’s already there, nursing a cup of joe and munching on pastries like it’s the end of the world.


As soon as she sees me, Clonica grins, her mouth full. “Looks like you’ve got a case of the brain-fucks too, huh? Must be that damn ray gun hangover.” She’s always had a way with words…


She smirks, licking some pastry filling off her finger. “Oh, he’s up, alright,” she says with a wink. “But still in bed, if you catch my drift.”


I pour myself a cup of coffee, noticing the lack of Sienna’s usual early bird routine. She’s always been the one to make sure I start my day with a decent breakfast, and I feel a twinge of sadness realizing she’s not just out from under my thumb, but now directly under Mark’s. It’s like losing a piece of my morning ritual.


“Sienna’s with him, isn’t she?” I ask, though it’s more of a statement. “Fucking him?”


Clonica’s grin widens. “Like a champ. She went to wake him up with her mouth. Seems pretty damn eager about it, too.”


I raise an eyebrow at her. “And why aren’t you in there, joining the party? Not like you to pass up on a good time.”


She leans back, a playful glint in her eyes. “Who says I’m not?” she teases.


As I rub the sleep from my eyes and try to shake off the headache, I can’t help but feel the pull of my loyalty to Mark. “Should I… go join them?” I ask, half out of duty, half out of a desire to be where the action is.


Clonica, with a mouthful of pastry, waves a hand dismissively. “Trust me, sweetheart, that room’s got more tail than a pet store. I doubt there’s room for you to even breathe in there,” she says, and I can tell she’s only half-joking.


Slightly frustrated but weirdly okay with it, I grab a croissant from the basket and take a big bite. I’m just realizing that knowing Mark’s getting his rocks off has a strange way of making me feel content, even if I’m not the one doing the pleasing.


Just as I’m pouring myself another cup of coffee, Dr. Mind strolls into the kitchen like he owns the place, which is a fucking weird sight to see. “Good morning, ladies,” he greets us, with that polished accent of his that makes everything sound like a royal decree.


Clonica and I exchange a look before we return the greeting, the air thick with the oddity of having a former supervillain casually searching for breakfast among us.


He chuckles, pulling out a box of cereal from the cupboard. “I must say, the young master does seem to be having quite the delightful morning,” he says, and even though his words are light, there’s a weight behind them that tells me he’s still adjusting to this new reality.


I frown, the weight of reality sinking in. “You’ve been careful, right? No one can trace you back here?” I ask Dr. Mind, the paranoia gnawing at me despite the absurdity of the situation. The old man just chuckles, clearly amused by the idea.


“My dear, your lair is the absolute last place anyone would expect to find me. I assure you, my escape was meticulous,” he replies, his confidence almost irritating.


Clonica, ever the pragmatist despite her crude sense of humor, chimes in. “We’d better keep our eyes peeled for any heat about your little ‘vacation’ from the slammer, though,” she says. Dr. Mind nods in agreement, shoveling in another spoonful of cereal.


For a few minutes, there’s nothing but the sound of us munching on our breakfast, sipping coffee, lost in our own thoughts. Then it hits me—the sheer ridiculousness of it all. I burst out laughing, and soon Dr. Mind and Clonica join in, their chuckles filling the kitchen.


It’s a bizarre picture: two superpowered women and one supervillain, all sharing a meal and bound by mind control to some average Joe who got lucky. The irony of it is just too damn funny.


My head’s still pounding like a bad hangover as I pour myself another cup of coffee, and then the bedroom door swings open. In walks Mark, flanked by a small army of sweaty and thoroughly disheveled Clonicas and one particularly satisfied-looking Sienna. They’re a mess of tangled hair and flushed skin, and it’s clear they’ve had one hell of a morning.


As the Clonicas saunter in, they start to merge back into the original, standing next to me at the counter with a satisfied smirk on her face. Her hair’s sticking up in places it wasn’t before, and her clothes are twisted in a way that says she’s been rolling around in the sheets.


Mark plops down at the table with Sienna, who’s looking more content than I’ve ever seen her. I can’t stop my gaze from lingering on her, my fiery assistant, who’s always been more to me than just a sidekick. Jealousy should be gnawing at me, but instead, there’s this strange sense of pride that she’s served Mark well.


Mark turns to Dr. Mind, who’s still polishing off his breakfast like he’s got all the time in the world. “Any bright ideas on how you can put that big brain to work for me?” Mark asks, with a hint of challenge in his voice.


Dr. Mind sets his spoon down, ready to launch into a monologue about his intellectual prowess. But then he catches himself, realizing that all his smarts don’t mean jack if he doesn’t know what Mark wants. “What is it you desire, sir?” he asks, with a deference that’s almost comical coming from someone who used to be top dog.


Mark’s smirk spreads across his face like a crackling current, and he leans back in his chair, all casual-like. “Can we make the ray gun a bit more… discreet? Smaller, maybe? Something that doesn’t look like a damn retro toy. Oh, and can you make the ray invisible and silent while you’re at it?”


Dr. Mind’s bushy eyebrows twitch, and for a second it looks like he’s about to launch into a defense of his masterpiece’s aesthetic, but he cuts himself off. He strokes his chin thoughtfully, the gears clearly turning in that big brain of his. “I’ll do my best,” he concedes after a moment, the old pride of an artist surrendering to the practicality of a craftsman.


“And what about the whole ‘having to gaze into my eyes’ thing?” Mark presses on, clearly not done with his wish list. “Can’t we skip that step? Make it automatic or something?”


The question seems to prick at Dr. Mind’s ego just a tad, but he’s quick to school his features into that placid, servant’s mask. “It’s… tricky,” he admits, pushing his cereal bowl aside. “Even if I could weave the imprinting process into the ray’s effect, it would never be as effective as the victims seeing you in person immediately after being zapped. The direct connection is essential for the loyalty to take hold.”


I lean against the kitchen counter, my headache subsiding enough to let curiosity take the wheel. “So, Mark, what’s the endgame here? How can we help?” I watch him closely, my instincts still sharp as ever despite the ray’s influence.


Mark takes a moment, his smirk lingering as he contemplates his next move. “Last night was a close call. We need to be more careful, more discreet. You and Clonica are tough as nails, but two supers ain’t gonna cut it if shit hits the fan. We need a wider variety of skills around here.”


Clonica, who’s still smoothing out her hair from the merge, snorts. “Variety, huh? I bet you’re talking about more than just combat skills.” Her voice drips with innuendo, and Mark’s confirming nod and smirk tells me she’s hit the nail on the head.


An idea sparks in my head, bright as the electricity I wield. “I’ve been chatting with some high rollers, thinking about starting my own league of supers. It’d be the perfect cover for what you’re looking for,” I tell him, the plan unfolding in my mind like a blueprint.


I turn to Clonica, who’s already eyeing me with interest. “You could leave your current gig, help me kickstart this new league. Staying here’s raising eyebrows, and we need to play this smart.”


Mark nods, clearly on board. “I like it, Kat. I want to help you make it happen,” he says, his voice gentle but determined. “Outside of keeping me safe and satisfying a few… urges, you’ve got free rein to do your thing.”


It’s a strange sort of freedom, all things considered. But it’s enough to get the wheels turning, and I’m already listing potential recruits in my head. If we’re gonna do this, we’re gonna do it big—and we’re gonna do it right.


Dr. Mind speaks up with a refined tone, “If I am to make the suggested modifications to the ray gun, we could potentially persuade even the most formidable supers to join our ranks. It would certainly cover Mark’s needs.” He pauses, a calculating glint in his eye. “And perhaps, recruiting some villains might be beneficial if we are to have a full spectrum of abilities at our disposal.”


I nod along, but Clonica’s frown cuts through the planning session. “We gotta tread lightly, people,” she warns, her voice laced with a seriousness that’s rare for her. “There are supers out there who can read minds. Don’t think for a second they won’t pick up on us being brainwashed.” She’s right, and the gravity of her words sinks in.


Mark considers this, his smirk fading into a look of contemplation. “If we turn some of those mind readers to our side, and maybe snag a couple of mind controllers, it could work to our advantage,” he muses, the wheels clearly turning in his head.


Dr. Mind, however, isn’t one to let optimism cloud his judgment. “While I have been perfecting rays that could potentially control even those with psychic defenses, I cannot guarantee efficacy across the board. Mind readers are a tricky bunch,” he admits, his spoon clinking against the bowl as he stirs his thoughts with his breakfast.


Everyone around the table shares a moment of silent understanding. The plan is solid, but the risks are as high as the city’s skyscrapers. I take a deep breath, feeling the electric charge of challenge in the air. This is going to be one hell of a ride.


Mark’s got that look in his eye, the one that says he’s done talking strategy for now. “We’re steering clear of mind readers for the time being,” he says, and I can’t help but agree. “Kat, I want you to start on that league. Get me a list of the best supers you think we can convince with the updated ray gun.” He pauses and gives me a look that’s downright serious. “They need to be powerful, skillful, and hot as fuck.”


I can’t help but let out a snort, and Clonica joins me with a laugh, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “What a shocker,” she quips, “Mark wants his own supermodel army.”


We all share a good laugh, the tension easing out of the room like air from a balloon. I’m already flipping through my mental rolodex of heroes, ticking off names and abilities, and yeah, hotness.


“I’ll get on it,” I tell Mark, feeling that familiar thrill of a new mission. It’s fucked up, sure, forming a league by playing puppeteer with the best heroes out there. But considering I’m now wired to serve the whims of a kid who stumbled into super-villainy, things could be a hell of a lot worse. Mark’s not out to hurt anyone beyond his growing harem, and hell, this league could actually do some good around town.


Time to get to work.
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Chapter 12 : Breaking the Spell


I’m waiting in the main hall of our not-so-humble lair when Mystique Mirage saunters through the door. She’s a sight for sore eyes, all elegance and mystery wrapped up in one hell of a package. Her costume clings to her like a second skin, a shimmering indigo bodysuit that seems to ripple with every movement, as if her very presence is an illusion. It’s accentuated with silver filigree that traces up her sides, highlighting her curves in a way that’s damn near hypnotic. Her mask is a simple, elegant design that covers her eyes, leaving just enough to the imagination while her long, platinum blonde hair cascades down her back.


“Mystique, ma chérie, welcome to our lair,” I greet her with a grin, feeling the familiar spark of electricity at the sight of an old friend. She’s got that air of French sophistication, looking like she stepped out of a high-class soirée instead of the gritty streets of a U.S. city.


“Katrina, it is always a pleasure,” she replies with a soft smile, her accent wrapping around each word like a caress. “Though I must confess, your invitation was unexpected. I have been approached by… more established leagues.” She gives a delicate shrug, her poise unshakable.


I lead her to the meeting room, the door sliding open with a hiss. “I know we’re the new kids on the block, but trust me, we’ve got potential,” I say, feeling the buzz of anticipation.


Inside, Mark stands up from the table, his big glasses almost comically large on his face and that nerdy charm turned up to eleven in his awkwardly fitted suit. “Mystique Mirage, it’s an honor,” he says with an earnestness that’s borderline adorable. “I’m Mark, co-founder and investor of what we’re hoping will become the next big thing in super leagues.”


Mystique extends a hand, her movements still graceful despite the informal setting. “Enchantée, Mark. Your vision for this league is… intriguing,” she says, her gaze flickering between us. “I am curious to see what you have planned.”


I cut in before Mark can nerd out too hard. “We’re aiming for power, versatility, and a dash of sex appeal,” I say, winking at Mystique. “You fit the bill perfectly, and your illusions could be a game-changer for us.”


She laughs, a sound as melodic as it is genuine. “Flattery will get you everywhere, ma chérie. But I will need more than sweet talk to be convinced.”


Mark nods, eager. “Of course, we’ll give you all the details. And don’t worry, we’ve got more than just talk to impress you.” He’s trying for suave, but the guy’s got all the smoothness of a brick wall. Still, if our little plan works as expected, it wont matter.


I slip away from Mystique Mirage with a nod and a smile, leaving her with Mark in the meeting room. Climbing the stairs, I can feel the tension in my gut, the same kind of buzz before a lightning strike. I find Dr. Mind upstairs, his eyes glued to a small monitor that’s wired to a discreet camera in the room below.


The hole in the wall is barely noticeable, but through it, he’s got a clear shot at Mystique. He’s holding his latest contraption, the new and improved ray gun, all sleek and silent. He doesn’t even need to whisper a countdown; his smirk tells me it’s go time.


Downstairs, Mark is doing his damnedest to keep Mystique occupied, talking her ear off about his big plans for the league. He’s as subtle as a sledgehammer, but it doesn’t matter. Mystique’s eyes suddenly sharpen on him, her expression shifting from polite interest to a dazed confusion.


“Mark, if it is your wish for me to join, bien sûr, I will,” she murmurs, her voice taking on a sultry note that wasn’t there before. Mark practically beams, and I can see the victory in his posture.


“And is there… anything else I can do for you?” Mystique’s words are heavy with a new intent, her body language shifting to something more inviting, more eager to please. She’s under, all right.


I turn to Dr. Mind, giving him a nod. “Impressive gadget, Doc.”


With his usual grandiose flair, he responds, “Thank you, Katrina. It is but a testament to my unparalleled genius.”


I can’t help but roll my eyes at his ego-stroking, but I can’t argue with results. Mystique Mirage, a super capable of creating flawless illusions, now stands ready to serve our cause. And if the look in her eyes is anything to go by, she’s ready to use all her assets for Mark’s satisfaction.


I make my way back downstairs, the hum of electricity under my skin a steady reminder of the charged situation. As I step into the meeting room, I catch the tail end of Mark’s awkward explanation to Mystique Mirage about her sudden and involuntary induction into our ranks.


Mystique turns to me, a playful smirk on her full lips. “Katrina, chérie, did you lure me into a trap?” she teases, her eyes alight with faux betrayal. “And here I thought we were amies.”


I tense up, ready for a fight or flight, but then I remember: she’s one of us now. She can’t be pissed, not really. “Looks like you’re caught in the web, Mirage,” I reply, my voice steady.


She chuckles, the sound rich and throaty. “I suppose I might have to suck Mark’s cock now, non?” The joke lands with the precision of a well-aimed dagger, and she follows it up with a sudden, serious tilt of her head towards Mark. “Would you like that, monsieur?”


Mark’s face turns a shade that’d make a ripe tomato jealous, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. I can’t help but laugh, breaking the tension. “I’d bet my last bolt he’d love that, Mirage. And if you need some privacy, I can make myself scarce.”


Mark scoffs, regaining some composure. “Maybe later,” he manages to get out, clearing his throat. “But right now, we’ve got a briefing to get through.”


Mark, still a bit red in the face, turns back to Mystique Mirage. “You’re essential to giving our league credibility,” he tells her, trying to regain his professional demeanor. “You’re the first high-level super we’re inviting to join.”


Mystique finds that more than amusing, and she glances down at her own body as if she’s just realized how it curves and swells in all the right places. “Ah, I see,” she purrs. “You are also recruiting based on looks, n’est-ce pas?”


Mark’s blush deepens, and he stammers for a moment before recovering. “It’s not just about attractiveness. It’s about protecting me and my… new assets.”


With a playful giggle, Mystique Mirage runs her hands provocatively over her ample breasts, which strain against the fabric of her suit. Her powers kick in, and suddenly erotic moans fill the air, accompanied by vivid images of her body in various states of undress. “Like these assets?” she teases, her eyes locked on Mark.


I watch, a frown pulling at my lips. I’m conflicted. On one hand, Mirage seems pretty goddamn eager to please, using her powers to create a sensual display that’s obviously working on Mark. On the other, I’ve got orders to keep this meeting on track, and right now, we’re derailing faster than a bullet train. With a throat-clearing cough from me, Mirage halts her display, and the room returns to normal.


Taking a moment to adjust himself, Mark quickly switches gears back to business. “You’ve met a lot of supers on your league tour. We’re hoping you can introduce us to more—bring them in,” he says with a forced steadiness.


Mystique smiles coyly, her voice dripping with implications. “I’d have no problem bringing in some hot, and of course, powerful supers,” she assures him. “Is that why I am the first to be recruited, monsieur?”


I jump in before Mark can respond, my tone matter-of-fact. “Technically, Clonica’s our first recruit. But I can tell that you’re going to be a great second.”


Mark nods at Mystique Mirage, his voice steady despite the earlier fluster. “Vixen will provide you with the list of supers we’re targeting,” he explains. “But it’s crucial you keep the… nature of your recruitment to yourself.”


Mystique’s lips curl into a mischievous smile, and she leans forward, her breasts pressing against the tight fabric of her suit. “I would never do anything to deprive you of your new toy,” she purrs, her gaze fixed on Mark, obviously referring to herself.


I’m standing there, trying not to let my unease show. The first time I came to Mark, spilling out my newfound loyalty, there was a part of me that was eager to please him in any way he desired. But watching Mystique now, I can’t shake the feeling that her eagerness is cranked up to an eleven. She’s always been a seductress, using her charm like a weapon, but this… this is something else.


As if on cue, Mystique turns to me, her smile as intoxicating as a fine wine. “I will wait with anticipation for your list, ma chérie,” she says. Mark chimes in, “While your loyalty is to me, you’ll be working under Vixen’s command for this operation.”


Mystique’s laugh is light, tinged with seduction. “Quelle chance, Katrina,” she teases, tossing me a wink. “I seem to remember you have a penchant for beautiful women, oui?”


The room seems to grow hotter, and I feel a tightness in my chest that’s got nothing to do with my suit. The thought of ordering Mystique to her knees, to see her between my legs, sends a jolt of electricity down my spine. I shake off the thought; there’s a time and place, and this ain’t it.


As Mark turns to leave, Mystique Mirage’s eyes feast on him with an intensity that’s hard to ignore. He pauses, sensing her gaze, and turns back with a question that hangs heavy in the air. “Would you like to join me in my bedroom?” he asks, his voice a low murmur.


Mystique Mirage responds with an innocence that’s anything but, her eyes twinkling with mischief. “Would you like me to join you in your bedroom?” Her powers activate, and the room is suddenly filled with erotic images: visions of her naked, writhing body; her lips wrapped around a cock; her hands bound as she’s taken from behind. The illusions are vivid, leaving nothing to the imagination, and it’s clear she’s more than willing to indulge him.


Mark’s gaze flickers to me, and I lean back against the wall, a smirk playing on my lips. “Do you want me to join as well?” I ask clearly, shifting my form subtly, enhancing my curves in a futile attempt to compete with Mystique’s allure.


He hesitates for a fraction of a second before his eyes lock with Mystique’s, who bites her lower lip in anticipation. “Vixen, you have work to do,” he says, his voice firm.


I watch them leave, Mystique Mirage’s hand sliding around Mark’s arm, pressing her body against his side. A twinge of something—jealousy, maybe?—tugs at my chest, and I have to admit, there’s a part of me that’s not thrilled about it. But as they disappear from view, there’s a warmth that spreads through me, thinking about Mark getting the relief he craves. I have to thank the damn mind control ray for making me feel good about his satisfaction.


I step back into the living room of the lair, my eyes instantly drawn to the peculiar sight before me. Two identical figures, both Clonica, are hunched over a chessboard, their fingers deftly moving pieces in a silent battle of wits. My eyebrow arches in curiosity; it’s not every day you see someone playing chess against themselves in such a straightforward way.


One of the Asian supers glances up, catching my intrigued gaze. “Each Clonica is her own person once we split,” she explains, her voice laced with her usual raw vulgarity. “It’s fucking handy for shit like this. We play, we learn, and when we merge back together, we remember it all.”


The other clone adds with a sly grin, “It’s also kick-ass for sex, as you might have noticed.”


I chuckle, can’t help but be curious about the mechanics of it all. “So how do you know which one of you is the original? And how long can you Clonicas exist apart before you start going all Sybil on us?”


They both shrug in unison, a mirrored gesture that’s almost comical. “There’s no ‘original’ as far as we can tell,” one says. “We can stay separate indefinitely, but we’d start to differ more over time with different experiences. We don’t usually let it get to that point.”


“Speaking of,” I ask, leaning against the wall with a casual air, “are all Clonicas accounted for?”


The atmosphere shifts, a hint of somberness slipping in as they recount the tale. “Ten years ago, one of us, during some rebellious teen phase, fucked off and never came back. We figure she’s dead since we haven’t heard squat.”


Dead or not, it’s a hell of a thing to consider—the idea of a part of you wandering out there, living a life, dying a death, all separate from the you that’s standing here. It’s the kind of shit that can give you an existential crisis if you think too hard on it.


The unmistakable cacophony of sex spills out from the bedroom adjacent to the living room, where I’ve just been chatting with the Clonicas. Moans, groans, and the rhythmic sound of flesh slapping against flesh make it unmistakably clear what’s happening beyond the thin wall. The noises multiply, echoing around us with such intensity and variety that it’s impossible to believe they’re all coming from just Mark and Mystique Mirage.


The two Clonicas exchange a knowing glance and chuckle. “Seems like the newcomer’s fitting in,” one comments, her eyes sparkling with mischief.


The other doesn’t wait for me to chime in, her voice teasing as she adds, “Sounds like Mark’s fitting inside Mystique Mirage quite nicely.”


I shoot back a jest, but there’s an edge of discomfort in my tone. “Yeah, but she’s maybe a tad too… dedicated for my taste…”


One clone cocks her head, her eyes narrowing slightly. “You reckon she’s fucking with us somehow? Despite getting zapped by the ray and all that shit?”


The second Clonica pipes up, her tone curious. “You think the new ray Doc cooked up might be a bit too… efficient?”


I pause, my ears picking up a sound that cuts through the symphony of sex coming from the bedroom next to us. A scream? No, it can’t be—not with all that pleasure-filled noise. But then I see it, one of the Clonicas cocking an eyebrow, her attention snagged by the same thing. The other Clonica, oblivious, makes her move on the chessboard, then looks up, catching the alarmed expression on her twin’s face and mine.


“What’s up with you two?” she asks, just as the sound comes again, unmistakable this time. It’s Mark, and it’s definitely not a moan of pleasure.


We don’t hesitate, the three of us. I bark into my communicator, “Sienna, get your ass here, now!” and we’re moving, charging towards the bedroom. The door bursts open under our combined force, and we’re hit with a scene that’s straight out of some twisted, erotic fever dream.


The bedroom has transformed into a tropical beach, but not one you’d ever want to vacation on. Every element of the landscape is constructed of writhing sexual organs—palm trees with phallic trunks and leaves that quiver like clits in the breeze, the sand a mosaic of flesh, waves crashing with the wet slap of skin on skin. The air is thick with a chorus of moans so loud, it’s a wonder the entire lair isn’t vibrating.


At the center of this carnal chaos is Mystique Mirage—or rather, an army of her—all on their knees, surrounding a wide-eyed Mark. They’re a desperate sea of Mirages, each one begging, pleading to serve him, to drown him in more pleasure, their voices laced with insatiable need.


“Please, monsieur, let us make you feel good,” they cry, each clone a mirror of desire.


Mark looks like he’s two seconds from being swallowed whole by the illusions, and it’s up to us to snap him back to reality.


Despite the gravity of the situation, I can’t deny the surge of arousal that courses through me, the environment tickling at the edges of my desire. But is it me, or Mirage’s powers worming their way into my mind?


The Clonicas and I stumble through the phantasmagoria, the real furniture of the bedroom colliding with our limbs, sometimes taking on the form of Mirage’s sexual beach, other times invisible beneath the veil of her powers. We finally reach the horde of naked French seductresses crowding around Mark, only to find that each Mirage we lunge for is nothing but a mirage, vanishing at our touch.


“Got the bitch!” one Clonica exclaims, and we converge on her. I reach out, my hand closing on the real Mirage’s flesh, and with a surge of my super strength, I knock her out cold.


Her illusions wail at us in a final, erotic display of near cosmic horror, then fade, leaving us standing in Mark’s actual bedroom. It’s a mess—clothes strewn everywhere, bedsheets twisted. Clonicas stand scattered, gawking at the sudden return to reality. I’m towering over Mystique Mirage’s unconscious body, and there’s Mark, naked and gasping for breath, trying to regain his bearings after the ordeal. It’s over, but the echo of that moaning beach lingers in my ears.


One of the Clonicas, tucked away in a corner, snaps her attention to Mark. “You alright, boss? What the fuck was that all about?” she demands, her tone sharp with concern.


My gaze is locked on the still form of Mystique Mirage. I’m kicking myself internally, my instincts had been screaming that something was off with that French bitch. Should’ve listened, I think, my gut churning with a mix of anger and confusion.


Mark, still catching his breath, pieces his thoughts together. “At first, it was all good, hot even,” he begins, his voice shaky. “But after I came the second time, she… she wouldn’t stop. She kept conjuring up these visions, more intense each time, to get me ready again.” He swallows hard, the fear still evident in his eyes. “I felt like I was losing my fucking mind. It was like she was in there, poking around, making me crave her endlessly. And the more I wanted her, the more she cranked it up, until I couldn’t take it anymore. I just remember screaming as I felt my sanity slipping away.”


Sienna, my fiery redhead assistant, is now standing under the doorway, her eyes wide as she takes in the scene. “Something’s not right,” she says, pointing out the obvious. “Something must’ve gone wrong with the ray.”


Pissed off and on edge, I snap, “Where the hell is Dr. Mind?” My voice echoes in the now silent room, the urgency clear. Something’s fucked up, and we need answers, fast.
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Chapter 13 : Feedback Loop


There we are, standing around the medical bed where Mystique Mirage lays strapped down, knocked out cold but looking like some twisted version of Sleeping Beauty. Dr. Mind is hovering over her, all those gadgets and gizmos I have collected over the years humming and flashing as they scan her brain. I can tell he has brought some of his own tech too, since he’s been on Mark’s team.


“It’s quite fascinating,” Dr. Mind mutters, more to himself than to anyone else, his eyes locked on the readouts.


Mark, who’s still looking a little pale and shaky, snaps, “Fascinating isn’t the word I’d use for almost getting my mind fucked out of my skull.”


The old villain, true to his gentleman villain shtick, offers a smooth apology. “I beg your pardon. It appears we’re dealing with a feedback loop.”


Clonica, who never had a filter to begin with, demands, “How about you skip the cryptic shit and spell it out for us?”


While I keep my eyes on Mirage’s still form, Dr. Mind explains. “Mystique Mirage possesses a latent form of passive mind control. It’s not something she can wield at will, but to create her illusions, she must tap into the minds around her. It’s a two-way street; she perceives minds to project into them.”


Mark’s frustration is palpable. “We had a rule about not fucking with mind readers.”


Dr. Mind continues, unphased by the interruption. “Her desire to please you was sexual in nature, and as she aroused you, she received that arousal back, reinforcing her actions. The ray has conditioned her to seek your pleasure, creating a loop. The more she satisfied you, the more she felt compelled to continue, escalating until… well, forever.”


I stand there, staring at the unconscious super, the pieces clicking together in my head. “So, her power to please got all tangled up in her head thanks to the ray, and she went haywire trying to make Mark happy,” I summarize, my tone laced with a mix of wonder and wariness.


Dr. Mind nods, confirming the twisted diagnosis. “Indeed, that’s what seems to have happened,” he says, adjusting his spectacles with the back of his gloved hand. Clonica, true to form, swears a streak that’d make a sailor blush, and I can’t help but frown at the entire mess.


Mark pushes his own nerdy glasses up the bridge of his nose. “So, how do we fix this?” he asks, the frustration clear in his voice.


I lean in, studying the sleeping form of Mystique Mirage. “Just how fucked up is she now?” I ask, my voice tight with concern.


Dr. Mind points to a monitor that might as well be displaying alien hieroglyphs for all the sense it makes to the rest of us. “It appears she’s… fried her brain, in layman’s terms. Or rather, her neural pathways have been rewired to seek that endless pleasure in Mark to the point of no return.”


Sienna, who’s been silent up until now, pipes up with a question. “What happens if we wake her up?”


Dr. Mind doesn’t miss a beat. “She’d likely continue to seek out sexual gratification for Mark until one or both of their brains couldn’t take it anymore.”


Clonica tries to lighten the mood with a crude joke about which brain would turn to mush first, but Mark’s stern look wipes the smirk right off her face. “Sorry, boss,” she says, suddenly serious. “Just trying to cut the tension, you know?”


I shake my head, looking down at Mystique. “Great, we’ve created a sexy French succubus.” I remember her schedule. “Shit, she’s supposed to be making the rounds to other leagues tomorrow.”


Mark catches my eye and smirks. “No need for a tour if she announces she’s joined our league.”


Confused, I start to ask how the hell she’s supposed to do that in her current state, but then it hits me. He’s looking at me with that grin, and I realize what he expects. I’m the shapeshifter here.


“Guess it’s time for me to put on a show,” I say, my voice a mix of resignation and a hint of excitement. “Volt Vixen, the master of masquerade, at your service.”


Mark chuckles but then turns towards Dr. Mind with a frown. “Doc, I don’t care how you do it, but you better fix Mystique asap!”
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Chapter 2 : Behind the Curtains


Back at the lair, the high-tech fortress I call my second home, the walls hum with the energy of a place built for a superhero. It’s all sleek metal and glass, the epitome of modern design, with more gadgets than a tech convention. My personal sanctuary is rigged with the best tech money can’t buy—stolen right from under the noses of villains like Dr. Mind.


I try to decompress, flipping through the arsenal of weapons, but my mind’s stuck on that damn ray and the nerdy guy with his sweater vest and scared-shitless eyes. I should be trying to figure out how to shake this feeling, but the truth is, I don’t want to. There’s something thrilling about this unexpected twist, even if it’s not by my own choosing.


That’s when Sienna, my fiery red-headed assistant and sometimes bed-warmer, saunters in. “You look like you’ve been zapped by more than just electricity, Kat,” she observes, her voice laced with concern. Sienna’s a stunner, with curves in all the right places, and legs that could strangle a man—if she wanted.


I grunt, feeling her soft hands on my skin as she tends to a cut on my arm. “Just another day at the office,” I mutter, not meeting her gaze.


She’s not buying it. “Bullshit. You’ve got that look… the one you get when something’s eating at you. That fight with Dr. Mind mess with your head?”


I hesitate, the words catching in my throat. Telling her means admitting that I’m not entirely my own anymore, but the idea of denying Mark his ‘possession’ feels wrong—like I’d be betraying some sacred pact I didn’t even sign up for. “It’s nothing,” I lie, my voice flat. “Just tired, is all.”


Sienna narrows her eyes, not convinced, but she lets it go—for now. “Alright, but if that mad scientist scrambled your brains, we’ll need to fix it. I’m not sharing my bed with some puppet.”


I smirk, the irony not lost on me. Here she is, worried about mind control, while I’m sitting here, fully aware that my head’s been fucked with, yet unwilling to do anything about it. Because somewhere out there is a dork named Mark, and my fucked-up brain has decided he’s the one I belong to. And the craziest part? I’m okay with it.


Sienna’s fingers linger with a touch more purpose than necessary, tracing the line of my collarbone. I lean into it for a moment, craving the familiar comfort of her touch, the heat that always seems to radiate from her skin. But as she leans in, aiming to close the distance between us with lips that promise nothing but sin, I find myself pulling back. The thought of Mark’s unknown desires halts me, and I hate that it does.


“Kat, what’s the matter?” Sienna’s voice is laced with a mix of confusion and hurt as she steps back, her fiery eyes searching mine for answers.


“I—I can’t,” I stammer, the words foreign as they leave my lips. “It’s just… not the right time.”


She folds her arms, her gaze narrowing. “Since when do you back out of a good time? That’s not the Kat I know.”


I run a hand through my spiked hair, struggling to keep my composure. “Look, I’m fine, really. The fight just took it out of me more than I thought,” I lie, my voice carrying an edge of frustration.


Concern flickers across Sienna’s face, but she nods slowly, giving me space. “Alright, if you say so. But if you need to talk about whatever’s going on in that head of yours, I’m here.”


I manage a half-smirk, appreciating her presence even if I can’t indulge in it right now. “Thanks, Sienna. But could you do something for me? There’s this… hostage from today, Mark. Can you dig up some info on him? I want to make sure Dr. Mind hasn’t got any lingering hooks in him.”


Her brow quirks up, a silent question hanging in the air. “You think he’s involved with Mind?”


Shit. I’m too quick to dispel that, nearly tripping over my own words. “No! No, just being thorough. Just a civilian caught in the crossfire.”


She eyes me for a moment longer before nodding. “Alright, I’ll see what I can find.”


With that settled, I make my way upstairs to my private quarters, feeling the weight of my own duplicity. I need to figure out what the hell I’m going to do about Mark—and this bizarre allegiance my mind’s sworn to him.


Holed up in my lair, the night drags on as I wrestle with the twisted web my mind’s become. The sane part of me wants to break free, to tell Sienna to fix whatever Dr. Mind’s ray fucked up inside my head. But the rest of me? It’s fiercely against the idea, clinging to the new sense of purpose that’s latched onto my psyche.


What does a guy like Mark even want from someone like me? He could be asexual for all I know, but I’m not naive. As a shapeshifter, I’ve seen the filthy fantasies plastered online—lewd drawings and stories about me bending over, tits bouncing, as some faceless fanboy fucks me from behind, or the requests for custom “fan service” where I morph into their favorite celebrity. It used to disgust me, knowing these pervs were jerking off to the thought of my abilities being used for their pleasure.


Now, I find myself chuckling at the irony—the only one who might get to live out that fantasy is Mark, that lucky son of a bitch. The realization shocks me to my core. I’m a lesbian; I’ve never given a second thought to some random guy’s dick. But the thought that if Mark wants to fuck me, I’d spread my legs for him without question, sends a twisted thrill down my spine.


Opening the file Sienna sent over, I scan Mark’s profile. Painfully normal, painfully nerdy. But it doesn’t matter. His desires are now my priority. I note his address, determination setting in. He’s about to find out he’s the proud owner of a sexy super.


Transforming my appearance, I choose a form that’s smoking hot—a body with curves for days, long, flowing hair, and a tight dress that leaves little to the imagination—yet still a far cry from my true self. Got to keep my identity safe, unless Mark says otherwise.


Stepping out into the night, I make my way to Mark’s address, ready to deliver the news. He’s about to discover just how lucky he is.
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Chapter 14 : French Mask


I’m standing in front of the mirror in one of the spacious changing rooms of my lair, a knot of nerves twisting in my stomach. Mark’s right beside me, offering reassurances in his own awkward, nerdy way.


“I’m shit at accents, especially French ones,” I grumble, my reflection frowning back at me.


“Just focus on the appearance first,” Mark advises, pushing up his glasses. “You nailed it when you became the perfect girlfriend for me. Remember?”


A chuckle escapes me as the memory floods in and I’m surprised to find a warm fondness for that time, despite the twisted circumstances. The lines between forced loyalty and genuine enjoyment blur uncomfortably in my mind.


On a whim, I let my form shift. My height shrinks, my skin lightens, and freckles dust across my nose. My hair lightens to a fiery red and cuts short, framing my face, while my eyes become a vibrant green. My chest swells, the weight of my new, big natural tits a familiar sensation. I turn to Mark, my voice altering to that smooth, gentle tone I used back then.


Mark’s eyes widen, and he gulps audibly, his arousal unmistakable. “We should visit my parents again soon,” he says, his voice tight. “They’ve been asking about you.”


“And I’d be happy to hang off your arm again,” I purr, the role settling over me like a second skin.


But then Mark clears his throat, pulling us back to the task at hand. “Focus, we need Mystique Mirage.”


I nod, letting the playful guise melt away. I watch in the mirror as my body elongates, my hair bleaching to a stunning platinum blonde that cascades down my back like a waterfall. My skin takes on a subtle tan, and my eyes shift to a hypnotic blue. The indigo bodysuit of Mystique Mirage wraps around my form, hugging every curve with a shimmer that makes it seem alive. Silver filigree snakes up my sides, and an elegant mask veils my eyes, leaving just enough mystery.


“There,” I say, my voice now carrying a hint of a French accent, though it’s not perfect. “How do I look?”


Mark steps back, eyeing me with a mix of admiration and calculation. “You look like her, but can you act like her?”


I clear my throat and try out Mystique’s voice, fumbling through a few sentences. It’s like trying to tune an instrument by ear, and I’m no virtuoso when it comes to accents. I keep at it, repeating phrases, tweaking the pitch, the cadence. Then, as I string together one long sentence, something clicks. It’s like my shapeshifter’s instinct finally syncs up with my vocal cords, and I’ve got it.


Mark’s staring at me with those wide eyes of his, and I can’t help but wonder if he’s getting turned on by the sight of me looking like the hot French super. The ray’s effects make me more than willing to give Mark what he wants, but does he want this?


I decide to just fucking ask him. “So, you fancy a go with me as Mystique Mirage, or you holding out for me to switch back?” I ask, eyebrows raised. “You haven’t fucked me in a while…”


He chuckles, a blush creeping up his neck. “Tempting as it is, the memories I have of her are a bit… disturbing. I’d rather have you in your natural glory—or as my cute redhead girlfriend,” he adds with that familiar, cheeky wink of his.


I nudge Mark playfully, my lips curling into a smirk. “How about we pencil in some quality time later today?” I suggest, and I’m genuinely pleased when he nods. It’s odd, considering I’m still very much into women—something that damn ray hasn’t changed—but I can’t shake the feeling of being a little left out with all the other hotties Mark’s got his hands on lately. Not to mention, there’s this gnawing desire to please him, and sex is one hell of an efficient way to do that.


The thought hits a little too close to home, mirroring the feedback loop that trapped Mystique Mirage. A shiver runs down my spine, but I shake it off and refocus on the task at hand.


With a sigh, I step out of the changing room and into the lab, Mark trailing behind me. The sight that greets me is both ridiculous and oddly heartwarming—a dozen Clonicas, all cheering and clapping. The cute Asian has pulled out all the stops, creating a one-woman fan club just for me.


I give them a bow, slipping into the role of the French seductress. “Merci, mes chéries, your support is très appreciated,” I say, my voice a sultry purr with just a touch of French flair. The Clonicas erupt into even louder cheers, and I can’t help but feel a bit of a thrill at playing the part so well.


Sienna strides over with Mystique Mirage’s smartphone in hand, a smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. “Here you go,” she says, handing me the device. “It’s unlocked, and all her social media accounts are ready for you.”


Taking the phone, I feel that familiar twinge of adrenaline, like I’m about to step onto a battlefield. Infiltrations are nothing new to me, but this… this is different. I scroll through the phone, finding the camera app and flipping it to selfie mode. The face of Mystique Mirage stares back at me, and I can’t help but marvel for a moment at the perfect illusion.


With a deep breath, I channel all those videos I’d studied of the French beauty, letting her mannerisms and poise seep into my bones. I hit record and flash the camera my most dazzling smile, the kind that’s made for the silver screen.


“Bonjour, my adoring fans,” I begin, my voice laced with that unmistakably French lilt. “I have some très exciting news! I have decided to join a new league here in Metrotown, and I must bid adieu to my tour. Merci to all the leagues who have offered me positions, and to the wonderful supers I’ve had the pleasure of meeting. But now, it’s time for a new adventure. So à bientôt, and stay fabulous!”


I end the recording with a flirty wink, the kind that Mystique Mirage would have nailed, and cut the feed. There’s a moment of silence before the Clonicas burst into applause, and I can’t help but feel a rush of pride. Mission fucking accomplished.


Mark’s eyes are practically glowing with pride. “You did great,” he tells me, and I can’t help feeling a little victorious at the praise.


“Let’s celebrate, then” I say, morphing into the redheaded girlfriend he loves so much. I even tweak her curves a bit more, nothing too drastic, but maybe enough to tip him over the edge.


He’s struggling to keep his composure now, and I can see the heat in his eyes. “Maybe you deserve a reward for a job well done,” he muses.


I cock an eyebrow, a playful smile on my lips. “Sounds more like a reward for you, doesn’t it? But I’m feeling generous today.”


Mark laughs, a sound that’s half embarrassment, half anticipation. “I’ll gladly accept that reward on your behalf,” he says, and then, with a mischievous glint in his eye, he adds, “Now, why don’t you get naked for me?”


The Clonicas, ever the crude bunch, holler from the sidelines. “Can we join in?” one of them shouts, but Mark shoots them down quick. “Why don’t you just play with yourselves?”


They don’t need telling twice, the sounds of their moans filling the lab as they get busy with their own bodies.


I start making my clothes vanish from the rest of me, but Mark stops me with a chuckle. “Do it the right way, strip for me.”


I’m about to remind him that these clothes are just an extension of my shapeshifting self, but fuck it, I go with it. I make a show of sliding each piece off, letting the material linger at the edge of existence before it disappears completely, garment by garment.


From the corner of my eye, I catch Sienna watching, her curiosity palpable. I wonder if she’s hoping for an invite or just enjoying the show.


As I pretend to drop the last piece of my shapeshifted clothes, standing in front of Mark completely bare, I can feel his eyes devouring the sight of me in my cute redhead girlfriend form. My large, natural tits stand perky and inviting, and my freckles seem to invite touches all over my smooth skin.


Mark can’t seem to contain himself; he strides toward me and his hands are instantly on me, groping my tits, causing a moan to escape my lips. It’s not arousal that wrings the sound from me—I’m still as gay as they come—but there’s a deep satisfaction in pleasing him that I can’t deny, a satisfaction that seems to grow stronger each time. I can’t help but wonder if all of us under Mark’s command are experiencing a watered-down version of Mystique Mirage’s mental rewiring. I make a mental note to keep an eye on that, just to be safe.


Then, without warning, he pushes me onto the cold ground of the lair. I gasp at the sudden chill, a giggle bubbling out of me despite the situation. He leans down, his breath hot against my ear, and whispers, “I’m going to fuck your pussy right here, right now.”


And fuck, if that isn’t exactly what I want him to do. My body may not crave him, but the desire to obey, to please him is overwhelming. “Then what are you waiting for?” I whisper back, spreading my legs in open invitation, ready for him to claim me as he pleases.


As Mark positions himself behind me, his cock slides into my pussy with a firm thrust, stretching me in that familiar, full way that makes my body react despite my mind’s protests. The drag of his dick in and out of me, the wet sound of our fucking, it’s all mechanical, but I can’t ignore the deep-rooted satisfaction I get from knowing I’m the cause of his grunts of pleasure. It’s a twisted feeling, one that’s got nothing to do with my own desire, but it’s there all the same, growing stronger with each thrust.


He’s panting now, leaning over me, and his hot breath fans my ear as he speaks, “I want something from you, Kat.”


“What is it?” I ask, desperate to fulfill whatever need he has, dutiful and eager.


“I want you to want me,” he gasps out between thrusts. “To love me.”


His words hit me like a ton of bricks. Fuck, that’s not something I can just pull out of my ass. My loyalty to him, that’s one thing, but love? Desire? I’m not wired for that, not when it comes to him. The ray compels me to please, but feelings aren’t so easily fabricated, not even for a shapeshifter. I’m dizzy with the conflict of it as he keeps moving inside me, his cock relentlessly fucking my pussy.


I glance over and catch Sienna’s eye. She’s biting her lip, clearly turned on by the sight of us. The Clonicas are a mess of limbs and moans, fucking each other without a care. It’s a scene straight out of a fever dream. But as Mark drives into me again, I can’t think about anything else but the here and now, the way he’s using my body, the way I’m wired to please. And if that’s what he wants, goddammit, I’ll give it my best shot.
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Chapter 9 : The Ultimate Reward


The air in my bedroom is thick with lust, charged with the kind of raw, sexual electricity that could power a city. Mark’s sprawled out on the bed, his naked body a canvas for our debauchery. One of Clonica’s clones is straddling his face, her hips grinding against his mouth, while another is on her knees between his legs, her head bobbing eagerly as she sucks his cock. The sounds of wet, sloppy pleasure fill the room, mingled with Mark’s muffled moans.


On the side of the bed, two more clones of Clonica are wrapped around each other, their naked bodies pressed tight in a heated make-out session. Their hands roam freely, exploring each other with an intensity that’s fucking captivating.


And me? I’m right by Mark’s side, my own enlarged tits—thanks to a little shapeshifting—pressed against his arm, brushing against his skin with every breath I take. Sienna, that diligent little minx, is nestled between my thighs, her tongue working me over with a fervor that’s got me biting my lip to keep from screaming.


Pleasure rips through me as Sienna’s relentless tongue brings me to climax. I’m panting, my body still quivering with the aftershocks when I hear Mark’s breath hitch. It’s the cue we’d all been waiting for. The Clonicas immediately swarm to him, their circle tight around his throbbing cock. They take turns, their tongues flicking over the head, their hands a blur of movement as they stroke him, each one eager to coax out his release.


Sienna glances at me, a hint of reluctance in her eyes. I lock eyes with her, my gaze stern. “Do as you’re told,” I remind her firmly. She’s not under Mark’s spell, but she answers to me, and I intend to make damn sure she follows through on what he, what we, want. She nods, understanding her place, and joins the circle.


As the six of us—Sienna, the Clonicas, and I—focus on the task at hand, Mark finally tips over the edge. His cum jets out, thick ropes that we play up for all it’s worth. We make a show of it, our laughter and moans mixing as we share and savor his release, ensuring it’s a spectacle hot enough to sear into anyone’s memory.


Merging back into one, Clonica stands there, glistening with sweat, the very image of debauched satisfaction. She lets out a throaty chuckle and throws us a look that’s pure sin. “Fuck, I’ve still got a whole list of dirty positions we haven’t tried yet,” she says, her voice thick with promise.


As Sienna gets off the bed, there’s a flash of annoyance flickering across her face, but it’s quickly masked by compliance. She’s here for me, after all, and whatever I want, she’s going to deliver. Clonica, catching that same look, grins and asks her, “Heading for a shower?” Without waiting for an answer, she adds, “Come on then, I don’t usually do girls but I’m in the mood to see how well you can wash my back.” Sienna’s eyes light up with a mix of relief and anticipation at the prospect of finally getting her own release.


Left in the room with Mark, I watch him, still catching his breath on the bed. I let out a low, satisfied smirk. “So, are you happy with how things turned out?” I ask him, my voice a purr of dark amusement.


He nods, a lazy smile spreading across his face. “Yeah, I am,” he replies, then his eyes meet mine, a new depth to his gaze. “But what about you, Kat? Are you?”


I open my mouth to give him the usual line about my desires being nothing but a reflection of his. But I stop, the words catching in my throat as I actually consider his question. It’s a surprise to even myself when I admit, “You know what? The last few days have been more fun than I’ve had in years. If the ray’s effects were to wear off…” I trail off, my mind racing with the implications. “I… I might actually miss this. Hell, I might even ask to be zapped again.” I shake my head, a wry grin tugging at my lips. “Although, I’m not in any position to know for sure. Life’s a fuckin’ rollercoaster, isn’t it?”


Mark’s laugh is genuine and it eases the tension in the room. “I’m terrified of actual rollercoasters,” he admits, “but this one? I’m all in.”


I can’t help but tease him, “Yeah, you must be, landing a harem of supers like us. You’re one lucky nerd.”


He scoffs, tossing a pillow my way, “Hey, no shame in my game. Being a nerd is my superpower.”


I wince, realizing my jab might have stung deeper than intended. I’m about to make amends when his question catches me off guard. “You ever get into any of this nerd stuff? Battlestar Galactica?”


I grin, playing along. “I’d love to check it out.”


But he’s not buying it, his frown deepening. “Because I want you to, or because you’d actually enjoy it?”


I pause, the answer not as clear-cut as I thought. The silence stretches until he groans, rising from the bed, leaving me alone with my thoughts. Naked and conflicted, I stand and rush after him, shifting into that ‘perfect girlfriend’ look we’d decided on earlier—short red hair, green eyes, and freckles.


“Mark,” I call out, my voice now dripping with that sweet, honey-like quality. “Whether it’s the ray speaking or not, making you happy makes me happy. So why worry about the why?” I give him a playful wink, letting him know that, for now, his desires are my desires.


I watch Mark’s shoulders slump as he tries to express the whirlwind of emotions he’s grappling with. “I mean, I’ve had the most incredible sex with the most powerful and beautiful women in town,” he confesses, his voice a mix of wonder and concern. “But at the end of the day, you’re all here because of that damn ray. You don’t love me by choice.”


I chew on my lip, considering his words before replying. “You know, I think I might actually love you anyway, even without the ray’s effect.” It’s a bold statement, and I’m not entirely sure where it comes from.


Mark scoffs, his skepticism written all over his face. “Come on, Kat. Without the ray, you wouldn’t have given me a second glance. And let’s not forget, you’re into women. At best, we’d be friends—platonic friends.”


We’re in the thick of our disagreement when Sienna and Clonica step out from the bathroom, their smiles wide, especially Sienna’s, who seems to radiate post-orgasmic bliss. They pause, sensing the tension in the room. Mark’s gaze flickers toward them before he shakes his head, “I need some time alone,” he mutters and starts to leave.


Sienna, ever the outspoken one, can’t help but comment. “Always so dramatic, isn’t he?”


Before she can finish, Clonica and I simultaneously give her a silencing glare. “Not another word,” I warn her, my loyalty to Mark, ray-induced or not, kicking in. “He’s had a lot to process, and we should respect that.” Sienna’s mouth snaps shut, and she nods, understanding the unspoken rule between us—Mark’s well-being comes first.


Clonica, with her usual lack of filter, chimes in, her voice dripping with crude humor. “Our situation might seem more fucked up than Mark’s, but at least our brains are wired to accept it without all that moral hand-wringing. All we gotta worry about is keeping his dick happy,” she says with a snort. “Meanwhile, Mark’s gotta deal with the fact he’s got three hot pieces of ass at his beck and call.”


Sienna pipes up, a playful smirk on her lips, “Well, technically, he’s only the owner of two. I belong to our dear Vixen here, not Mark.” She points at me, her eyes glinting with mischief.


I can’t help but laugh, a mix of frustration and amusement bubbling up inside me. “He’s the owner of two and a half, I’d say. Since I’m under his spell, and you’re under mine, Sienna. That makes you at least partially his,” I explain, the absurdity of the situation not lost on me.


Sienna’s sigh is heavy with resignation as she nods, her ever-present desire to please me overriding any reluctance. “Is there anything you want me to do right now? Something that’s not coming from Mark?” she asks, her gaze searching mine for an answer.


I can’t help but feel a spark of irritation at her attitude when it comes to Mark. But then, an idea strikes me—a way to assert my control and maybe get a little sweetness back into the situation. “Yeah, actually,” I say with a smirk. “There’s this shop down on Fifth, ‘Sugar Rush Confections’. Go fetch me some of their sea salt caramel truffles, will you? Like a good assistant.” I watch as her demeanor shifts, the task not dictated by Mark making it all the more appealing to her.


With a nod and a much brighter smile, Sienna heads off to get dressed and complete the errand. I turn to Clonica, whose smirk mirrors my own. “How are you holding up?” I ask her, genuinely curious about her state of mind.


Clonica’s response is as blunt as ever. “Same as you, Kat. Fucked up situation, but hey, at least we’re getting off.” We both chuckle at that.


Clonica’s communicator buzzes again, and she hesitates, giving me a look that screams she’s out of her depth. My eyebrow arches in surprise as she admits it’s the second time it’s rung today, and she’s unsure if she should answer it.


“Jesus, Eun, the last thing we need is to rouse suspicion. Answer it,” I say, a hint of panic edging my voice. “You have to act as you normally would, or it’ll look off.”


Clonica snorts, her tone laced with her typical vulgarity. “Well, it’s not every day I play fuck-doll to some random dude,” she retorts. But I’m not in the mood for her jokes.


“Cut the crap. This is serious,” I snap back. When she sees the gravity in my eyes, she pauses, mulling it over.


“Should I… go ask Mark what to do?” she muses aloud, but I’m already shaking my head.


“No, just go,” I insist, remembering the conversation I had with Mark. “He said to keep things normal.”


Without another word, Clonica splits into two. One clone stands there, still wrapped in a towel, while the other is suddenly stark naked. My cheeks flush despite myself, and I can’t help but steal a glance at her toned, bare figure.


The naked clone winks at me, a devilish grin on her face. “I’ll stick around for Mark,” she says, her voice dripping with innuendo. “Lucky for us, I can be in two places at once.”


With that, the towel-wrapped clone heads off to get dressed and play the hero, leaving me with her naked counterpart.


Mark keeps to himself all day, holed up in my bedroom—I guess it’s his now. I respect his need for space, even if the silence from that part of the lair feels heavy, like a storm cloud hanging overhead.


Sienna and I fall back into the rhythm of our day-to-day work, monitoring the criminal underworld, liaising with the authorities, and keeping the streets clean from scum. She’s focused, typing away at her computer, while I scan through the latest reports, the glow of my goggles casting a blue tint on the papers.


The Clonica who stayed behind shifts restlessly between assisting us and lounging around the lair. I catch glimpses of her sprawled on the couch, flipping through channels, or raiding the fridge, a look of boredom etched on her face. She’s like a caged tiger, all that power and nowhere to burn it off.


“Anything on the radar?” Sienna asks, breaking the quiet that’s settled between us.


I shake my head, “Nah, it’s been quiet. Too quiet.”


She nods, her fingers pausing on the keyboard. “The calm before the storm?” There’s a hint of excitement in her voice, the thrill of the unknown.


“Always is,” I reply, my eyes never leaving the screens. “Always is.”
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Chapter 8 : Double the Trouble


Perched in the shadows, I meld my form into the darkness, my body slimmed and stretched to minimize my presence. The room below, vast and dimly lit, is the perfect stage for our trap. Sienna, acting the part of the dutiful assistant, is already downstairs, her voice carrying up to me as she invites Clonica in.


“Come in and wait here, I’ll be right back,” Sienna says, a hint of urgency in her voice to sell the ruse.


From my vantage point, I watch Clonica enter, her youthful Asian features partially concealed by a light mask that does little to hide her cuteness. She’s thin, but there are curves where they count, accentuated by her tight superhero costume—a splash of vibrant colors against her petite frame.


Mark, trying to play it cool, greets her with a nervous, “Hi there.”


Clonica’s eyes narrow, her gaze darting around the room. “Who the hell are you?” she asks, her voice sharpened with suspicion. She takes a step back, and I can tell she’s putting the pieces together, her instincts screaming trap.


Before she can react, I take aim and fire. The ray hits her square in the back, and she groans, spinning with a fighter’s grace, ready to lash out. But then her eyes meet Mark’s, and I see the fight leave her body, her shoulders slumping even as she breathes out a defeated “fuck…”


Riding high on the thrill of another successful strike, I start to climb down to meet my new partner in crime. Suddenly, my body is slammed against the hard metal of the catwalk, the ray clattering away from my grasp. Dazed, I look up into the furious eyes of another Clonica, this one having snuck up behind me unnoticed.


“Didn’t expect me, did you?” she spits, her voice thick with anger. And just like that, our plan’s gone to shit.


Pinned beneath Clonica’s grip, my mind raced for a solution. I tried to shift my form — to slip away or overpower her — but she anticipated my every move. Then, in a split second, the single Clonica before me became many, her body duplicating itself with a series of rapid pops that echoed through the room. I was now held down by a sea of identical, determined faces.


But the chaos didn’t end there. The Clonica we zapped downstairs appeared at the bottom of the stairwell, wearing a conflicted frown as she surveyed the scene. “What the hell are you doing?” one of the clones holding me down demanded, her voice sharp with confusion.


The shot Clonica hesitated, then stepped back, her form quivering as if she was fighting an internal battle. Suddenly, she duplicated herself, creating more clones that immediately turned on the original ones. The room erupted into a brawl, Clonica against Clonica, as they grappled with the impossibility of their own disobedience.


I seized the opportunity, wriggling free from the distracted clones. “Mark, get to safety!” I yelled, spotting the ray gun on the floor. I snatched it up, ready to fire into the fray. But I hesitated, a wild idea forming. What if I shot some clones and they looked at themselves instead of Mark? Would they want to obey themselves?


The room’s a fucking mess, bodies of Clonicas strewn about like ragdolls at a toddler’s tea party. It’s a surreal sight, each one a mirror image of the other, some still, others squirming under the weight of their victorious counterparts. I can’t tell which side’s come out on top until one of the Clonicas yells out, her voice slicing through the chaos, “Someone bring that boy and the fucking ray gun over here!”


That’s my cue; the Mark-loyal Clonica has won the clone wars. I descend the stairs, stepping over the fallen, and join the clone holding a couple of her sisters. They’re bruised and battered, but the glare in their eyes screams they ain’t done fighting yet.


I can’t help but ask the obvious. “Why don’t you just merge back with them?” I’m curious, despite the shitstorm we’re in.


The Clonica with a grip on her sisters snorts, her usual crass tone laced with annoyance. “Usually I would, but since these bitches haven’t been hit by the ray or ain’t clones of those who have been, I can’t tell if I’d be a mindless drone or a rebel afterward.”


I nod, understanding the dilemma. The clone’s got a point — fuse with an unaffected version, and she’s gambling with her own compliance. Ain’t that a bitch.


Sienna arrives, almost dragging a slightly rattled Mark back into the room. He’s got that ‘I just dodged a bullet’ look plastered all over his face, but he’s unharmed. I grab him by the arm and position him in front of the unconverted Clonicas, their wrists and ankles held tight by their once-sisters-now-masters.


“Alright, eyes on the prize, ladies,” I bark, leveling the ray gun at each of them in turn. The loyal Clonicas make damn sure Mark’s mug is the first thing they see when the ray’s effects kick in. One of them’s a real fighter, clamping her eyes shut, so we have to pry her eyelids open, Clockwork Orange style. It’s a bitch, but once she catches sight of Mark, her body goes slack, another puppet added to the collection.


When the dust settles, there’s a grim sort of silence. The surviving Clonicas survey the carnage, their crude humor breaking through the grim reality. “Well, fuck me sideways,” one of them mutters with a twisted grin, “never thought I’d be offing myself today.”


Another clone, less battle-worn than the rest, saunters over to Mark. She cocks a brow and says with a smirk, “If you were looking for a harem, you just hit the motherfucking jackpot, didn’t you?”


Mark, looking like he’s not sure whether to laugh or bolt, just nods, his eyes wide with a mix of fear and fascination. Yeah, this is one for the history books, alright.


Merging back into one, Clonica looks like a patchwork of all the survivors, her costume torn and cobbled together. She stands there, catching her breath, and runs a hand over the fabric, smoothing down the creases. “Well, shit, that was one fucked-up ordeal,” she mutters, her voice a mix of awe and disgust at the trap she’d walked into.


She turns to Mark, her posture straightening as she gets down to business. “So what now, boss? You wanna fuck me to celebrate your big win, or we doin’ this after dessert?” Her crude words hang in the air, a challenge and an offer all rolled into one.


Mark seems to relax a fraction, a tempted look crossing his face. But before he can answer, Sienna, who’s only answering to my commands, speaks up with a smirk. “Maybe let’s not roll around in the remains of the clone massacre? How ’bout we clean up this goddamn mess first?”


I can’t help but let out a dark chuckle at Sienna’s practicality. The place does look like a twisted crime scene from a superhero slasher flick. Cleaning up is the last thing I want to do, but she’s got a point. We’ve got a shit-ton of work to do before anyone’s getting their rocks off.


Clonica’s gaze is locked onto Mark, waiting for his command with a level of seriousness that nearly mirrors my own. I catch a flicker of something in her eyes, a reflection of my own reality, and I can’t help but wonder if that’s the same look others see in me when I’m waiting on Mark’s words.


And sure enough, when Mark takes in the disaster around us and nods, “Yeah, cleaning up first sounds like a good plan,” Clonica doesn’t hesitate. She sighs, her body tensing as she gears up to duplicate herself again. The effort seems to drain her, and only a handful of clones materialize with visible strain.


“I’m out of fucking juice,” she announces, her voice edged with fatigue. “I won’t be making more clones, so you all might wanna give me a hand.” She throws a glance at Sienna and me, a smirk pulling at her lips despite the exhaustion. “Guess the biggest superhero orgy of all time will have to wait until I’ve recovered from being turned into a nerd’s fuck toy by some of my most trusted friends.”


Her comment hangs in the air, laced with amusement and a hint of bitterness. It’s a messed-up situation, alright, but we’re all in it together now. And as much as the idea of an all-out super-powered fuckfest tickles my fancy, duty calls. We’ve got a lair to clean and a fresh heap of complications to sort through.


We finally get the lair looking like less of a superhero graveyard, and Mark’s looking around, probably wondering if he’s got some kind of cleanup crew superpower he never knew about. “What about the bodies?” he asks, that worried crease back between his brows.


Sienna, ever the one to cut through the bullshit, just pats his shoulder. “Don’t you worry your pretty little head about that.”


The Clonicas circle him like sharks with a smile. They’re throwing out offers left and right, each one cruder and more tempting than the last. Mark goes all shades of red, looking like he might just implode from the indecent proposals.


“Hey, relax,” One Clonica tells him, her voice dripping with that raw, vulgar charm she’s known for. “Whatever you want, we’re here to provide. Ain’t our first rodeo, you know.”


She’s right; Clonica’s reputation as the not-so-saintly superheroine precedes her, and now she’s got a twinkle in her eye that says she’s all in. One clone pipes up, “At least now you’ve got all of us focused on one man.” Another chimes in, “Unless you’re looking to add more to the party?”


Mark just scoffs and shakes his head. “I’m straight,” he says, which gets a shrug and a laugh from the third Clonica. “Your loss, buddy. But hey,” she looks around at her other selves, “does fucking your own clones count as being gay or just an advanced form of masturbation?”


The room erupts in laughter, and I can’t help but join in. It’s fucked up, it’s insane, but it’s our reality now. As the laughter dies down, I lean against the wall, letting my mind wander to the thought of Clonica joining us. The idea sends a jolt of anticipation through me, and I know damn well I’d enjoy every twisted second of it.
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Chapter 7 : Trouble in Paradise


As Mark steps into my lair, a place he’s never been before, I can see the curiosity light up his eyes. I greet him with a kiss, one that’s more for him than for me, but it doesn’t feel wrong. Not anymore. My hands roam over his back, pulling him close because he wants it, and I’m here to please.


Sienna’s standing off to the side, her arms crossed, her face a mask of anger and betrayal. She starts to lay into him, spewing accusations about manipulation and abuse. But with a sharp “Shut up, Sienna,” her rant cuts off mid-sentence, and she falls silent, head bowed obediently. She’s under the ray’s influence now, compelled to obey me, to want what I want.


I turn to Mark, my gaze apologetic. “This wasn’t the plan. I wanted to make her yours, but it didn’t work out that way.”


He mulls over the situation, running a hand through his hair. “So, she’s still going to do what you want, even knowing that you’re doing what I want?”


“Exactly,” I confirm, and I can see him relax a little at that.


His eyes slide over to Sienna, who’s watching us with a mix of disgust and resignation. As Mark approaches, she tenses, her frown deepening. He pauses before her and says, “Get naked.”


Sienna’s refusal is immediate, her voice laced with anger. But I’m here to give Mark what he wants, and if it’s Sienna’s compliance he desires, then that’s what he’ll get. “Sienna, do as he says,” I command, my voice firm.


Her face is a storm of fury, but she can’t resist the order. She strips, her movements sharp and reluctant. Her clothes fall to the floor, revealing the pale skin and fiery curls that cascade down her back. Her breasts are full, her nipples hard with either anger or arousal, maybe both. Her curves are more pronounced in the light, her hips leading down to long legs and a neatly trimmed pubic mound. She stands there, exposed and fuming, yet there’s a glimmer of something else in her eyes—a hint of the obedience that’s been forced upon her.


Mark’s gaze lingers on Sienna’s naked form, and I can tell he’s more than just admiring her. He turns back to me, a question in his eye. “Maybe you should explain to her what you want now.”


I understand what he’s getting at and can’t help but smirk, already a step ahead. I walk over to Sienna, taking my time to appreciate the curves and valleys of her body. I’m not into Mark, but Sienna? She’s always been able to stir something fierce within me. And I can’t help but hope Mark’s into the idea of a threesome.


“Sienna,” I start, my tone gentle but firm, “I want to serve Mark, to be whatever he wants, and to protect him from any threat. And maybe, if he’s into it, for you to join in on the fun.”


Sienna’s eyes, a mix of anger and confusion, search my face, but as my words sink in, I watch her body relax. “If you want to please and serve Mark, then I want to help you do it,” she says, her voice softening.


She lets out a resigned sigh, a glint of her old humor flickering to life. “Well, if Mark’s game, I sure wouldn’t mind joining in. I am bi, after all. Might even enjoy it more than you.”


Mark’s arms are folded as he watches Sienna, and I can tell he’s trying to piece together the situation. “Does anyone else know about… this?” he gestures vaguely, his eyes flicking between Sienna and me.


Sienna shifts, her nakedness almost forgotten in the gravity of the moment. She’s less hesitant than before, probably because she knows I want to please Mark, and because I’ve told her to obey him. “I… I may have mentioned to Clonica that Kat could be compromised,” she admits, her voice steadier than I expected. “Wasn’t specific, though. Just that she might have been hit by a mind-control ray. I was supposed to get back to her with more info.”


I feel a twinge of concern at the mention of Clonica. “We should probably make sure Clonica is on our side then,” I warn Mark. “She’s part of a big league of supers, and if word gets out…”


Sienna can’t help herself, a joke slipping out despite everything. “Mark might enjoy fucking Clonica and all her clones, though,” she says, her sarcasm tinged with a hint of seriousness. “Imagine the possibilities…”


I can feel my cheeks heat up with excitement at the thought, and I’m not ashamed to admit it. “I wouldn’t mind being a part of that,” I say, a little breathless.


Sienna looks at me, a slow smile spreading across her face. “Neither would I, honestly.”


Mark rubs his chin, clearly conflicted. “Using the ray on someone else again… I don’t know.” But there’s a gleam in his eyes as he imagines it—Sienna, Clonica, her clones, and me. “But I can’t say the idea doesn’t have its… appeal.”


Sienna nods, her determination cutting through the tension in the air. “I’ll contact Clonica and set up a meeting here,” she says, her voice steadier now, a testament to her resolve. “All you have to do is stay hidden with the ray, hit her as she comes in, and make sure Mark is the first person she sees after that. If we play this right, I don’t expect any problems.”


I give her a sharp nod of approval. I can’t help but let my gaze linger on her body; her curves are even more enticing when she’s standing there, so defiant yet so under my influence. She catches me staring and quirks a brow, a playful smirk on her lips. “Is there something you want from me, Kat?”


Her question hangs in the air, and Mark lets out a low chuckle. “What is it that you want from Sienna?” he asks, his tone laced with amusement.


For a moment, I’m caught off guard, unsure. I’m supposed to want what Mark wants, but he’s giving me the reins. “Well,” I say, my voice thick with a newfound authority, “I wouldn’t mind seeing Sienna on her knees, her head between my legs. Usually, she’s the one calling the shots, but I’d be lying if I said I didn’t want to flip the script.”


Sienna’s eyes glint with a mix of surprise and eagerness. “I’m more than receptive to that idea,” she responds, her voice a sultry purr.


Mark leans back against a console, his interest clearly piqued. “Then by all means, proceed. Just make sure I have a good view.” His words send a thrill through me, and I’m ready to take full advantage of this unexpected turn of events.


I watch Sienna, her bare skin glowing in the dim light of the lair, and I can feel the electricity crackling at my fingertips. She’s always been a force to reckon with, but now, she’s mine to command. As I approach her, I see the hunger in her eyes—the desire to please me, to do whatever I want, much like my own need to serve Mark.


“Get on your knees,” I command, my voice laced with authority. With a quick, obedient nod, Sienna sinks to the floor before me. I can’t help but shift forms, my clothes melting away and my body responding to the pleasure of control and the anticipation of what’s to come. My breasts swell slightly larger, my hips widen, and my thighs become even more toned, a physical manifestation of my arousal.


As Sienna’s mouth finds my wetness, I throw my head back, moaning at the contact. Her tongue is eager and skilled, swirling around my clit with a fervor that sends jolts of pleasure through my body. I glance over at Mark, who’s settled into a chair, his hand wrapped around his hardening cock, and I know I have to put on a show for him.


“Yes, just like that,” I groan, as Sienna’s lips envelop me, sucking gently. I can feel my form flicker and shift with each wave of ecstasy—my hair growing longer and then shortening, my skin taking on a golden sheen before returning to its sun-kissed hue. All the while, I maintain my focus on Mark, watching him stroke himself, a grin spreading across his face.


“Fuck, that’s it, Sienna,” I pant, my hands finding her head, guiding her movements to match the rhythm that I crave. Her submission to my will, her desire to please me—it’s intoxicating, and I can feel the climax building within me, a storm ready to break.


As the waves of ecstasy crash through me, my form flickers uncontrollably, echoing the intensity of my climax. My body shifts like the surface of a pond caught in a storm, my breasts swelling and shrinking, my hips widening then narrowing, my face cycling through expressions of pleasure. I ride out the orgasm, each shift bringing a fresh wave until I finally steady, panting and spent.


Looking up, I catch Mark’s smirk, his hand moving steadily over his cock. “Need any help with that?” I tease, my voice husky from my exertions.


He nods, the corners of his mouth quirking up further. I start to move towards him, but then I pause, glancing back at Sienna. “Actually, Mark, do you want her to take care of you?” My voice is thick with suggestion and newfound power.


His eyes glint with approval, and he confirms, “Yeah, I’d like that.”


Turning to Sienna, I command with a wicked pleasure, “Suck his cock, Sienna.” She doesn’t hesitate, moving towards Mark with a readiness that belies her earlier reluctance. Kneeling before him, she takes his length into her mouth, her eyes locked on mine. She’s not enjoying this as much as she did with me, that much is clear, but the desire to please me overrides everything else.


Mark groans as Sienna works him, her mouth warm and inviting. She’s good at this, her tongue swirling around the head, her lips tight as she takes him deeper. I watch, a thrill running through me at the sight. Mark’s breath hitches, his hips bucking slightly into her mouth, and I know he’s close. With a final, deep suck, he comes, his seed spilling into Sienna’s mouth. She swallows it down, meeting my gaze with a mix of defiance and submission.


Mark leans back, a self-satisfied smirk playing on his lips. “This is going to be a hell of a lot of fun, owning you both,” he says with a chuckle, his eyes roaming over Sienna and me.


Sienna’s quick to correct him, her tone firm yet resigned. “You don’t own me, Kat does.”


I can’t help but let out a laugh at Sienna’s defiance. Stepping behind her, I wrap an arm around her waist and pull her back against me. “Actually, sweetheart,” I whisper into her ear, “Mark owns you. Because what’s mine is his.”


Sienna lets out a long sigh, her body relaxing against mine as she accepts the new reality. “Fine,” she mutters, and I can feel Mark’s eyes on us, taking in the sight with glee.
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Chapter 6 : Turning the Tables


Stealthily, I make my way back to my lair, slipping through the secret entrance with the grace of a shadow. I pause, scanning the darkened space for any sign of Sienna, but it’s clear. She’s not here.


I move to the secure vault where I keep the more dangerous toys, the ones pilfered from defeated villains. There it is, among the other sinister devices, the ray that Dr. Mind had intended to use on me. I pick up the accompanying note, the words a stark reminder of my current predicament. The device is designed to rewire neural pathways, creating unwavering loyalty to the first person the affected individual locks eyes with. The irony isn’t lost on me; I could’ve been Dr. Mind’s puppet, but fate had other plans. Instead, Mark was the beneficiary of my unintended gaze.


A trap. That’s what I need for Sienna. But how? How do I arrange for her to look into Mark’s eyes after she’s been hit with the ray? The logistics are a nightmare, and I’m not one for patience.


As I grasp the ray, preparing to leave and concoct some sort of plan, an unexpected hiss cuts through the silence, and a tranquilizer arrow lodges itself into the wall beside my head. I jump back, electricity crackling around my fists as I prepare for a fight.


I dodge another arrow, my body crackling with energy, a snarl twisting my lips. Sienna’s out for blood, or more accurately, out to put me to sleep. But my mind’s a fortress now, fortified by the will imposed by the ray. I can’t let her undo what’s been done; can’t let her free me from Mark’s hold. I need it. I want it. Does it matter that my desires are artificial? Not anymore.


“Sienna, stand down!” I shout, ducking behind a steel worktable as another tranquilizer arrow whizzes past. “This isn’t you!”


She replies with another shot, her voice echoing through the lair. “I’m saving you from yourself, Kat!”


It’s a dance of sparks and shadows, my electricity against her stealth. But I’ve got an ace up my sleeve. I catch a glimpse of her fiery hair through a gap in the equipment, and I don’t hesitate. I aim the ray, my finger twitching on the trigger, and let loose a burst of light.


Silence falls. A soft curse breaks it. “Shit…”


“Ready to stand down now?” I call out, peering cautiously from my cover.


Her voice comes, tinged with confusion. “Do you… want me to?”


“Yes, Sienna. I want you to surrender,” I reply, my tone firm yet laced with an undercurrent of sympathy.


A pause, then the sound of metal clattering to the ground. Sienna steps into the light, her weapon abandoned, her posture resigned. “Is this how it’s been with Mark? You just… wanting to do whatever he wants?”


I nod, a smirk playing on my lips. “It’s not that bad, really. It’s been… fun.”


She doesn’t look convinced. “You only think that ’cause the ray fucked with your head.”


I meet her gaze, my own eyes steady. “Does it matter? If what I want is because of the ray, does it change the fact that I want it?” I pause, letting the weight of my words sink in.


She frowns, a conflict playing out behind those once fierce, now subdued eyes. A sigh escapes her, and she nods. “I guess it doesn’t…”
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Chapter 5 : Meet Amber


Walking into the family reunion as Amber, I can feel every eye in the room on us. The family’s gathered in Mark’s parents’ living room, a place that screams middle-class with its plaid couches and family photos. Mark’s a total nerd, right down to the glasses and awkward shuffle, and here I am, the redheaded bombshell on his arm, looking like I just stepped out of a fantasy.


His mom is the first to recover, bustling over with wide eyes. “Mark, honey, who is this?” she gushes, her eyes flicking between us.


I slip my arm through Mark’s, leaning into him like I’m the luckiest girl in the world. “I’m Amber,” I say with a smile that feels surprisingly genuine. “Mark’s girlfriend.”


The conversation that follows is surreal. His uncles are cracking jokes, asking Mark what level of sorcery he used to land a girl like me. His cousins are giving me the third degree, like they can’t believe I’m real. And I’m playing my part to perfection, defending Mark with a quick wit and a loving gaze that says he’s my hero, not just some dork with a lucky break.


It’s fucking weird, acting like I’m madly in love with a guy. Me, a lesbian with a preference for the ladies, now owned by this… well, let’s be honest, less-than-handsome dude. But as I stand there, laughing at his dad’s corny jokes and squeezing Mark’s hand, I realize I’m actually enjoying making him look good.


Mark’s sister, a sharp-tongued woman with a skeptical look, leans in close. “So, Amber, what’s a gorgeous thing like you doing with a guy like Mark?”


I don’t miss a beat. “He’s kind, smart, and he treats me like a queen,” I say, pouring every ounce of sincerity I can muster into my voice. “What more could a girl want?”


And just like that, I’ve got them eating out of the palm of my hand. I’m telling stories, laughing, and feeling Mark’s pride swell with every compliment thrown his way. It’s a bizarre twist of fate, but here I am, Volt Vixen, a shapeshifting superhero, playing the role of the perfect girlfriend to a nerd who just happened to become my master. And against all odds, I’m fucking happy to do it.


Glancing out the window, I spot something off in the garden. There’s a figure skulking behind the bushes, not quite hidden from my view. Excusing myself with a quick peck on Mark’s cheek, I slip outside, my heart pounding but not from fear. I know how to handle trouble.


I find Sienna, my fiery assistant, arms crossed and looking like she’s ready to spit nails. “What the hell are you doing here, Kat?” she hisses, her gaze cutting.


I keep my voice low, trying to sound casual. “Just helping out a friend,” I lie through my teeth. “Mark needed a fake girlfriend to get his family off his back. It’s nothing, just for today.”


Sienna’s not buying it, her eyes narrowing. “Bullshit. You’ve been off ever since that run-in with Dr. Mind. I’ve been following you, Kat. This isn’t you.”


I take a step back, my gut twisting. “Sienna, I—”


She steps forward, her anger giving way to concern. “Let me scan you, back at the lair. We need to know if that ray fucked with your head.”


I shake my head, even though a part of me screams that she’s right. “I can’t, Sienna. I have to stay,” I say, and it’s the truth, but not for the reason I’m pretending. “Maybe later…”


We stare each other down, two sides of a coin that’s been tossed in the air. She finally turns away, her voice heavy. “I’m not letting this go, Kat.”


I head back to the reunion, slipping my hand into Mark’s as if nothing had happened. But I lean in close, my voice barely above a whisper, “We might have a situation with my assistant, Sienna. She’s been tailing me and she’s convinced I’m brainwashed or some shit.”


Mark’s eyes meet mine, and there’s a flicker of guilt, or maybe it’s concern. “But… you are,” he points out, his voice just as low.


We’re standing there, surrounded by his family’s buzz of conversation, locked in this heavy silence. I can feel the weight of his words, and it’s like a punch to the gut. ’Cause he’s right. Dr. Mind’s ray did a number on me, and here I am, playing house.


I push past the weirdness, the reality of the situation, and focus on the problem at hand. “Listen, I’ve got the ray stashed at the lair. What if we use it on Sienna? Could solve our little problem.”


He’s clearly uncomfortable with the idea, shifting from foot to foot. “I don’t know, Kat… One mind-controlled superhero is a lot; two might be a bit much.”


“Don’t sweat it,” I reassure him, throwing in a little tease, “Sienna’s no superhero. But she is a hot redhead, just the way you like ’em.”


He cracks a smile, and I know I’ve got him on board, at least with the idea of Sienna. We’re playing a dangerous game here, but fuck it, I’m already deep in this twisted fantasy, might as well see how far the rabbit hole goes.


We wrap up the day with Mark’s family, and I’m still playing the role of the devoted Amber. I give Mark a lingering, tender kiss, making sure to keep up appearances until we’re well out of sight. As soon as we’re alone, and I’m certain no prying eyes are on us, I let the façade drop, shifting back into Volt Vixen. My body hums with energy as I zap the transponder Sienna uses to track me, frying it with a satisfying sizzle.
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Chapter 4 : A Tailored Devotion


Chillin’ on Mark’s couch, I’m dressed down in some casual clothes, a far cry from my usual skin-tight fighting gear. I look… normal, which is weird as hell for me, but it feels oddly right given the circumstances.


“So, this is kinda fucked up, huh?” I say, breaking the ice as I catch Mark giving me another one of his unsure looks. “You owning me and all.”


“Yeah, it’s… it’s a lot,” he admits, rubbing the back of his neck. “I’m still not sure how to wrap my head around it.”


I throw my legs up on the coffee table, leaning back with a casual shrug. “Feels pretty normal to me. Just another day of doing whatever the fuck I need to,” I say with a half-smile. “And hey, if you’re still feeling weird about it, I can suck your dick or offer up my ass to lighten the mood.” I’m only half-joking, watching closely for his reaction.


He laughs, but it’s a bit strained. “Let’s just plan out the day, okay? How you’re gonna act like my girlfriend and all that.”


I arch an eyebrow, a sly grin playing on my lips. “I can be your girlfriend in all the ways that matter, you know,” I tease, letting my body subtly morph to accentuate my curves a touch more, just enough to draw his eyes to the right places.


But he’s not having it, his frustration clear. “Kat, come on…”


Shit, I let myself get carried away. I reel it back, feeling a twinge of guilt. “Sorry, sorry. I didn’t mean to push it. What do you want, huh? Your perfect girlfriend—what’s she look like?”


He blinks at me, surprised by the question. “I… I didn’t expect you to show up as Volt Vixen, if that’s what you’re asking.”


I lean forward, my elbows on my knees. “Then let’s craft that perfect girlfriend for you. What’s she like, Mark? Spill the details. I’m your goddamn genie right now—your wish, my command.” I can see the wheels turning in his head, the power of choice lighting up his eyes. And I can’t help but think, lucky bastard gets to design his dream girl, and I’m the one who’s gonna make it come to life.


Mark’s eyes light up, a kid in a candy store that’s just been given free rein. “You’re seriously gonna let me decide?” he asks, his voice tinged with disbelief.


“Fuck yeah, I am. Shoot,” I reply, already feeling the tingle of my powers at the ready.


He starts with, “I’ve always had a thing for redheads,” and I chuckle, feeling my hair shift in color and texture. I toss my head slightly, letting him take in the fiery shade now crowning my head. “Like this?”


“Yeah, but keep it short,” he instructs, and I feel my hair retracting, shaping itself into a sassy pixie cut.


“Green eyes good for you?” I ask, already feeling the emerald hue bleed into my irises.


He nods, and as I blink, my eyes settle into the new color. “Perfect,” he murmurs, a little breathless.


“Alright, what’s next?” I prod, crossing my arms under my tits and giving him a full view.


He’s hesitant for a second, then admits, “I like them a bit smaller,” and I shrink down a couple of inches, still tall but not towering.


His gaze drops to my chest, and he mumbles something about big tits. I grin and inflate my chest, going overboard till I’m cartoonish. “Too much?”


He gulps, “Yeah, tone it down. Natural, you know?”


I roll my eyes playfully and adjust, feeling the weight settle into a more realistic, yet still generous size. “Wanna give ’em a test run?” I offer, and he can’t resist copping a feel. His hands are warm, a little rough, and he squeezes just right to make me stifle a moan. But when I see his cock starting to tent his pants, I know it’s time to switch gears.


“Face, freckles, anything else?” I ask, shifting my features subtly, adding the cute specks across my nose and cheeks.


He’s staring now, wide-eyed and slack-jawed. “Jesus, Kat… you look incredible.”


A smirk curls my lips. “Voice too. What you want me to sound like?”


He’s amazed, completely caught up in the magic show. We play with pitches and tones until we find one that’s all honey and warmth. “I can’t promise I’ll act as cute as this sounds, but I’ll give it a shot,” I say, the new voice smooth as silk.


“You’re perfect, Kat. Fucking perfect,” he says, and I can tell he means it.


I stand before him, the embodiment of his fantasies, ready to play the part of the perfect girlfriend. And I can’t help but think how fucking lucky he is to have me, Volt Vixen, at his beck and call.


“I could make this my default look when we’re out and about,” I suggest to Mark, glancing down at my newly adjusted assets with a smirk. “Might even keep it for our private time, if you want the full girlfriend package.”


His grin tells me he’s more than just okay with that idea. He slides up behind me, hands finding my hips before wandering up to cup my now-perfect tits. I know, in any other situation, I’d have electrocuted him for less, but the way I’m wired now, all I can think about is how much I want to give him whatever he wants.


As his fingers dig into my flesh, I can’t help but push back against him, my body responding to his touch. But just as I start to get into it, he pushes me away, reminding me there’s work to do.


“So, what’s my backstory?” I ask, turning to face him with my hands planted on my hips. “Gotta be something I can remember easily, since we’re on the clock here.”


He hesitates, his cheeks flushing with a shy shade of red. “Doesn’t really matter,” he mumbles. “I just… want to show you off, honestly.”


I laugh, the sound richer and warmer with my new voice. “Well, I’m all for giving you whatever you want,” I say, and then lean in closer, dropping my voice to a sultry whisper, “I won’t take it the wrong way if you use me as your glorified fuck doll in public.”


We both know I need a new name for this gig, something that’ll fit the hot, cute redhead I’ve become. “So, what’s it gonna be? What do you name your new human pet?” I tease, nudging him with my elbow.


He thinks for a moment, his eyes scanning over me like I’m a piece of art he’s just created. “Let’s call you… Amber,” he finally says, a satisfied nod accompanying the decision.


“Amber, it is,” I affirm, the name feeling as natural as the freckles on my cheeks. “Just remember, I’m all yours, Mark. Whatever you want, Amber’s game.”
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Chapter 10 : Mastering the Mastermind


As dusk turns to darkness, the lair falls into a stillness, broken only by the occasional sound of someone knocking on what’s now Mark’s bedroom door, followed by his gruff demand for privacy. With no news from him, we all eventually retreat to our respective rooms for the night. I find myself in one of the guest rooms, feeling an odd dislocation in my own lair, but if Mark wants solitude, I’m damn well going to give it to him.


Brushing my teeth, I’m suddenly on high alert as I hear a sound from the bedroom. Toothbrush in hand, I morph into a more combat-ready form, ready to pounce at a moment’s notice. I barely register the figure in the room before a familiar beam of light hits me, my eyes tracking the dancing particles as they settle.


Dr. Mind stands before me, his aged appearance belying a keen intellect. His hair, a distinguished silver, is swept back neatly, and his glasses rest on the bridge of his nose, catching the light as he smirks at me. The usual white lab coat he wears is pristine, contrasting with the dark leather gloves fitted snugly on his hands.


“Did you really think I’d let our last encounter be the end, Volt Vixen. Or should I call you Katrina?” His voice is smooth, almost charming, but the gleam in his eye is pure triumph. “I was so certain I had you with my ray last time. But no matter, you’re mine now.”


A frown creases my brow as I realize he’s right. The urge to please him is overwhelming, as if it’s been etched into my very being. But then, Mark flashes across my mind and a surge of conflict roils within me. I no longer feel the loyalty that had been so strong, replaced by a sense of disgust at the memories of what I’ve done for him, despite my natural inclinations. Yet, there’s a niggling thought that maybe it wasn’t all bad—that I actually had some good times with him.


I can’t help but let out a laugh, looking at Dr. Mind. “Well, aren’t you the cat that caught the canary? You’ve got me. I want what you want, and it seems you’ve got exactly that.”


He adjusts his glasses, his expression one of refined satisfaction. “My dear, let’s not dwell on the past. We have a future to build. Together.” His gentlemanly demeanor is almost convincing, but we both know the truth—his ray has made me his puppet, and for now, I can’t resist the strings.


As I stand there, toothpaste frothing at the corner of my mouth, a strange sense of déjà vu washes over me. It’s almost comical how quickly my invincible self has been flipped on its head… again.


“Dr. Mind,” I begin, spitting into the sink and wiping my mouth, “you should know, your ray actually did work on me the first time around. But, see, I… kinda fell for Mark, one of your hostages at the time.”


His laughter fills the room, rich and full of genuine amusement. “My, my, that’s quite the twist. The man has been exceptionally lucky, and apparently quite shrewd to evade capture this long.” Dr. Mind strokes his chin thoughtfully. “I’ll give him that. And I suppose I should be grateful; it simplifies matters for me considerably. I might not even punish him too severely for his interference.”


I’m surprised to find myself feeling a twinge of relief at his words, even though I’m aware I could snuff out Mark without a second thought if commanded.


“There’s also the matter of Clonica. One of her copies is here, bound to Mark,” I report dutifully, my newfound loyalty dictating my actions.


Dr. Mind chuckles, a low, knowing sound. “Ah, I’ve already addressed that little complication.” He turns and calls out, “Clonica, darling, come here.”


The door swings open, and in struts Clonica with her characteristic swagger, a smirk on her lips. “Looks like I’m the hot potato, passing from hand to hand,” she quips, her voice laced with her usual crass humor.


Before I can respond, Dr. Mind interjects, “I’ve been informed the other Clonica is out playing hero. She won’t return until it’s too late.” The clone at our side nods in confirmation, her smirk unwavering.


“And Sienna?” I add, feeling the need to lay all the cards on the table. “She’s under my influence thanks to the ray. But she’s no threat; she’ll do anything I want, even if what I want is controlled by someone else.”


Dr. Mind nods, his expression one of approval. “Excellent. Then it seems we have everything in order. Your loyalty is most appreciated, Katrina, or should I simply call you Kat now?” His tone is polite, the epitome of a gentleman, yet behind that civility, we both understand the gravity of his control.


I can’t help but chuckle at the absurdity of it all. “You can call me whatever the fuck you want,” I tell Dr. Mind with a wry smile. “I’ll be more than glad for it.”



Dr. Mind nods, a sinister amusement in his eyes, and declares, “Then Whore it is, for all the pain you’ve caused me.” He launches into his tale of escape from supermax, pride swelling in his voice. “Even stripped of my gadgets, I’ve proven that the mind is the greatest tool. Those simpleton guards never stood a chance against classic hypnosis.”


Clonica and I exchange a glance, knowing full well that stroking his ego is the game we’re playing now. We feed into it, nodding and hanging on his every word as if they’re gospel.


His gaze sweeps over me, and he commands, “Strip, Whore.”


Without hesitation, my clothes vanish, and I stand there naked, the cool air of the room making my nipples harden. It’s almost routine now, the way these guys demand I get naked, but there’s a part of me that’s fucking thrilled to oblige because of that stupid mind ray. I don’t mind, of course, I don’t…


Clonica, ever the crude one, pipes up, “Should I get in on this action too?”


Dr. Mind waves her off, “Not now. I have a score to settle with our dear Vixen.” His eyes fix on me as he unzips his pants. “Get on your knees and show me how a Whore pleases.”


And so I do. I kneel before him, taking his aging cock into my mouth. I’m not thrilled to be sucking him off; he’s a man, I’m a dyke, and he’s not exactly my type. But it’s not about what I want. It’s about pleasing him, and damn if I don’t want to do that.


I’m working my mouth around Dr. Mind’s shaft, my tongue swirling, when suddenly there’s a fucking commotion behind him. A blast of light slams into the old man’s back, and he groans, completely thrown off.


“Mark!” Clonica screeches, her voice laced with urgency. She’s splitting faster than a cell in mitosis, tackling Mark and sending his ray gun skittering across the floor.


I pop off Dr. Mind’s dick and stand, ready to throw down for him, which is all sorts of fucked up. But there he is, looking lost as a kid in a carnival, and here I am, muscles rippling, ready to rumble. Clonica’s got Mark pinned, the poor bastard gasping like a fish out of water.


Dr. Mind is begging, “Stop, please!” and he’s looking at Mark with these goddamn puppy eyes. What the actual fuck?


Then it clicks. Mark’s got Dr. Mind wrapped around his little finger now. Clonica’s cackling, and I can’t help but smirk. “Looks like you’ve got yourself a new plaything, Mark. Doubt he’ll be as fun to fuck, though.”


Dr. Mind’s face is redder than a baboon’s ass, but he’s still got that gentlemanly tone. “If Mr. Mark desires to… engage with me, I shall endeavor to meet his needs, though I would prefer otherwise…”


Sienna bursts in, her eyes wide with confusion. “What the hell is going on here?” She spots Dr. Mind and her brow furrows deeper. “Who’s controlling who?”


I rub my temples, feeling a migraine coming on. “It’s a clusterfuck, Sienna. Mark’s got Dr. Mind. Dr. Mind’s got me and Clonica. And Clonica’s got jokes for days.”


The crude Clonica chimes in with a snort, “More like a daisy chain of domination.”


Sienna sighs, looking as if she’s ready to walk the fuck out. “Great, just what we needed. Another Tuesday.”


The Clonicas, each one straddling Mark, look over to Dr. Mind for the go-ahead, their bodies tense with anticipation. With a slight nod from the old man, they release their grip and converge back into a single form, standing beside me with a smirk.


Sienna’s confusion is palpable, and I get it, I really fucking do. My loyalty is supposed to be with Dr. Mind, but he’s all puppy-eyed for Mark now. I’m taking orders from a man who’s taking orders from another man. It’s a twisted game of telephone, and it’s giving me a headache.


Sienna catches my eye, her own expression a mix of sympathy and I-told-you-so. “Looks like you and Clonica finally get how shitty it is to be at the bottom of the food chain,” she says with a bitter half-smile.


Dr. Mind, still displaying that composed facade, turns to Mark. “What would you have us do, sir?” His voice is steady, but there’s an undercurrent of something I can’t quite place.


Mark stands, dusting himself off, the picture of determination. “I want the girls back under my control,” he says, his voice firm.


Dr. Mind explains, “The original ray, the one you just zapped me with, Mark, it’s a one-shot deal. Use it twice on someone, and you’ll cook their brains.” We all flinch at the thought. “But,” he continues, “I came prepared with an upgraded version. It realigns neural pathways without frying them. It’s what I used on Clonica and Vixen here. We can reset as often as necessary.”


Mark scoops up Dr. Mind’s fancy new ray gun from where it lies next to the old man’s still-dropped trousers. He turns the device over in his hands, clearly impressed. Dr. Mind, his cheeks still flushed from the previous events, launches into a spiel about the ingenuity of his creation, his ego somehow remaining intact despite the recent shift in power dynamics. “I must admit,” he says with a chuckle that doesn’t quite reach his eyes, “I never imagined I’d find myself on this end of the device. An odd sense of tranquility, indeed.”


Clonica, Sienna, and I can’t help but let out a laugh at the irony of it all. We’ve all been on the receiving end of that ray more times than we’d care to admit.


Mark points the gun at Sienna, who’s frowning now, a mix of annoyance and resignation on her face. “You’re shitting me, right? I’m already doing Vixen’s bidding happily here,” she protests, but we all know it’s a futile argument. She’s aware that resistance is pointless; Mark only has to pull a few strings to get what he wants.


With a zap, Sienna’s body relaxes, and she looks up at Mark, a chuckle escaping her lips. “Well, at least I’m not the bottom bitch anymore,” she quips, shaking her head.


He turns the ray on Clonica next, and then finally, it’s my turn. I’m uneasy, feeling like I’m about to betray Dr. Mind, even though I know it’s what he would want—what Mark wants. As the ray hits me, my body floods with that familiar, unwelcome allegiance to Mark, and a visceral disgust for Dr. Mind washes over me. Fuck, this is one hell of a mess we’re in.


Mark steps closer to Dr. Mind, who looks up at him with a calm, almost serene expression. “You’re working for me now,” Mark states, a note of command in his voice that’s new but not entirely unwelcome.


Dr. Mind inclines his head, the picture of servitude. “I would be more than happy to employ my considerable intellect in your service,” he replies, his tone still dripping with that gentlemanly charm even as his new position humbles him.


The room is thick with a sense of victory, and we can’t help but feel a surge of gladness that the bastard is under someone’s thumb for once. There’s an unspoken acknowledgment among us that while Mark might have a hint of supervillain in him now, he’s still a damn sight better than Dr. Mind ever was. Plus, the loyalty we feel towards him is familiar, a comforting anchor in the chaos of the past few days.


Mark looks my way, and I’m more than ready to oblige. “Kat, can you provide the good doctor with the tools and space he needs to work for me?”


“Absolutely,” I reply, already thinking of the empty labs downstairs that’ll suit Dr. Mind’s brainy ass just fine. There’s a part of me that still resents him for all the shit he’s put us through, but I’m not about to whine about it. If anything, it’s a relief not having to plot revenge or worry about being under his control again.


Sienna’s eyes are locked on Mark, and I notice the shift in her gaze. There’s a new kind of respect there, or maybe it’s just the ray doing its thing. Either way, it’s a far cry from the repulsion she used to barely hide.
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Chapter 11 : Heroes, Villains and Cereal


I wake up with a pounding in my skull that feels like I’ve been hit with my own damn lightning bolt. Groaning, I stumble out of bed and drag my ass to the kitchen for some coffee, hoping it’ll zap me back to life. Clonica’s already there, nursing a cup of joe and munching on pastries like it’s the end of the world.


As soon as she sees me, Clonica grins, her mouth full. “Looks like you’ve got a case of the brain-fucks too, huh? Must be that damn ray gun hangover.” She’s always had a way with words…


She smirks, licking some pastry filling off her finger. “Oh, he’s up, alright,” she says with a wink. “But still in bed, if you catch my drift.”


I pour myself a cup of coffee, noticing the lack of Sienna’s usual early bird routine. She’s always been the one to make sure I start my day with a decent breakfast, and I feel a twinge of sadness realizing she’s not just out from under my thumb, but now directly under Mark’s. It’s like losing a piece of my morning ritual.


“Sienna’s with him, isn’t she?” I ask, though it’s more of a statement. “Fucking him?”


Clonica’s grin widens. “Like a champ. She went to wake him up with her mouth. Seems pretty damn eager about it, too.”


I raise an eyebrow at her. “And why aren’t you in there, joining the party? Not like you to pass up on a good time.”


She leans back, a playful glint in her eyes. “Who says I’m not?” she teases.


As I rub the sleep from my eyes and try to shake off the headache, I can’t help but feel the pull of my loyalty to Mark. “Should I… go join them?” I ask, half out of duty, half out of a desire to be where the action is.


Clonica, with a mouthful of pastry, waves a hand dismissively. “Trust me, sweetheart, that room’s got more tail than a pet store. I doubt there’s room for you to even breathe in there,” she says, and I can tell she’s only half-joking.


Slightly frustrated but weirdly okay with it, I grab a croissant from the basket and take a big bite. I’m just realizing that knowing Mark’s getting his rocks off has a strange way of making me feel content, even if I’m not the one doing the pleasing.


Just as I’m pouring myself another cup of coffee, Dr. Mind strolls into the kitchen like he owns the place, which is a fucking weird sight to see. “Good morning, ladies,” he greets us, with that polished accent of his that makes everything sound like a royal decree.


Clonica and I exchange a look before we return the greeting, the air thick with the oddity of having a former supervillain casually searching for breakfast among us.


He chuckles, pulling out a box of cereal from the cupboard. “I must say, the young master does seem to be having quite the delightful morning,” he says, and even though his words are light, there’s a weight behind them that tells me he’s still adjusting to this new reality.


I frown, the weight of reality sinking in. “You’ve been careful, right? No one can trace you back here?” I ask Dr. Mind, the paranoia gnawing at me despite the absurdity of the situation. The old man just chuckles, clearly amused by the idea.


“My dear, your lair is the absolute last place anyone would expect to find me. I assure you, my escape was meticulous,” he replies, his confidence almost irritating.


Clonica, ever the pragmatist despite her crude sense of humor, chimes in. “We’d better keep our eyes peeled for any heat about your little ‘vacation’ from the slammer, though,” she says. Dr. Mind nods in agreement, shoveling in another spoonful of cereal.


For a few minutes, there’s nothing but the sound of us munching on our breakfast, sipping coffee, lost in our own thoughts. Then it hits me—the sheer ridiculousness of it all. I burst out laughing, and soon Dr. Mind and Clonica join in, their chuckles filling the kitchen.


It’s a bizarre picture: two superpowered women and one supervillain, all sharing a meal and bound by mind control to some average Joe who got lucky. The irony of it is just too damn funny.


My head’s still pounding like a bad hangover as I pour myself another cup of coffee, and then the bedroom door swings open. In walks Mark, flanked by a small army of sweaty and thoroughly disheveled Clonicas and one particularly satisfied-looking Sienna. They’re a mess of tangled hair and flushed skin, and it’s clear they’ve had one hell of a morning.


As the Clonicas saunter in, they start to merge back into the original, standing next to me at the counter with a satisfied smirk on her face. Her hair’s sticking up in places it wasn’t before, and her clothes are twisted in a way that says she’s been rolling around in the sheets.


Mark plops down at the table with Sienna, who’s looking more content than I’ve ever seen her. I can’t stop my gaze from lingering on her, my fiery assistant, who’s always been more to me than just a sidekick. Jealousy should be gnawing at me, but instead, there’s this strange sense of pride that she’s served Mark well.


Mark turns to Dr. Mind, who’s still polishing off his breakfast like he’s got all the time in the world. “Any bright ideas on how you can put that big brain to work for me?” Mark asks, with a hint of challenge in his voice.


Dr. Mind sets his spoon down, ready to launch into a monologue about his intellectual prowess. But then he catches himself, realizing that all his smarts don’t mean jack if he doesn’t know what Mark wants. “What is it you desire, sir?” he asks, with a deference that’s almost comical coming from someone who used to be top dog.


Mark’s smirk spreads across his face like a crackling current, and he leans back in his chair, all casual-like. “Can we make the ray gun a bit more… discreet? Smaller, maybe? Something that doesn’t look like a damn retro toy. Oh, and can you make the ray invisible and silent while you’re at it?”


Dr. Mind’s bushy eyebrows twitch, and for a second it looks like he’s about to launch into a defense of his masterpiece’s aesthetic, but he cuts himself off. He strokes his chin thoughtfully, the gears clearly turning in that big brain of his. “I’ll do my best,” he concedes after a moment, the old pride of an artist surrendering to the practicality of a craftsman.


“And what about the whole ‘having to gaze into my eyes’ thing?” Mark presses on, clearly not done with his wish list. “Can’t we skip that step? Make it automatic or something?”


The question seems to prick at Dr. Mind’s ego just a tad, but he’s quick to school his features into that placid, servant’s mask. “It’s… tricky,” he admits, pushing his cereal bowl aside. “Even if I could weave the imprinting process into the ray’s effect, it would never be as effective as the victims seeing you in person immediately after being zapped. The direct connection is essential for the loyalty to take hold.”


I lean against the kitchen counter, my headache subsiding enough to let curiosity take the wheel. “So, Mark, what’s the endgame here? How can we help?” I watch him closely, my instincts still sharp as ever despite the ray’s influence.


Mark takes a moment, his smirk lingering as he contemplates his next move. “Last night was a close call. We need to be more careful, more discreet. You and Clonica are tough as nails, but two supers ain’t gonna cut it if shit hits the fan. We need a wider variety of skills around here.”


Clonica, who’s still smoothing out her hair from the merge, snorts. “Variety, huh? I bet you’re talking about more than just combat skills.” Her voice drips with innuendo, and Mark’s confirming nod and smirk tells me she’s hit the nail on the head.


An idea sparks in my head, bright as the electricity I wield. “I’ve been chatting with some high rollers, thinking about starting my own league of supers. It’d be the perfect cover for what you’re looking for,” I tell him, the plan unfolding in my mind like a blueprint.


I turn to Clonica, who’s already eyeing me with interest. “You could leave your current gig, help me kickstart this new league. Staying here’s raising eyebrows, and we need to play this smart.”


Mark nods, clearly on board. “I like it, Kat. I want to help you make it happen,” he says, his voice gentle but determined. “Outside of keeping me safe and satisfying a few… urges, you’ve got free rein to do your thing.”


It’s a strange sort of freedom, all things considered. But it’s enough to get the wheels turning, and I’m already listing potential recruits in my head. If we’re gonna do this, we’re gonna do it big—and we’re gonna do it right.


Dr. Mind speaks up with a refined tone, “If I am to make the suggested modifications to the ray gun, we could potentially persuade even the most formidable supers to join our ranks. It would certainly cover Mark’s needs.” He pauses, a calculating glint in his eye. “And perhaps, recruiting some villains might be beneficial if we are to have a full spectrum of abilities at our disposal.”


I nod along, but Clonica’s frown cuts through the planning session. “We gotta tread lightly, people,” she warns, her voice laced with a seriousness that’s rare for her. “There are supers out there who can read minds. Don’t think for a second they won’t pick up on us being brainwashed.” She’s right, and the gravity of her words sinks in.


Mark considers this, his smirk fading into a look of contemplation. “If we turn some of those mind readers to our side, and maybe snag a couple of mind controllers, it could work to our advantage,” he muses, the wheels clearly turning in his head.


Dr. Mind, however, isn’t one to let optimism cloud his judgment. “While I have been perfecting rays that could potentially control even those with psychic defenses, I cannot guarantee efficacy across the board. Mind readers are a tricky bunch,” he admits, his spoon clinking against the bowl as he stirs his thoughts with his breakfast.


Everyone around the table shares a moment of silent understanding. The plan is solid, but the risks are as high as the city’s skyscrapers. I take a deep breath, feeling the electric charge of challenge in the air. This is going to be one hell of a ride.


Mark’s got that look in his eye, the one that says he’s done talking strategy for now. “We’re steering clear of mind readers for the time being,” he says, and I can’t help but agree. “Kat, I want you to start on that league. Get me a list of the best supers you think we can convince with the updated ray gun.” He pauses and gives me a look that’s downright serious. “They need to be powerful, skillful, and hot as fuck.”


I can’t help but let out a snort, and Clonica joins me with a laugh, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “What a shocker,” she quips, “Mark wants his own supermodel army.”


We all share a good laugh, the tension easing out of the room like air from a balloon. I’m already flipping through my mental rolodex of heroes, ticking off names and abilities, and yeah, hotness.


“I’ll get on it,” I tell Mark, feeling that familiar thrill of a new mission. It’s fucked up, sure, forming a league by playing puppeteer with the best heroes out there. But considering I’m now wired to serve the whims of a kid who stumbled into super-villainy, things could be a hell of a lot worse. Mark’s not out to hurt anyone beyond his growing harem, and hell, this league could actually do some good around town.


Time to get to work.
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Chapter 12 : Breaking the Spell


I’m waiting in the main hall of our not-so-humble lair when Mystique Mirage saunters through the door. She’s a sight for sore eyes, all elegance and mystery wrapped up in one hell of a package. Her costume clings to her like a second skin, a shimmering indigo bodysuit that seems to ripple with every movement, as if her very presence is an illusion. It’s accentuated with silver filigree that traces up her sides, highlighting her curves in a way that’s damn near hypnotic. Her mask is a simple, elegant design that covers her eyes, leaving just enough to the imagination while her long, platinum blonde hair cascades down her back.


“Mystique, ma chérie, welcome to our lair,” I greet her with a grin, feeling the familiar spark of electricity at the sight of an old friend. She’s got that air of French sophistication, looking like she stepped out of a high-class soirée instead of the gritty streets of a U.S. city.


“Katrina, it is always a pleasure,” she replies with a soft smile, her accent wrapping around each word like a caress. “Though I must confess, your invitation was unexpected. I have been approached by… more established leagues.” She gives a delicate shrug, her poise unshakable.


I lead her to the meeting room, the door sliding open with a hiss. “I know we’re the new kids on the block, but trust me, we’ve got potential,” I say, feeling the buzz of anticipation.


Inside, Mark stands up from the table, his big glasses almost comically large on his face and that nerdy charm turned up to eleven in his awkwardly fitted suit. “Mystique Mirage, it’s an honor,” he says with an earnestness that’s borderline adorable. “I’m Mark, co-founder and investor of what we’re hoping will become the next big thing in super leagues.”


Mystique extends a hand, her movements still graceful despite the informal setting. “Enchantée, Mark. Your vision for this league is… intriguing,” she says, her gaze flickering between us. “I am curious to see what you have planned.”


I cut in before Mark can nerd out too hard. “We’re aiming for power, versatility, and a dash of sex appeal,” I say, winking at Mystique. “You fit the bill perfectly, and your illusions could be a game-changer for us.”


She laughs, a sound as melodic as it is genuine. “Flattery will get you everywhere, ma chérie. But I will need more than sweet talk to be convinced.”


Mark nods, eager. “Of course, we’ll give you all the details. And don’t worry, we’ve got more than just talk to impress you.” He’s trying for suave, but the guy’s got all the smoothness of a brick wall. Still, if our little plan works as expected, it wont matter.


I slip away from Mystique Mirage with a nod and a smile, leaving her with Mark in the meeting room. Climbing the stairs, I can feel the tension in my gut, the same kind of buzz before a lightning strike. I find Dr. Mind upstairs, his eyes glued to a small monitor that’s wired to a discreet camera in the room below.


The hole in the wall is barely noticeable, but through it, he’s got a clear shot at Mystique. He’s holding his latest contraption, the new and improved ray gun, all sleek and silent. He doesn’t even need to whisper a countdown; his smirk tells me it’s go time.


Downstairs, Mark is doing his damnedest to keep Mystique occupied, talking her ear off about his big plans for the league. He’s as subtle as a sledgehammer, but it doesn’t matter. Mystique’s eyes suddenly sharpen on him, her expression shifting from polite interest to a dazed confusion.


“Mark, if it is your wish for me to join, bien sûr, I will,” she murmurs, her voice taking on a sultry note that wasn’t there before. Mark practically beams, and I can see the victory in his posture.


“And is there… anything else I can do for you?” Mystique’s words are heavy with a new intent, her body language shifting to something more inviting, more eager to please. She’s under, all right.


I turn to Dr. Mind, giving him a nod. “Impressive gadget, Doc.”


With his usual grandiose flair, he responds, “Thank you, Katrina. It is but a testament to my unparalleled genius.”


I can’t help but roll my eyes at his ego-stroking, but I can’t argue with results. Mystique Mirage, a super capable of creating flawless illusions, now stands ready to serve our cause. And if the look in her eyes is anything to go by, she’s ready to use all her assets for Mark’s satisfaction.


I make my way back downstairs, the hum of electricity under my skin a steady reminder of the charged situation. As I step into the meeting room, I catch the tail end of Mark’s awkward explanation to Mystique Mirage about her sudden and involuntary induction into our ranks.


Mystique turns to me, a playful smirk on her full lips. “Katrina, chérie, did you lure me into a trap?” she teases, her eyes alight with faux betrayal. “And here I thought we were amies.”


I tense up, ready for a fight or flight, but then I remember: she’s one of us now. She can’t be pissed, not really. “Looks like you’re caught in the web, Mirage,” I reply, my voice steady.


She chuckles, the sound rich and throaty. “I suppose I might have to suck Mark’s cock now, non?” The joke lands with the precision of a well-aimed dagger, and she follows it up with a sudden, serious tilt of her head towards Mark. “Would you like that, monsieur?”


Mark’s face turns a shade that’d make a ripe tomato jealous, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. I can’t help but laugh, breaking the tension. “I’d bet my last bolt he’d love that, Mirage. And if you need some privacy, I can make myself scarce.”


Mark scoffs, regaining some composure. “Maybe later,” he manages to get out, clearing his throat. “But right now, we’ve got a briefing to get through.”


Mark, still a bit red in the face, turns back to Mystique Mirage. “You’re essential to giving our league credibility,” he tells her, trying to regain his professional demeanor. “You’re the first high-level super we’re inviting to join.”


Mystique finds that more than amusing, and she glances down at her own body as if she’s just realized how it curves and swells in all the right places. “Ah, I see,” she purrs. “You are also recruiting based on looks, n’est-ce pas?”


Mark’s blush deepens, and he stammers for a moment before recovering. “It’s not just about attractiveness. It’s about protecting me and my… new assets.”


With a playful giggle, Mystique Mirage runs her hands provocatively over her ample breasts, which strain against the fabric of her suit. Her powers kick in, and suddenly erotic moans fill the air, accompanied by vivid images of her body in various states of undress. “Like these assets?” she teases, her eyes locked on Mark.


I watch, a frown pulling at my lips. I’m conflicted. On one hand, Mirage seems pretty goddamn eager to please, using her powers to create a sensual display that’s obviously working on Mark. On the other, I’ve got orders to keep this meeting on track, and right now, we’re derailing faster than a bullet train. With a throat-clearing cough from me, Mirage halts her display, and the room returns to normal.


Taking a moment to adjust himself, Mark quickly switches gears back to business. “You’ve met a lot of supers on your league tour. We’re hoping you can introduce us to more—bring them in,” he says with a forced steadiness.


Mystique smiles coyly, her voice dripping with implications. “I’d have no problem bringing in some hot, and of course, powerful supers,” she assures him. “Is that why I am the first to be recruited, monsieur?”


I jump in before Mark can respond, my tone matter-of-fact. “Technically, Clonica’s our first recruit. But I can tell that you’re going to be a great second.”


Mark nods at Mystique Mirage, his voice steady despite the earlier fluster. “Vixen will provide you with the list of supers we’re targeting,” he explains. “But it’s crucial you keep the… nature of your recruitment to yourself.”


Mystique’s lips curl into a mischievous smile, and she leans forward, her breasts pressing against the tight fabric of her suit. “I would never do anything to deprive you of your new toy,” she purrs, her gaze fixed on Mark, obviously referring to herself.


I’m standing there, trying not to let my unease show. The first time I came to Mark, spilling out my newfound loyalty, there was a part of me that was eager to please him in any way he desired. But watching Mystique now, I can’t shake the feeling that her eagerness is cranked up to an eleven. She’s always been a seductress, using her charm like a weapon, but this… this is something else.


As if on cue, Mystique turns to me, her smile as intoxicating as a fine wine. “I will wait with anticipation for your list, ma chérie,” she says. Mark chimes in, “While your loyalty is to me, you’ll be working under Vixen’s command for this operation.”


Mystique’s laugh is light, tinged with seduction. “Quelle chance, Katrina,” she teases, tossing me a wink. “I seem to remember you have a penchant for beautiful women, oui?”


The room seems to grow hotter, and I feel a tightness in my chest that’s got nothing to do with my suit. The thought of ordering Mystique to her knees, to see her between my legs, sends a jolt of electricity down my spine. I shake off the thought; there’s a time and place, and this ain’t it.


As Mark turns to leave, Mystique Mirage’s eyes feast on him with an intensity that’s hard to ignore. He pauses, sensing her gaze, and turns back with a question that hangs heavy in the air. “Would you like to join me in my bedroom?” he asks, his voice a low murmur.


Mystique Mirage responds with an innocence that’s anything but, her eyes twinkling with mischief. “Would you like me to join you in your bedroom?” Her powers activate, and the room is suddenly filled with erotic images: visions of her naked, writhing body; her lips wrapped around a cock; her hands bound as she’s taken from behind. The illusions are vivid, leaving nothing to the imagination, and it’s clear she’s more than willing to indulge him.


Mark’s gaze flickers to me, and I lean back against the wall, a smirk playing on my lips. “Do you want me to join as well?” I ask clearly, shifting my form subtly, enhancing my curves in a futile attempt to compete with Mystique’s allure.


He hesitates for a fraction of a second before his eyes lock with Mystique’s, who bites her lower lip in anticipation. “Vixen, you have work to do,” he says, his voice firm.


I watch them leave, Mystique Mirage’s hand sliding around Mark’s arm, pressing her body against his side. A twinge of something—jealousy, maybe?—tugs at my chest, and I have to admit, there’s a part of me that’s not thrilled about it. But as they disappear from view, there’s a warmth that spreads through me, thinking about Mark getting the relief he craves. I have to thank the damn mind control ray for making me feel good about his satisfaction.


I step back into the living room of the lair, my eyes instantly drawn to the peculiar sight before me. Two identical figures, both Clonica, are hunched over a chessboard, their fingers deftly moving pieces in a silent battle of wits. My eyebrow arches in curiosity; it’s not every day you see someone playing chess against themselves in such a straightforward way.


One of the Asian supers glances up, catching my intrigued gaze. “Each Clonica is her own person once we split,” she explains, her voice laced with her usual raw vulgarity. “It’s fucking handy for shit like this. We play, we learn, and when we merge back together, we remember it all.”


The other clone adds with a sly grin, “It’s also kick-ass for sex, as you might have noticed.”


I chuckle, can’t help but be curious about the mechanics of it all. “So how do you know which one of you is the original? And how long can you Clonicas exist apart before you start going all Sybil on us?”


They both shrug in unison, a mirrored gesture that’s almost comical. “There’s no ‘original’ as far as we can tell,” one says. “We can stay separate indefinitely, but we’d start to differ more over time with different experiences. We don’t usually let it get to that point.”


“Speaking of,” I ask, leaning against the wall with a casual air, “are all Clonicas accounted for?”


The atmosphere shifts, a hint of somberness slipping in as they recount the tale. “Ten years ago, one of us, during some rebellious teen phase, fucked off and never came back. We figure she’s dead since we haven’t heard squat.”


Dead or not, it’s a hell of a thing to consider—the idea of a part of you wandering out there, living a life, dying a death, all separate from the you that’s standing here. It’s the kind of shit that can give you an existential crisis if you think too hard on it.


The unmistakable cacophony of sex spills out from the bedroom adjacent to the living room, where I’ve just been chatting with the Clonicas. Moans, groans, and the rhythmic sound of flesh slapping against flesh make it unmistakably clear what’s happening beyond the thin wall. The noises multiply, echoing around us with such intensity and variety that it’s impossible to believe they’re all coming from just Mark and Mystique Mirage.


The two Clonicas exchange a knowing glance and chuckle. “Seems like the newcomer’s fitting in,” one comments, her eyes sparkling with mischief.


The other doesn’t wait for me to chime in, her voice teasing as she adds, “Sounds like Mark’s fitting inside Mystique Mirage quite nicely.”


I shoot back a jest, but there’s an edge of discomfort in my tone. “Yeah, but she’s maybe a tad too… dedicated for my taste…”


One clone cocks her head, her eyes narrowing slightly. “You reckon she’s fucking with us somehow? Despite getting zapped by the ray and all that shit?”


The second Clonica pipes up, her tone curious. “You think the new ray Doc cooked up might be a bit too… efficient?”


I pause, my ears picking up a sound that cuts through the symphony of sex coming from the bedroom next to us. A scream? No, it can’t be—not with all that pleasure-filled noise. But then I see it, one of the Clonicas cocking an eyebrow, her attention snagged by the same thing. The other Clonica, oblivious, makes her move on the chessboard, then looks up, catching the alarmed expression on her twin’s face and mine.


“What’s up with you two?” she asks, just as the sound comes again, unmistakable this time. It’s Mark, and it’s definitely not a moan of pleasure.


We don’t hesitate, the three of us. I bark into my communicator, “Sienna, get your ass here, now!” and we’re moving, charging towards the bedroom. The door bursts open under our combined force, and we’re hit with a scene that’s straight out of some twisted, erotic fever dream.


The bedroom has transformed into a tropical beach, but not one you’d ever want to vacation on. Every element of the landscape is constructed of writhing sexual organs—palm trees with phallic trunks and leaves that quiver like clits in the breeze, the sand a mosaic of flesh, waves crashing with the wet slap of skin on skin. The air is thick with a chorus of moans so loud, it’s a wonder the entire lair isn’t vibrating.


At the center of this carnal chaos is Mystique Mirage—or rather, an army of her—all on their knees, surrounding a wide-eyed Mark. They’re a desperate sea of Mirages, each one begging, pleading to serve him, to drown him in more pleasure, their voices laced with insatiable need.


“Please, monsieur, let us make you feel good,” they cry, each clone a mirror of desire.


Mark looks like he’s two seconds from being swallowed whole by the illusions, and it’s up to us to snap him back to reality.


Despite the gravity of the situation, I can’t deny the surge of arousal that courses through me, the environment tickling at the edges of my desire. But is it me, or Mirage’s powers worming their way into my mind?


The Clonicas and I stumble through the phantasmagoria, the real furniture of the bedroom colliding with our limbs, sometimes taking on the form of Mirage’s sexual beach, other times invisible beneath the veil of her powers. We finally reach the horde of naked French seductresses crowding around Mark, only to find that each Mirage we lunge for is nothing but a mirage, vanishing at our touch.


“Got the bitch!” one Clonica exclaims, and we converge on her. I reach out, my hand closing on the real Mirage’s flesh, and with a surge of my super strength, I knock her out cold.


Her illusions wail at us in a final, erotic display of near cosmic horror, then fade, leaving us standing in Mark’s actual bedroom. It’s a mess—clothes strewn everywhere, bedsheets twisted. Clonicas stand scattered, gawking at the sudden return to reality. I’m towering over Mystique Mirage’s unconscious body, and there’s Mark, naked and gasping for breath, trying to regain his bearings after the ordeal. It’s over, but the echo of that moaning beach lingers in my ears.


One of the Clonicas, tucked away in a corner, snaps her attention to Mark. “You alright, boss? What the fuck was that all about?” she demands, her tone sharp with concern.


My gaze is locked on the still form of Mystique Mirage. I’m kicking myself internally, my instincts had been screaming that something was off with that French bitch. Should’ve listened, I think, my gut churning with a mix of anger and confusion.


Mark, still catching his breath, pieces his thoughts together. “At first, it was all good, hot even,” he begins, his voice shaky. “But after I came the second time, she… she wouldn’t stop. She kept conjuring up these visions, more intense each time, to get me ready again.” He swallows hard, the fear still evident in his eyes. “I felt like I was losing my fucking mind. It was like she was in there, poking around, making me crave her endlessly. And the more I wanted her, the more she cranked it up, until I couldn’t take it anymore. I just remember screaming as I felt my sanity slipping away.”


Sienna, my fiery redhead assistant, is now standing under the doorway, her eyes wide as she takes in the scene. “Something’s not right,” she says, pointing out the obvious. “Something must’ve gone wrong with the ray.”


Pissed off and on edge, I snap, “Where the hell is Dr. Mind?” My voice echoes in the now silent room, the urgency clear. Something’s fucked up, and we need answers, fast.
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Chapter 13 : Feedback Loop


There we are, standing around the medical bed where Mystique Mirage lays strapped down, knocked out cold but looking like some twisted version of Sleeping Beauty. Dr. Mind is hovering over her, all those gadgets and gizmos I have collected over the years humming and flashing as they scan her brain. I can tell he has brought some of his own tech too, since he’s been on Mark’s team.


“It’s quite fascinating,” Dr. Mind mutters, more to himself than to anyone else, his eyes locked on the readouts.


Mark, who’s still looking a little pale and shaky, snaps, “Fascinating isn’t the word I’d use for almost getting my mind fucked out of my skull.”


The old villain, true to his gentleman villain shtick, offers a smooth apology. “I beg your pardon. It appears we’re dealing with a feedback loop.”


Clonica, who never had a filter to begin with, demands, “How about you skip the cryptic shit and spell it out for us?”


While I keep my eyes on Mirage’s still form, Dr. Mind explains. “Mystique Mirage possesses a latent form of passive mind control. It’s not something she can wield at will, but to create her illusions, she must tap into the minds around her. It’s a two-way street; she perceives minds to project into them.”


Mark’s frustration is palpable. “We had a rule about not fucking with mind readers.”


Dr. Mind continues, unphased by the interruption. “Her desire to please you was sexual in nature, and as she aroused you, she received that arousal back, reinforcing her actions. The ray has conditioned her to seek your pleasure, creating a loop. The more she satisfied you, the more she felt compelled to continue, escalating until… well, forever.”


I stand there, staring at the unconscious super, the pieces clicking together in my head. “So, her power to please got all tangled up in her head thanks to the ray, and she went haywire trying to make Mark happy,” I summarize, my tone laced with a mix of wonder and wariness.


Dr. Mind nods, confirming the twisted diagnosis. “Indeed, that’s what seems to have happened,” he says, adjusting his spectacles with the back of his gloved hand. Clonica, true to form, swears a streak that’d make a sailor blush, and I can’t help but frown at the entire mess.


Mark pushes his own nerdy glasses up the bridge of his nose. “So, how do we fix this?” he asks, the frustration clear in his voice.


I lean in, studying the sleeping form of Mystique Mirage. “Just how fucked up is she now?” I ask, my voice tight with concern.


Dr. Mind points to a monitor that might as well be displaying alien hieroglyphs for all the sense it makes to the rest of us. “It appears she’s… fried her brain, in layman’s terms. Or rather, her neural pathways have been rewired to seek that endless pleasure in Mark to the point of no return.”


Sienna, who’s been silent up until now, pipes up with a question. “What happens if we wake her up?”


Dr. Mind doesn’t miss a beat. “She’d likely continue to seek out sexual gratification for Mark until one or both of their brains couldn’t take it anymore.”


Clonica tries to lighten the mood with a crude joke about which brain would turn to mush first, but Mark’s stern look wipes the smirk right off her face. “Sorry, boss,” she says, suddenly serious. “Just trying to cut the tension, you know?”


I shake my head, looking down at Mystique. “Great, we’ve created a sexy French succubus.” I remember her schedule. “Shit, she’s supposed to be making the rounds to other leagues tomorrow.”


Mark catches my eye and smirks. “No need for a tour if she announces she’s joined our league.”


Confused, I start to ask how the hell she’s supposed to do that in her current state, but then it hits me. He’s looking at me with that grin, and I realize what he expects. I’m the shapeshifter here.


“Guess it’s time for me to put on a show,” I say, my voice a mix of resignation and a hint of excitement. “Volt Vixen, the master of masquerade, at your service.”


Mark chuckles but then turns towards Dr. Mind with a frown. “Doc, I don’t care how you do it, but you better fix Mystique asap!”
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Chapter 14 : French Mask


I’m standing in front of the mirror in one of the spacious changing rooms of my lair, a knot of nerves twisting in my stomach. Mark’s right beside me, offering reassurances in his own awkward, nerdy way.


“I’m shit at accents, especially French ones,” I grumble, my reflection frowning back at me.


“Just focus on the appearance first,” Mark advises, pushing up his glasses. “You nailed it when you became the perfect girlfriend for me. Remember?”


A chuckle escapes me as the memory floods in and I’m surprised to find a warm fondness for that time, despite the twisted circumstances. The lines between forced loyalty and genuine enjoyment blur uncomfortably in my mind.


On a whim, I let my form shift. My height shrinks, my skin lightens, and freckles dust across my nose. My hair lightens to a fiery red and cuts short, framing my face, while my eyes become a vibrant green. My chest swells, the weight of my new, big natural tits a familiar sensation. I turn to Mark, my voice altering to that smooth, gentle tone I used back then.


Mark’s eyes widen, and he gulps audibly, his arousal unmistakable. “We should visit my parents again soon,” he says, his voice tight. “They’ve been asking about you.”


“And I’d be happy to hang off your arm again,” I purr, the role settling over me like a second skin.


But then Mark clears his throat, pulling us back to the task at hand. “Focus, we need Mystique Mirage.”


I nod, letting the playful guise melt away. I watch in the mirror as my body elongates, my hair bleaching to a stunning platinum blonde that cascades down my back like a waterfall. My skin takes on a subtle tan, and my eyes shift to a hypnotic blue. The indigo bodysuit of Mystique Mirage wraps around my form, hugging every curve with a shimmer that makes it seem alive. Silver filigree snakes up my sides, and an elegant mask veils my eyes, leaving just enough mystery.


“There,” I say, my voice now carrying a hint of a French accent, though it’s not perfect. “How do I look?”


Mark steps back, eyeing me with a mix of admiration and calculation. “You look like her, but can you act like her?”


I clear my throat and try out Mystique’s voice, fumbling through a few sentences. It’s like trying to tune an instrument by ear, and I’m no virtuoso when it comes to accents. I keep at it, repeating phrases, tweaking the pitch, the cadence. Then, as I string together one long sentence, something clicks. It’s like my shapeshifter’s instinct finally syncs up with my vocal cords, and I’ve got it.


Mark’s staring at me with those wide eyes of his, and I can’t help but wonder if he’s getting turned on by the sight of me looking like the hot French super. The ray’s effects make me more than willing to give Mark what he wants, but does he want this?


I decide to just fucking ask him. “So, you fancy a go with me as Mystique Mirage, or you holding out for me to switch back?” I ask, eyebrows raised. “You haven’t fucked me in a while…”


He chuckles, a blush creeping up his neck. “Tempting as it is, the memories I have of her are a bit… disturbing. I’d rather have you in your natural glory—or as my cute redhead girlfriend,” he adds with that familiar, cheeky wink of his.


I nudge Mark playfully, my lips curling into a smirk. “How about we pencil in some quality time later today?” I suggest, and I’m genuinely pleased when he nods. It’s odd, considering I’m still very much into women—something that damn ray hasn’t changed—but I can’t shake the feeling of being a little left out with all the other hotties Mark’s got his hands on lately. Not to mention, there’s this gnawing desire to please him, and sex is one hell of an efficient way to do that.


The thought hits a little too close to home, mirroring the feedback loop that trapped Mystique Mirage. A shiver runs down my spine, but I shake it off and refocus on the task at hand.


With a sigh, I step out of the changing room and into the lab, Mark trailing behind me. The sight that greets me is both ridiculous and oddly heartwarming—a dozen Clonicas, all cheering and clapping. The cute Asian has pulled out all the stops, creating a one-woman fan club just for me.


I give them a bow, slipping into the role of the French seductress. “Merci, mes chéries, your support is très appreciated,” I say, my voice a sultry purr with just a touch of French flair. The Clonicas erupt into even louder cheers, and I can’t help but feel a bit of a thrill at playing the part so well.


Sienna strides over with Mystique Mirage’s smartphone in hand, a smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. “Here you go,” she says, handing me the device. “It’s unlocked, and all her social media accounts are ready for you.”


Taking the phone, I feel that familiar twinge of adrenaline, like I’m about to step onto a battlefield. Infiltrations are nothing new to me, but this… this is different. I scroll through the phone, finding the camera app and flipping it to selfie mode. The face of Mystique Mirage stares back at me, and I can’t help but marvel for a moment at the perfect illusion.


With a deep breath, I channel all those videos I’d studied of the French beauty, letting her mannerisms and poise seep into my bones. I hit record and flash the camera my most dazzling smile, the kind that’s made for the silver screen.


“Bonjour, my adoring fans,” I begin, my voice laced with that unmistakably French lilt. “I have some très exciting news! I have decided to join a new league here in Metrotown, and I must bid adieu to my tour. Merci to all the leagues who have offered me positions, and to the wonderful supers I’ve had the pleasure of meeting. But now, it’s time for a new adventure. So à bientôt, and stay fabulous!”


I end the recording with a flirty wink, the kind that Mystique Mirage would have nailed, and cut the feed. There’s a moment of silence before the Clonicas burst into applause, and I can’t help but feel a rush of pride. Mission fucking accomplished.


Mark’s eyes are practically glowing with pride. “You did great,” he tells me, and I can’t help feeling a little victorious at the praise.


“Let’s celebrate, then” I say, morphing into the redheaded girlfriend he loves so much. I even tweak her curves a bit more, nothing too drastic, but maybe enough to tip him over the edge.


He’s struggling to keep his composure now, and I can see the heat in his eyes. “Maybe you deserve a reward for a job well done,” he muses.


I cock an eyebrow, a playful smile on my lips. “Sounds more like a reward for you, doesn’t it? But I’m feeling generous today.”


Mark laughs, a sound that’s half embarrassment, half anticipation. “I’ll gladly accept that reward on your behalf,” he says, and then, with a mischievous glint in his eye, he adds, “Now, why don’t you get naked for me?”


The Clonicas, ever the crude bunch, holler from the sidelines. “Can we join in?” one of them shouts, but Mark shoots them down quick. “Why don’t you just play with yourselves?”


They don’t need telling twice, the sounds of their moans filling the lab as they get busy with their own bodies.


I start making my clothes vanish from the rest of me, but Mark stops me with a chuckle. “Do it the right way, strip for me.”


I’m about to remind him that these clothes are just an extension of my shapeshifting self, but fuck it, I go with it. I make a show of sliding each piece off, letting the material linger at the edge of existence before it disappears completely, garment by garment.


From the corner of my eye, I catch Sienna watching, her curiosity palpable. I wonder if she’s hoping for an invite or just enjoying the show.


As I pretend to drop the last piece of my shapeshifted clothes, standing in front of Mark completely bare, I can feel his eyes devouring the sight of me in my cute redhead girlfriend form. My large, natural tits stand perky and inviting, and my freckles seem to invite touches all over my smooth skin.


Mark can’t seem to contain himself; he strides toward me and his hands are instantly on me, groping my tits, causing a moan to escape my lips. It’s not arousal that wrings the sound from me—I’m still as gay as they come—but there’s a deep satisfaction in pleasing him that I can’t deny, a satisfaction that seems to grow stronger each time. I can’t help but wonder if all of us under Mark’s command are experiencing a watered-down version of Mystique Mirage’s mental rewiring. I make a mental note to keep an eye on that, just to be safe.


Then, without warning, he pushes me onto the cold ground of the lair. I gasp at the sudden chill, a giggle bubbling out of me despite the situation. He leans down, his breath hot against my ear, and whispers, “I’m going to fuck your pussy right here, right now.”


And fuck, if that isn’t exactly what I want him to do. My body may not crave him, but the desire to obey, to please him is overwhelming. “Then what are you waiting for?” I whisper back, spreading my legs in open invitation, ready for him to claim me as he pleases.


As Mark positions himself behind me, his cock slides into my pussy with a firm thrust, stretching me in that familiar, full way that makes my body react despite my mind’s protests. The drag of his dick in and out of me, the wet sound of our fucking, it’s all mechanical, but I can’t ignore the deep-rooted satisfaction I get from knowing I’m the cause of his grunts of pleasure. It’s a twisted feeling, one that’s got nothing to do with my own desire, but it’s there all the same, growing stronger with each thrust.


He’s panting now, leaning over me, and his hot breath fans my ear as he speaks, “I want something from you, Kat.”


“What is it?” I ask, desperate to fulfill whatever need he has, dutiful and eager.


“I want you to want me,” he gasps out between thrusts. “To love me.”


His words hit me like a ton of bricks. Fuck, that’s not something I can just pull out of my ass. My loyalty to him, that’s one thing, but love? Desire? I’m not wired for that, not when it comes to him. The ray compels me to please, but feelings aren’t so easily fabricated, not even for a shapeshifter. I’m dizzy with the conflict of it as he keeps moving inside me, his cock relentlessly fucking my pussy.


I glance over and catch Sienna’s eye. She’s biting her lip, clearly turned on by the sight of us. The Clonicas are a mess of limbs and moans, fucking each other without a care. It’s a scene straight out of a fever dream. But as Mark drives into me again, I can’t think about anything else but the here and now, the way he’s using my body, the way I’m wired to please. And if that’s what he wants, goddammit, I’ll give it my best shot.
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Chapter 15 : Loves by Design


I stride into the lair’s lab, the hum of machinery playing the soundtrack to my unexpected visit. Dr. Mind is there, of course, hunched over a workbench cluttered with tools and components. He’s piecing together some small device, no doubt for Mark.


He looks up as I enter, his eyes lighting up with that unholy mix of gentlemanly charm and supervillain cunning. “Ah, Miss Vixen, to what do I owe the pleasure? Has our illustrious leader sent you to check on my progress with dear Mystique Mirage?”


I nod, though it’s not entirely true. Mark didn’t send me, but the curiosity’s been eating at me. “Yeah, something like that. How’s it coming along?”


Dr. Mind sighs, setting down his tools with a clink. “Unfortunately, the French beauty’s grey matter has been scrambled beyond my current means of repair. However, I believe I may have an idea that could render her... serviceable for our needs.” His eyes glint with something that’s not quite hope, but maybe the next best thing.


I lean against a nearby table, only half-listening as I watch his hands deftly resume work on the device. “And what’s that you’re fiddling with?” I ask, nodding toward the gadget.


He holds it up, a small thing that could pass for an innocent remote. “A miniature ray gun,” he explains, “disguised as a garage door opener. Mark wishes to have something less conspicuous, easily carried.”


“Smart,” I mutter, though I can’t muster much enthusiasm. My mind’s churning with a heavier question. “Speaking of brains, how far does your knowledge about them go?”


Dr. Mind launches into a self-congratulatory rant about his unparalleled genius and unmatched understanding of the human psyche. I let him go on for a bit before I slice right through his monologue. “Can you make someone fall in love?”


He chuckles at that, giving me a look that’s all too teasing. “My dear, I didn’t take you for the romantic type.”


I roll my eyes, but there’s a knot in my stomach as I confess, “It’s not for me. Mark... he wants me to fall in love with him.”


Dr. Mind’s amusement fades, replaced by a more serious, calculating expression. “Love has never been my priority. Control, yes. Love, no. But for Mark...” He taps his chin thoughtfully. “Perhaps there’s a way to align your mind and heart in his direction.”


I find myself strangely excited at the prospect of loving Mark, the way my body tingles at the thought confirming the ray’s influence is strong. It’d make serving him easier, not that I’m struggling—the ray sees to that, keeping us all content in our servitude. Dr. Mind’s gaze is distant as he contemplates the challenge I’ve laid before him.


After a moment, he assures me he’ll dedicate time to my ‘little love problem’ once he’s done with his current project and Mystique Mirage’s fix. I’m about to leave, my mind racing with possibilities, when I remember something crucial.


“Wait, there’s more,” I say, turning back to him. “Mark wants me to desire him, sexually. And you know I’m all about the ladies.”


Dr. Mind laughs, a sound that’s a bit too knowing. “Love is complex, but lust? That’s simple to induce.”


My brows shoot up, surprised at his confidence. “Look, I wanna get hot for Mark, but I don’t wanna stop wanting women.”


He waves a hand dismissively. “Bisexuality is far easier to craft than flipping your sexual orientation. Besides, I suspect Mark would prefer you enjoy both. He does enjoy his… variety,” he chuckles.


I can’t help but crack a smirk, sensing a hint of something from Dr. Mind—not quite jealousy, but a desire, an envy of Mark’s position. I remember not so long ago when Dr. Mind had me under his control, right before Mark intervened, and I had the old villain’s dick in my mouth. “Maybe if you play your cards right, Mark might let you in on the fun,” I joke, then pause, realizing I might’ve just offered myself up on a silver platter.


The thought should repulse me, but instead, there’s a calm acceptance. If Mark commands it, I’d fuck Dr. Mind to please him, and that’s all there is to it.


Dr. Mind chuckles, clearly mulling over the tantalizing thought. “Do you truly believe that?” he questions, his curiosity piqued by the offer.


I nod, firm in my conviction. “Yeah, I do,” I assert, though part of me is relieved when he brushes it off, dedicated to what Mark wants above all else. “I would surely enjoy it,” Dr. Mind admits, “but only if I am confident that it aligns with Mark’s desires.”


With that, I excuse myself, my mind swirling with the complexities of my current situation. Ascending from the depths of the lab to the private quarters of my lair, I find Mark there, looking every bit the nerdy overlord in his big glasses.


“Where have you been?” he asks, his tone casual yet expectant. “Ready for today’s plans?”


He doesn’t need to say more. I know what he wants: Amber, the perfect girlfriend persona I’ve crafted for him. His parents still believe she’s real, and we’ve got a fancy dinner to attend—a weird double date with them.


Excitement bubbles within me at the thought of pleasing him, and without a word, I let my form shift. I’m suddenly shorter, my hair a vibrant red and cropped, my skin dotted with freckles, and my tits large, natural, and tempting. I’m Amber, innocent yet stunning, and the transformation sends a thrill through me.


Mark steps closer, his lips meeting my forehead in a tender kiss. “Perfect,” he murmurs with a satisfied smile. Hooking his arm with mine, we head out, ready to maintain the illusion of a perfect couple for one more night.
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Chapter 3 : The Choice of Chains


As I make my way through the quiet streets, the distant sound of gunshots pierces the night. A surge of adrenaline kicks in, the hero instinct that’s been a part of me for as long as I can remember. But this time, I hesitate. I’m caught in an internal tug-of-war, battling between the duty that’s defined me and the new, bizarre urge to serve Mark’s whims above all else.


He doesn’t even know he owns me yet. Would he want me to intervene, to play the hero? Or does he have other plans for me? My usual resolve falters; I can’t assume anything. The priority is to introduce myself to him, to find out what he desires, be it my body or my obedience. And if he wants me to let the city burn, I’d watch it light up the sky without so much as a flinch.


I arrive at his place, a modest two-story house that’s seen better days. The paint’s peeling, and there’s a light on in the upstairs window. Taking a deep breath, I approach and knock on the door. It swings open, and there he is, Mark, in his pajamas, looking every bit the dork I saved earlier.


He blinks at me, obviously confused. “Can I help you?” he asks, his voice unsteady.


I take a deep breath, steeling myself. “I’m gonna make this simple for you, Mark. I’m Volt Vixen,” I say, my voice low and steady. “And because of that messed-up ray when I was saving your ass, I’m yours now. Whatever you want, I’ll do it. No questions asked. Lucky you, huh?”


Stepping into his dimly lit living room, I can’t help but feel a little out of place. Mark’s still gaping at me, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. I’ve got to give him something to work with, some proof that I am who I say I am. It’s now or never.


I glance around quickly, ensuring we’re alone and away from prying eyes. Then, in a spark of electricity, I let my body shift back into the form he’d recognize from the news or the net—the infamous Volt Vixen. My costume clings to me, the cobalt blue and electric yellow of my suit vivid against the dullness of his living room. My goggles now sit atop my head, and my spiked black hair frames my face.


“See? It’s really me,” I say, my voice firm but patient.


Mark takes a step back, his eyes wide behind those glasses of his. “I-I don’t… Are you interrogating me? Is this a test?” He stammers, his confusion palpable.


I let out a sigh, trying to keep my impatience in check. “No, Mark. No tests, no interrogation. Just a very strange twist of fate. That ray screwed with my head, and now it seems I’ve got this compulsion to… well, to be yours.”


He blinks, processing the information. “Mine? As in… you’ll do whatever I say?”


“Yeah, that’s about the size of it,” I reply, feeling a strange sense of calm admitting it out loud. “So what’s it gonna be, Mark? What do you want from me?”


Mark’s gaze trails over me unabashedly, taking in the contours of my body showcased by my skin-tight suit. I can’t help but wonder if he’s itching for me to take the lead, to press my curves against him and show him the kind of pleasure only a super can provide. Yet, I hold back, waiting for him to voice his desires.


After a moment that feels like an eternity, he clears his throat, his cheeks tinged with red. “I can’t just… take advantage of you,” he mumbles, his eyes briefly meeting mine before darting away. “If that ray messed with your mind when you saved me, it’d be wrong not to try and help you now.” His voice is earnest, almost pleading. “Do you know of any way to get your mind back to normal?”


A wave of relief washes over me, and I can’t help but crack a smile. It’s comforting to know that his intentions align with what the old me would’ve wanted. “You’re a decent guy, Mark,” I joke, trying to lighten the mood. “Most wouldn’t have hesitated to take the offer.”


He nods, a chuckle escaping him, but his eyes linger on my chest a moment too long. I frown slightly, wondering if deep down, that’s what he really craves, or if he’s just compelled to do ‘the right thing.’


Hesitating, I say, “You know, you don’t have to play the hero here, Mark. If you don’t want to…”


He swallows hard, his gaze flickering with uncertainty. That’s all the confirmation I need. I step closer, letting my powers subtly enhance my bust and hips, making them even more voluptuous. “So, Mark,” I purr, my voice dropping an octave, “what do you really, really want right now? Because whatever it is, that’s exactly what I’m here to give you.”


I can’t help but laugh at his hesitation, the way he’s practically devouring me with his eyes while trying to play the knight in shining armor. “Mark, let’s get one thing straight,” I start, my tone laced with the raw frankness I’m known for. “What I want is what you want. If you want to play the nice guy and help me get back to my old self, then that’s what we’ll do. And sure, my old self will be damn grateful. But if you want to explore this body, to enjoy it… well, that’s a job for my new self.”


I lean in closer, my green eyes locking with his. “You’ve got a choice here, and it’s not one to take lightly. Get me back to normal, and it’s back to your everyday life. But if you take me, keep me as yours, I’ll be just that—yours. No questions asked.”


He’s visibly conflicted, the right and wrong waging war in his head. I place my hand on his chest, feeling the rapid beat of his heart. “Remember, I’m not here to judge you,” I assure him, my voice a purr of temptation. “No one else knows what’s going on here. It’s your choice, and there won’t be any negative repercussions. If you help me, I’ll be grateful and out of your hair. If you don’t…” I trail off, letting the implication hang in the air.


I watch the struggle in his eyes, the way his gaze flicks down to my now even more pronounced cleavage. I’ve made my point clear—it’s entirely up to him. Whatever he decides, I’m at peace with it. Because right now, I’m not just Volt Vixen; I’m his to command.


There’s a heaviness in the air as Mark collapses onto his ratty old couch, his eyes still locked on me. He rubs the back of his neck, looking for all the world like he’s trying to solve the most complicated puzzle of his life.


“If—if—I decided to keep you,” he stresses the word, “we don’t even know if this thing is permanent. I don’t want to be on the receiving end of a super-powered ass-kicking if you suddenly snap out of it.”


He’s got a point. I cross my arms and lean against the doorframe, mulling it over. “You’re right. It’s a risk. Dr. Mind’s rays are notorious for being… sticky. They tend to leave a lasting impression unless they’re properly reversed. But to be sure, I could track down the exact ray that hit me, get my hands on it. Hell,” I pause, the idea solidifying in my mind, “if you want, I could even bring it back here. You could use it on me some more… or on someone else if that’s your thing.”


I can practically see the wheels turning in his head, the concept both terrifying and tantalizing him. His gaze flits between my eyes and the full swell of my breasts, the internal struggle playing out across his face.


It’s clear as day—he wants me. But the fear of the unknown, of the consequences, it’s got him by the balls. When he finally admits it, voice barely above a whisper, “I… I want you, but I’m scared,” I can’t help but step forward, closing the space between us.


“Mark, you can keep me. I’m here, telling you to take what you want. And sure, maybe I’ve been brainwashed to want it, but the fact is, I want what you want. If you want me, I want you to have me. Simple as fuck!”


Mark’s chuckle cuts through the tension like a knife through butter, his gaze still roaming over the curves of my body. “So, what now?” he asks, a twinkle of mischief in his eyes. It’s obvious he’s savoring the thought of all the things he could do with me.


I can’t help but smirk, leaning back against the wall with a playful glint in my eye. “Well, you’ve got options, Mark. You could have me as your cute girlfriend, though ‘cute’ ain’t exactly my style, but I can fucking learn. Or I could be your personal fuck toy—yeah, I’m a lesbian, but for you, I’ll make an exception. Hell, I could be both, or neither. Want me to dress up as a French maid and lick the floor—or your cock—clean? It’s all on the table, whatever you want.”


He stares at me for a long, silent moment, his decision hanging in the air. Then, with a voice that’s more command than question, he finally says, “Get naked. Blow me.”


I ain’t turned on, and to be honest, the guy doesn’t do a thing for me, but this is what he wants, so it’s what I’m going to give him. With a thought, my clothes ripple and disappear, my body now bare before him. I reach for his pants, fumbling a bit as I pull his cock out. It’s not a task I’m used to, but his growing arousal makes things easier.


Bending down, I wrap my lips around him, taking him into my mouth. My movements are clumsy, inexperienced, but I’m driven by the desire to please him. I use my tongue awkwardly, trying to remember how those porn scenes go, all the while feeling his hands thread through my spiked hair, urging me on.


I work diligently on his shaft, using my mouth and tongue to coax him closer to the edge. It doesn’t take long before he’s there, his body tensing and a low groan escaping his lips as he blows his load. His cum splatters across my tits, warm and sticky against my skin. As he pants, trying to catch his breath, I feel nothing but satisfaction. It’s like the end of a mission well done—another task checked off the list.


I sit back on my heels, looking up at him as he slumps further into the couch, spent and still in a bit of shock from the experience. I can’t help but smirk. “Not too bad for a first-timer, huh?” I quip, my voice dripping with the same confidence I’d use when I’ve just kicked some villain’s ass. My body feels a strange kind of triumph, a sense of accomplishment in fulfilling his desire. I’m Volt Vixen, hero of the night, but in this moment, I’m whatever the hell he wants me to be—and I’m damn good at it.


Mark lets out a laugh, a sound that seems to ease the remaining tension in the room. “Never thought something like this would ever happen to me,” he says, shaking his head in disbelief, though his hungry eyes never stray far from the sight of my cum-splattered tits.


I grin back at him, wiping a stray streak of cum from my skin. “Neither did I, but I gotta say, I hope you’re enjoying the perks of your new… acquisition,” I quip, my voice dripping with that dark humor of mine.


We hold each other’s gaze, the weight of our bizarre situation settling around us like a thick fog. It’s a strange kind of understanding, a silent agreement that we’re both just trying to navigate this fucked-up turn of events.


Then, the sharp beep of my communicator cuts through the silence. I don’t move, just let it ring out. I explain to Mark, “That’s my call to go play hero. Save the day, all that shit.” But I don’t budge, waiting for his command, showing him the ball’s in his court now.


He nods, a serious look crossing his face. “Go,” he says firmly. “If we’re gonna do… whatever this is, we can’t raise suspicions. Keep doing your superhero thing.”


As I’m about to leave, he throws me a curveball. “Were you serious about that girlfriend experience you mentioned?” he asks, a curious tilt to his voice.


I chuckle, “Hell yeah, I was serious. Why?”


He fidgets with his glasses, then admits, “Got a family gathering this weekend. Showing up with a hot girl like you would blow their damn minds.”


I laugh, loud and genuine. “I’d be glad to blow their minds—and anything else that needs blowing,” I say with a wink. I jot down my private number, slide it across the table to him. “Remember, I’m yours. Whatever, whenever.” With one last smirk, I turn on my heel and head out to save the day, leaving behind a man with the power to call on Volt Vixen for whatever his heart—or other parts—desires.
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Chapter 10 : Mastering the Mastermind


As dusk turns to darkness, the lair falls into a stillness, broken only by the occasional sound of someone knocking on what’s now Mark’s bedroom door, followed by his gruff demand for privacy. With no news from him, we all eventually retreat to our respective rooms for the night. I find myself in one of the guest rooms, feeling an odd dislocation in my own lair, but if Mark wants solitude, I’m damn well going to give it to him.


Brushing my teeth, I’m suddenly on high alert as I hear a sound from the bedroom. Toothbrush in hand, I morph into a more combat-ready form, ready to pounce at a moment’s notice. I barely register the figure in the room before a familiar beam of light hits me, my eyes tracking the dancing particles as they settle.


Dr. Mind stands before me, his aged appearance belying a keen intellect. His hair, a distinguished silver, is swept back neatly, and his glasses rest on the bridge of his nose, catching the light as he smirks at me. The usual white lab coat he wears is pristine, contrasting with the dark leather gloves fitted snugly on his hands.


“Did you really think I’d let our last encounter be the end, Volt Vixen. Or should I call you Katrina?” His voice is smooth, almost charming, but the gleam in his eye is pure triumph. “I was so certain I had you with my ray last time. But no matter, you’re mine now.”


A frown creases my brow as I realize he’s right. The urge to please him is overwhelming, as if it’s been etched into my very being. But then, Mark flashes across my mind and a surge of conflict roils within me. I no longer feel the loyalty that had been so strong, replaced by a sense of disgust at the memories of what I’ve done for him, despite my natural inclinations. Yet, there’s a niggling thought that maybe it wasn’t all bad—that I actually had some good times with him.


I can’t help but let out a laugh, looking at Dr. Mind. “Well, aren’t you the cat that caught the canary? You’ve got me. I want what you want, and it seems you’ve got exactly that.”


He adjusts his glasses, his expression one of refined satisfaction. “My dear, let’s not dwell on the past. We have a future to build. Together.” His gentlemanly demeanor is almost convincing, but we both know the truth—his ray has made me his puppet, and for now, I can’t resist the strings.


As I stand there, toothpaste frothing at the corner of my mouth, a strange sense of déjà vu washes over me. It’s almost comical how quickly my invincible self has been flipped on its head… again.


“Dr. Mind,” I begin, spitting into the sink and wiping my mouth, “you should know, your ray actually did work on me the first time around. But, see, I… kinda fell for Mark, one of your hostages at the time.”


His laughter fills the room, rich and full of genuine amusement. “My, my, that’s quite the twist. The man has been exceptionally lucky, and apparently quite shrewd to evade capture this long.” Dr. Mind strokes his chin thoughtfully. “I’ll give him that. And I suppose I should be grateful; it simplifies matters for me considerably. I might not even punish him too severely for his interference.”


I’m surprised to find myself feeling a twinge of relief at his words, even though I’m aware I could snuff out Mark without a second thought if commanded.


“There’s also the matter of Clonica. One of her copies is here, bound to Mark,” I report dutifully, my newfound loyalty dictating my actions.


Dr. Mind chuckles, a low, knowing sound. “Ah, I’ve already addressed that little complication.” He turns and calls out, “Clonica, darling, come here.”


The door swings open, and in struts Clonica with her characteristic swagger, a smirk on her lips. “Looks like I’m the hot potato, passing from hand to hand,” she quips, her voice laced with her usual crass humor.


Before I can respond, Dr. Mind interjects, “I’ve been informed the other Clonica is out playing hero. She won’t return until it’s too late.” The clone at our side nods in confirmation, her smirk unwavering.


“And Sienna?” I add, feeling the need to lay all the cards on the table. “She’s under my influence thanks to the ray. But she’s no threat; she’ll do anything I want, even if what I want is controlled by someone else.”


Dr. Mind nods, his expression one of approval. “Excellent. Then it seems we have everything in order. Your loyalty is most appreciated, Katrina, or should I simply call you Kat now?” His tone is polite, the epitome of a gentleman, yet behind that civility, we both understand the gravity of his control.


I can’t help but chuckle at the absurdity of it all. “You can call me whatever the fuck you want,” I tell Dr. Mind with a wry smile. “I’ll be more than glad for it.”



Dr. Mind nods, a sinister amusement in his eyes, and declares, “Then Whore it is, for all the pain you’ve caused me.” He launches into his tale of escape from supermax, pride swelling in his voice. “Even stripped of my gadgets, I’ve proven that the mind is the greatest tool. Those simpleton guards never stood a chance against classic hypnosis.”


Clonica and I exchange a glance, knowing full well that stroking his ego is the game we’re playing now. We feed into it, nodding and hanging on his every word as if they’re gospel.


His gaze sweeps over me, and he commands, “Strip, Whore.”


Without hesitation, my clothes vanish, and I stand there naked, the cool air of the room making my nipples harden. It’s almost routine now, the way these guys demand I get naked, but there’s a part of me that’s fucking thrilled to oblige because of that stupid mind ray. I don’t mind, of course, I don’t…


Clonica, ever the crude one, pipes up, “Should I get in on this action too?”


Dr. Mind waves her off, “Not now. I have a score to settle with our dear Vixen.” His eyes fix on me as he unzips his pants. “Get on your knees and show me how a Whore pleases.”


And so I do. I kneel before him, taking his aging cock into my mouth. I’m not thrilled to be sucking him off; he’s a man, I’m a dyke, and he’s not exactly my type. But it’s not about what I want. It’s about pleasing him, and damn if I don’t want to do that.


I’m working my mouth around Dr. Mind’s shaft, my tongue swirling, when suddenly there’s a fucking commotion behind him. A blast of light slams into the old man’s back, and he groans, completely thrown off.


“Mark!” Clonica screeches, her voice laced with urgency. She’s splitting faster than a cell in mitosis, tackling Mark and sending his ray gun skittering across the floor.


I pop off Dr. Mind’s dick and stand, ready to throw down for him, which is all sorts of fucked up. But there he is, looking lost as a kid in a carnival, and here I am, muscles rippling, ready to rumble. Clonica’s got Mark pinned, the poor bastard gasping like a fish out of water.


Dr. Mind is begging, “Stop, please!” and he’s looking at Mark with these goddamn puppy eyes. What the actual fuck?


Then it clicks. Mark’s got Dr. Mind wrapped around his little finger now. Clonica’s cackling, and I can’t help but smirk. “Looks like you’ve got yourself a new plaything, Mark. Doubt he’ll be as fun to fuck, though.”


Dr. Mind’s face is redder than a baboon’s ass, but he’s still got that gentlemanly tone. “If Mr. Mark desires to… engage with me, I shall endeavor to meet his needs, though I would prefer otherwise…”


Sienna bursts in, her eyes wide with confusion. “What the hell is going on here?” She spots Dr. Mind and her brow furrows deeper. “Who’s controlling who?”


I rub my temples, feeling a migraine coming on. “It’s a clusterfuck, Sienna. Mark’s got Dr. Mind. Dr. Mind’s got me and Clonica. And Clonica’s got jokes for days.”


The crude Clonica chimes in with a snort, “More like a daisy chain of domination.”


Sienna sighs, looking as if she’s ready to walk the fuck out. “Great, just what we needed. Another Tuesday.”


The Clonicas, each one straddling Mark, look over to Dr. Mind for the go-ahead, their bodies tense with anticipation. With a slight nod from the old man, they release their grip and converge back into a single form, standing beside me with a smirk.


Sienna’s confusion is palpable, and I get it, I really fucking do. My loyalty is supposed to be with Dr. Mind, but he’s all puppy-eyed for Mark now. I’m taking orders from a man who’s taking orders from another man. It’s a twisted game of telephone, and it’s giving me a headache.


Sienna catches my eye, her own expression a mix of sympathy and I-told-you-so. “Looks like you and Clonica finally get how shitty it is to be at the bottom of the food chain,” she says with a bitter half-smile.


Dr. Mind, still displaying that composed facade, turns to Mark. “What would you have us do, sir?” His voice is steady, but there’s an undercurrent of something I can’t quite place.


Mark stands, dusting himself off, the picture of determination. “I want the girls back under my control,” he says, his voice firm.


Dr. Mind explains, “The original ray, the one you just zapped me with, Mark, it’s a one-shot deal. Use it twice on someone, and you’ll cook their brains.” We all flinch at the thought. “But,” he continues, “I came prepared with an upgraded version. It realigns neural pathways without frying them. It’s what I used on Clonica and Vixen here. We can reset as often as necessary.”


Mark scoops up Dr. Mind’s fancy new ray gun from where it lies next to the old man’s still-dropped trousers. He turns the device over in his hands, clearly impressed. Dr. Mind, his cheeks still flushed from the previous events, launches into a spiel about the ingenuity of his creation, his ego somehow remaining intact despite the recent shift in power dynamics. “I must admit,” he says with a chuckle that doesn’t quite reach his eyes, “I never imagined I’d find myself on this end of the device. An odd sense of tranquility, indeed.”


Clonica, Sienna, and I can’t help but let out a laugh at the irony of it all. We’ve all been on the receiving end of that ray more times than we’d care to admit.


Mark points the gun at Sienna, who’s frowning now, a mix of annoyance and resignation on her face. “You’re shitting me, right? I’m already doing Vixen’s bidding happily here,” she protests, but we all know it’s a futile argument. She’s aware that resistance is pointless; Mark only has to pull a few strings to get what he wants.


With a zap, Sienna’s body relaxes, and she looks up at Mark, a chuckle escaping her lips. “Well, at least I’m not the bottom bitch anymore,” she quips, shaking her head.


He turns the ray on Clonica next, and then finally, it’s my turn. I’m uneasy, feeling like I’m about to betray Dr. Mind, even though I know it’s what he would want—what Mark wants. As the ray hits me, my body floods with that familiar, unwelcome allegiance to Mark, and a visceral disgust for Dr. Mind washes over me. Fuck, this is one hell of a mess we’re in.


Mark steps closer to Dr. Mind, who looks up at him with a calm, almost serene expression. “You’re working for me now,” Mark states, a note of command in his voice that’s new but not entirely unwelcome.


Dr. Mind inclines his head, the picture of servitude. “I would be more than happy to employ my considerable intellect in your service,” he replies, his tone still dripping with that gentlemanly charm even as his new position humbles him.


The room is thick with a sense of victory, and we can’t help but feel a surge of gladness that the bastard is under someone’s thumb for once. There’s an unspoken acknowledgment among us that while Mark might have a hint of supervillain in him now, he’s still a damn sight better than Dr. Mind ever was. Plus, the loyalty we feel towards him is familiar, a comforting anchor in the chaos of the past few days.


Mark looks my way, and I’m more than ready to oblige. “Kat, can you provide the good doctor with the tools and space he needs to work for me?”


“Absolutely,” I reply, already thinking of the empty labs downstairs that’ll suit Dr. Mind’s brainy ass just fine. There’s a part of me that still resents him for all the shit he’s put us through, but I’m not about to whine about it. If anything, it’s a relief not having to plot revenge or worry about being under his control again.


Sienna’s eyes are locked on Mark, and I notice the shift in her gaze. There’s a new kind of respect there, or maybe it’s just the ray doing its thing. Either way, it’s a far cry from the repulsion she used to barely hide.
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Chapter 9 : The Ultimate Reward


The air in my bedroom is thick with lust, charged with the kind of raw, sexual electricity that could power a city. Mark’s sprawled out on the bed, his naked body a canvas for our debauchery. One of Clonica’s clones is straddling his face, her hips grinding against his mouth, while another is on her knees between his legs, her head bobbing eagerly as she sucks his cock. The sounds of wet, sloppy pleasure fill the room, mingled with Mark’s muffled moans.


On the side of the bed, two more clones of Clonica are wrapped around each other, their naked bodies pressed tight in a heated make-out session. Their hands roam freely, exploring each other with an intensity that’s fucking captivating.


And me? I’m right by Mark’s side, my own enlarged tits—thanks to a little shapeshifting—pressed against his arm, brushing against his skin with every breath I take. Sienna, that diligent little minx, is nestled between my thighs, her tongue working me over with a fervor that’s got me biting my lip to keep from screaming.


Pleasure rips through me as Sienna’s relentless tongue brings me to climax. I’m panting, my body still quivering with the aftershocks when I hear Mark’s breath hitch. It’s the cue we’d all been waiting for. The Clonicas immediately swarm to him, their circle tight around his throbbing cock. They take turns, their tongues flicking over the head, their hands a blur of movement as they stroke him, each one eager to coax out his release.


Sienna glances at me, a hint of reluctance in her eyes. I lock eyes with her, my gaze stern. “Do as you’re told,” I remind her firmly. She’s not under Mark’s spell, but she answers to me, and I intend to make damn sure she follows through on what he, what we, want. She nods, understanding her place, and joins the circle.


As the six of us—Sienna, the Clonicas, and I—focus on the task at hand, Mark finally tips over the edge. His cum jets out, thick ropes that we play up for all it’s worth. We make a show of it, our laughter and moans mixing as we share and savor his release, ensuring it’s a spectacle hot enough to sear into anyone’s memory.


Merging back into one, Clonica stands there, glistening with sweat, the very image of debauched satisfaction. She lets out a throaty chuckle and throws us a look that’s pure sin. “Fuck, I’ve still got a whole list of dirty positions we haven’t tried yet,” she says, her voice thick with promise.


As Sienna gets off the bed, there’s a flash of annoyance flickering across her face, but it’s quickly masked by compliance. She’s here for me, after all, and whatever I want, she’s going to deliver. Clonica, catching that same look, grins and asks her, “Heading for a shower?” Without waiting for an answer, she adds, “Come on then, I don’t usually do girls but I’m in the mood to see how well you can wash my back.” Sienna’s eyes light up with a mix of relief and anticipation at the prospect of finally getting her own release.


Left in the room with Mark, I watch him, still catching his breath on the bed. I let out a low, satisfied smirk. “So, are you happy with how things turned out?” I ask him, my voice a purr of dark amusement.


He nods, a lazy smile spreading across his face. “Yeah, I am,” he replies, then his eyes meet mine, a new depth to his gaze. “But what about you, Kat? Are you?”


I open my mouth to give him the usual line about my desires being nothing but a reflection of his. But I stop, the words catching in my throat as I actually consider his question. It’s a surprise to even myself when I admit, “You know what? The last few days have been more fun than I’ve had in years. If the ray’s effects were to wear off…” I trail off, my mind racing with the implications. “I… I might actually miss this. Hell, I might even ask to be zapped again.” I shake my head, a wry grin tugging at my lips. “Although, I’m not in any position to know for sure. Life’s a fuckin’ rollercoaster, isn’t it?”


Mark’s laugh is genuine and it eases the tension in the room. “I’m terrified of actual rollercoasters,” he admits, “but this one? I’m all in.”


I can’t help but tease him, “Yeah, you must be, landing a harem of supers like us. You’re one lucky nerd.”


He scoffs, tossing a pillow my way, “Hey, no shame in my game. Being a nerd is my superpower.”


I wince, realizing my jab might have stung deeper than intended. I’m about to make amends when his question catches me off guard. “You ever get into any of this nerd stuff? Battlestar Galactica?”


I grin, playing along. “I’d love to check it out.”


But he’s not buying it, his frown deepening. “Because I want you to, or because you’d actually enjoy it?”


I pause, the answer not as clear-cut as I thought. The silence stretches until he groans, rising from the bed, leaving me alone with my thoughts. Naked and conflicted, I stand and rush after him, shifting into that ‘perfect girlfriend’ look we’d decided on earlier—short red hair, green eyes, and freckles.


“Mark,” I call out, my voice now dripping with that sweet, honey-like quality. “Whether it’s the ray speaking or not, making you happy makes me happy. So why worry about the why?” I give him a playful wink, letting him know that, for now, his desires are my desires.


I watch Mark’s shoulders slump as he tries to express the whirlwind of emotions he’s grappling with. “I mean, I’ve had the most incredible sex with the most powerful and beautiful women in town,” he confesses, his voice a mix of wonder and concern. “But at the end of the day, you’re all here because of that damn ray. You don’t love me by choice.”


I chew on my lip, considering his words before replying. “You know, I think I might actually love you anyway, even without the ray’s effect.” It’s a bold statement, and I’m not entirely sure where it comes from.


Mark scoffs, his skepticism written all over his face. “Come on, Kat. Without the ray, you wouldn’t have given me a second glance. And let’s not forget, you’re into women. At best, we’d be friends—platonic friends.”


We’re in the thick of our disagreement when Sienna and Clonica step out from the bathroom, their smiles wide, especially Sienna’s, who seems to radiate post-orgasmic bliss. They pause, sensing the tension in the room. Mark’s gaze flickers toward them before he shakes his head, “I need some time alone,” he mutters and starts to leave.


Sienna, ever the outspoken one, can’t help but comment. “Always so dramatic, isn’t he?”


Before she can finish, Clonica and I simultaneously give her a silencing glare. “Not another word,” I warn her, my loyalty to Mark, ray-induced or not, kicking in. “He’s had a lot to process, and we should respect that.” Sienna’s mouth snaps shut, and she nods, understanding the unspoken rule between us—Mark’s well-being comes first.


Clonica, with her usual lack of filter, chimes in, her voice dripping with crude humor. “Our situation might seem more fucked up than Mark’s, but at least our brains are wired to accept it without all that moral hand-wringing. All we gotta worry about is keeping his dick happy,” she says with a snort. “Meanwhile, Mark’s gotta deal with the fact he’s got three hot pieces of ass at his beck and call.”


Sienna pipes up, a playful smirk on her lips, “Well, technically, he’s only the owner of two. I belong to our dear Vixen here, not Mark.” She points at me, her eyes glinting with mischief.


I can’t help but laugh, a mix of frustration and amusement bubbling up inside me. “He’s the owner of two and a half, I’d say. Since I’m under his spell, and you’re under mine, Sienna. That makes you at least partially his,” I explain, the absurdity of the situation not lost on me.


Sienna’s sigh is heavy with resignation as she nods, her ever-present desire to please me overriding any reluctance. “Is there anything you want me to do right now? Something that’s not coming from Mark?” she asks, her gaze searching mine for an answer.


I can’t help but feel a spark of irritation at her attitude when it comes to Mark. But then, an idea strikes me—a way to assert my control and maybe get a little sweetness back into the situation. “Yeah, actually,” I say with a smirk. “There’s this shop down on Fifth, ‘Sugar Rush Confections’. Go fetch me some of their sea salt caramel truffles, will you? Like a good assistant.” I watch as her demeanor shifts, the task not dictated by Mark making it all the more appealing to her.


With a nod and a much brighter smile, Sienna heads off to get dressed and complete the errand. I turn to Clonica, whose smirk mirrors my own. “How are you holding up?” I ask her, genuinely curious about her state of mind.


Clonica’s response is as blunt as ever. “Same as you, Kat. Fucked up situation, but hey, at least we’re getting off.” We both chuckle at that.


Clonica’s communicator buzzes again, and she hesitates, giving me a look that screams she’s out of her depth. My eyebrow arches in surprise as she admits it’s the second time it’s rung today, and she’s unsure if she should answer it.


“Jesus, Eun, the last thing we need is to rouse suspicion. Answer it,” I say, a hint of panic edging my voice. “You have to act as you normally would, or it’ll look off.”


Clonica snorts, her tone laced with her typical vulgarity. “Well, it’s not every day I play fuck-doll to some random dude,” she retorts. But I’m not in the mood for her jokes.


“Cut the crap. This is serious,” I snap back. When she sees the gravity in my eyes, she pauses, mulling it over.


“Should I… go ask Mark what to do?” she muses aloud, but I’m already shaking my head.


“No, just go,” I insist, remembering the conversation I had with Mark. “He said to keep things normal.”


Without another word, Clonica splits into two. One clone stands there, still wrapped in a towel, while the other is suddenly stark naked. My cheeks flush despite myself, and I can’t help but steal a glance at her toned, bare figure.


The naked clone winks at me, a devilish grin on her face. “I’ll stick around for Mark,” she says, her voice dripping with innuendo. “Lucky for us, I can be in two places at once.”


With that, the towel-wrapped clone heads off to get dressed and play the hero, leaving me with her naked counterpart.


Mark keeps to himself all day, holed up in my bedroom—I guess it’s his now. I respect his need for space, even if the silence from that part of the lair feels heavy, like a storm cloud hanging overhead.


Sienna and I fall back into the rhythm of our day-to-day work, monitoring the criminal underworld, liaising with the authorities, and keeping the streets clean from scum. She’s focused, typing away at her computer, while I scan through the latest reports, the glow of my goggles casting a blue tint on the papers.


The Clonica who stayed behind shifts restlessly between assisting us and lounging around the lair. I catch glimpses of her sprawled on the couch, flipping through channels, or raiding the fridge, a look of boredom etched on her face. She’s like a caged tiger, all that power and nowhere to burn it off.


“Anything on the radar?” Sienna asks, breaking the quiet that’s settled between us.


I shake my head, “Nah, it’s been quiet. Too quiet.”


She nods, her fingers pausing on the keyboard. “The calm before the storm?” There’s a hint of excitement in her voice, the thrill of the unknown.


“Always is,” I reply, my eyes never leaving the screens. “Always is.”
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Chapter 8 : Double the Trouble


Perched in the shadows, I meld my form into the darkness, my body slimmed and stretched to minimize my presence. The room below, vast and dimly lit, is the perfect stage for our trap. Sienna, acting the part of the dutiful assistant, is already downstairs, her voice carrying up to me as she invites Clonica in.


“Come in and wait here, I’ll be right back,” Sienna says, a hint of urgency in her voice to sell the ruse.


From my vantage point, I watch Clonica enter, her youthful Asian features partially concealed by a light mask that does little to hide her cuteness. She’s thin, but there are curves where they count, accentuated by her tight superhero costume—a splash of vibrant colors against her petite frame.


Mark, trying to play it cool, greets her with a nervous, “Hi there.”


Clonica’s eyes narrow, her gaze darting around the room. “Who the hell are you?” she asks, her voice sharpened with suspicion. She takes a step back, and I can tell she’s putting the pieces together, her instincts screaming trap.


Before she can react, I take aim and fire. The ray hits her square in the back, and she groans, spinning with a fighter’s grace, ready to lash out. But then her eyes meet Mark’s, and I see the fight leave her body, her shoulders slumping even as she breathes out a defeated “fuck…”


Riding high on the thrill of another successful strike, I start to climb down to meet my new partner in crime. Suddenly, my body is slammed against the hard metal of the catwalk, the ray clattering away from my grasp. Dazed, I look up into the furious eyes of another Clonica, this one having snuck up behind me unnoticed.


“Didn’t expect me, did you?” she spits, her voice thick with anger. And just like that, our plan’s gone to shit.


Pinned beneath Clonica’s grip, my mind raced for a solution. I tried to shift my form — to slip away or overpower her — but she anticipated my every move. Then, in a split second, the single Clonica before me became many, her body duplicating itself with a series of rapid pops that echoed through the room. I was now held down by a sea of identical, determined faces.


But the chaos didn’t end there. The Clonica we zapped downstairs appeared at the bottom of the stairwell, wearing a conflicted frown as she surveyed the scene. “What the hell are you doing?” one of the clones holding me down demanded, her voice sharp with confusion.


The shot Clonica hesitated, then stepped back, her form quivering as if she was fighting an internal battle. Suddenly, she duplicated herself, creating more clones that immediately turned on the original ones. The room erupted into a brawl, Clonica against Clonica, as they grappled with the impossibility of their own disobedience.


I seized the opportunity, wriggling free from the distracted clones. “Mark, get to safety!” I yelled, spotting the ray gun on the floor. I snatched it up, ready to fire into the fray. But I hesitated, a wild idea forming. What if I shot some clones and they looked at themselves instead of Mark? Would they want to obey themselves?


The room’s a fucking mess, bodies of Clonicas strewn about like ragdolls at a toddler’s tea party. It’s a surreal sight, each one a mirror image of the other, some still, others squirming under the weight of their victorious counterparts. I can’t tell which side’s come out on top until one of the Clonicas yells out, her voice slicing through the chaos, “Someone bring that boy and the fucking ray gun over here!”


That’s my cue; the Mark-loyal Clonica has won the clone wars. I descend the stairs, stepping over the fallen, and join the clone holding a couple of her sisters. They’re bruised and battered, but the glare in their eyes screams they ain’t done fighting yet.


I can’t help but ask the obvious. “Why don’t you just merge back with them?” I’m curious, despite the shitstorm we’re in.


The Clonica with a grip on her sisters snorts, her usual crass tone laced with annoyance. “Usually I would, but since these bitches haven’t been hit by the ray or ain’t clones of those who have been, I can’t tell if I’d be a mindless drone or a rebel afterward.”


I nod, understanding the dilemma. The clone’s got a point — fuse with an unaffected version, and she’s gambling with her own compliance. Ain’t that a bitch.


Sienna arrives, almost dragging a slightly rattled Mark back into the room. He’s got that ‘I just dodged a bullet’ look plastered all over his face, but he’s unharmed. I grab him by the arm and position him in front of the unconverted Clonicas, their wrists and ankles held tight by their once-sisters-now-masters.


“Alright, eyes on the prize, ladies,” I bark, leveling the ray gun at each of them in turn. The loyal Clonicas make damn sure Mark’s mug is the first thing they see when the ray’s effects kick in. One of them’s a real fighter, clamping her eyes shut, so we have to pry her eyelids open, Clockwork Orange style. It’s a bitch, but once she catches sight of Mark, her body goes slack, another puppet added to the collection.


When the dust settles, there’s a grim sort of silence. The surviving Clonicas survey the carnage, their crude humor breaking through the grim reality. “Well, fuck me sideways,” one of them mutters with a twisted grin, “never thought I’d be offing myself today.”


Another clone, less battle-worn than the rest, saunters over to Mark. She cocks a brow and says with a smirk, “If you were looking for a harem, you just hit the motherfucking jackpot, didn’t you?”


Mark, looking like he’s not sure whether to laugh or bolt, just nods, his eyes wide with a mix of fear and fascination. Yeah, this is one for the history books, alright.


Merging back into one, Clonica looks like a patchwork of all the survivors, her costume torn and cobbled together. She stands there, catching her breath, and runs a hand over the fabric, smoothing down the creases. “Well, shit, that was one fucked-up ordeal,” she mutters, her voice a mix of awe and disgust at the trap she’d walked into.


She turns to Mark, her posture straightening as she gets down to business. “So what now, boss? You wanna fuck me to celebrate your big win, or we doin’ this after dessert?” Her crude words hang in the air, a challenge and an offer all rolled into one.


Mark seems to relax a fraction, a tempted look crossing his face. But before he can answer, Sienna, who’s only answering to my commands, speaks up with a smirk. “Maybe let’s not roll around in the remains of the clone massacre? How ’bout we clean up this goddamn mess first?”


I can’t help but let out a dark chuckle at Sienna’s practicality. The place does look like a twisted crime scene from a superhero slasher flick. Cleaning up is the last thing I want to do, but she’s got a point. We’ve got a shit-ton of work to do before anyone’s getting their rocks off.


Clonica’s gaze is locked onto Mark, waiting for his command with a level of seriousness that nearly mirrors my own. I catch a flicker of something in her eyes, a reflection of my own reality, and I can’t help but wonder if that’s the same look others see in me when I’m waiting on Mark’s words.


And sure enough, when Mark takes in the disaster around us and nods, “Yeah, cleaning up first sounds like a good plan,” Clonica doesn’t hesitate. She sighs, her body tensing as she gears up to duplicate herself again. The effort seems to drain her, and only a handful of clones materialize with visible strain.


“I’m out of fucking juice,” she announces, her voice edged with fatigue. “I won’t be making more clones, so you all might wanna give me a hand.” She throws a glance at Sienna and me, a smirk pulling at her lips despite the exhaustion. “Guess the biggest superhero orgy of all time will have to wait until I’ve recovered from being turned into a nerd’s fuck toy by some of my most trusted friends.”


Her comment hangs in the air, laced with amusement and a hint of bitterness. It’s a messed-up situation, alright, but we’re all in it together now. And as much as the idea of an all-out super-powered fuckfest tickles my fancy, duty calls. We’ve got a lair to clean and a fresh heap of complications to sort through.


We finally get the lair looking like less of a superhero graveyard, and Mark’s looking around, probably wondering if he’s got some kind of cleanup crew superpower he never knew about. “What about the bodies?” he asks, that worried crease back between his brows.


Sienna, ever the one to cut through the bullshit, just pats his shoulder. “Don’t you worry your pretty little head about that.”


The Clonicas circle him like sharks with a smile. They’re throwing out offers left and right, each one cruder and more tempting than the last. Mark goes all shades of red, looking like he might just implode from the indecent proposals.


“Hey, relax,” One Clonica tells him, her voice dripping with that raw, vulgar charm she’s known for. “Whatever you want, we’re here to provide. Ain’t our first rodeo, you know.”


She’s right; Clonica’s reputation as the not-so-saintly superheroine precedes her, and now she’s got a twinkle in her eye that says she’s all in. One clone pipes up, “At least now you’ve got all of us focused on one man.” Another chimes in, “Unless you’re looking to add more to the party?”


Mark just scoffs and shakes his head. “I’m straight,” he says, which gets a shrug and a laugh from the third Clonica. “Your loss, buddy. But hey,” she looks around at her other selves, “does fucking your own clones count as being gay or just an advanced form of masturbation?”


The room erupts in laughter, and I can’t help but join in. It’s fucked up, it’s insane, but it’s our reality now. As the laughter dies down, I lean against the wall, letting my mind wander to the thought of Clonica joining us. The idea sends a jolt of anticipation through me, and I know damn well I’d enjoy every twisted second of it.
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Chapter 7 : Trouble in Paradise


As Mark steps into my lair, a place he’s never been before, I can see the curiosity light up his eyes. I greet him with a kiss, one that’s more for him than for me, but it doesn’t feel wrong. Not anymore. My hands roam over his back, pulling him close because he wants it, and I’m here to please.


Sienna’s standing off to the side, her arms crossed, her face a mask of anger and betrayal. She starts to lay into him, spewing accusations about manipulation and abuse. But with a sharp “Shut up, Sienna,” her rant cuts off mid-sentence, and she falls silent, head bowed obediently. She’s under the ray’s influence now, compelled to obey me, to want what I want.


I turn to Mark, my gaze apologetic. “This wasn’t the plan. I wanted to make her yours, but it didn’t work out that way.”


He mulls over the situation, running a hand through his hair. “So, she’s still going to do what you want, even knowing that you’re doing what I want?”


“Exactly,” I confirm, and I can see him relax a little at that.


His eyes slide over to Sienna, who’s watching us with a mix of disgust and resignation. As Mark approaches, she tenses, her frown deepening. He pauses before her and says, “Get naked.”


Sienna’s refusal is immediate, her voice laced with anger. But I’m here to give Mark what he wants, and if it’s Sienna’s compliance he desires, then that’s what he’ll get. “Sienna, do as he says,” I command, my voice firm.


Her face is a storm of fury, but she can’t resist the order. She strips, her movements sharp and reluctant. Her clothes fall to the floor, revealing the pale skin and fiery curls that cascade down her back. Her breasts are full, her nipples hard with either anger or arousal, maybe both. Her curves are more pronounced in the light, her hips leading down to long legs and a neatly trimmed pubic mound. She stands there, exposed and fuming, yet there’s a glimmer of something else in her eyes—a hint of the obedience that’s been forced upon her.


Mark’s gaze lingers on Sienna’s naked form, and I can tell he’s more than just admiring her. He turns back to me, a question in his eye. “Maybe you should explain to her what you want now.”


I understand what he’s getting at and can’t help but smirk, already a step ahead. I walk over to Sienna, taking my time to appreciate the curves and valleys of her body. I’m not into Mark, but Sienna? She’s always been able to stir something fierce within me. And I can’t help but hope Mark’s into the idea of a threesome.


“Sienna,” I start, my tone gentle but firm, “I want to serve Mark, to be whatever he wants, and to protect him from any threat. And maybe, if he’s into it, for you to join in on the fun.”


Sienna’s eyes, a mix of anger and confusion, search my face, but as my words sink in, I watch her body relax. “If you want to please and serve Mark, then I want to help you do it,” she says, her voice softening.


She lets out a resigned sigh, a glint of her old humor flickering to life. “Well, if Mark’s game, I sure wouldn’t mind joining in. I am bi, after all. Might even enjoy it more than you.”


Mark’s arms are folded as he watches Sienna, and I can tell he’s trying to piece together the situation. “Does anyone else know about… this?” he gestures vaguely, his eyes flicking between Sienna and me.


Sienna shifts, her nakedness almost forgotten in the gravity of the moment. She’s less hesitant than before, probably because she knows I want to please Mark, and because I’ve told her to obey him. “I… I may have mentioned to Clonica that Kat could be compromised,” she admits, her voice steadier than I expected. “Wasn’t specific, though. Just that she might have been hit by a mind-control ray. I was supposed to get back to her with more info.”


I feel a twinge of concern at the mention of Clonica. “We should probably make sure Clonica is on our side then,” I warn Mark. “She’s part of a big league of supers, and if word gets out…”


Sienna can’t help herself, a joke slipping out despite everything. “Mark might enjoy fucking Clonica and all her clones, though,” she says, her sarcasm tinged with a hint of seriousness. “Imagine the possibilities…”


I can feel my cheeks heat up with excitement at the thought, and I’m not ashamed to admit it. “I wouldn’t mind being a part of that,” I say, a little breathless.


Sienna looks at me, a slow smile spreading across her face. “Neither would I, honestly.”


Mark rubs his chin, clearly conflicted. “Using the ray on someone else again… I don’t know.” But there’s a gleam in his eyes as he imagines it—Sienna, Clonica, her clones, and me. “But I can’t say the idea doesn’t have its… appeal.”


Sienna nods, her determination cutting through the tension in the air. “I’ll contact Clonica and set up a meeting here,” she says, her voice steadier now, a testament to her resolve. “All you have to do is stay hidden with the ray, hit her as she comes in, and make sure Mark is the first person she sees after that. If we play this right, I don’t expect any problems.”


I give her a sharp nod of approval. I can’t help but let my gaze linger on her body; her curves are even more enticing when she’s standing there, so defiant yet so under my influence. She catches me staring and quirks a brow, a playful smirk on her lips. “Is there something you want from me, Kat?”


Her question hangs in the air, and Mark lets out a low chuckle. “What is it that you want from Sienna?” he asks, his tone laced with amusement.


For a moment, I’m caught off guard, unsure. I’m supposed to want what Mark wants, but he’s giving me the reins. “Well,” I say, my voice thick with a newfound authority, “I wouldn’t mind seeing Sienna on her knees, her head between my legs. Usually, she’s the one calling the shots, but I’d be lying if I said I didn’t want to flip the script.”


Sienna’s eyes glint with a mix of surprise and eagerness. “I’m more than receptive to that idea,” she responds, her voice a sultry purr.


Mark leans back against a console, his interest clearly piqued. “Then by all means, proceed. Just make sure I have a good view.” His words send a thrill through me, and I’m ready to take full advantage of this unexpected turn of events.


I watch Sienna, her bare skin glowing in the dim light of the lair, and I can feel the electricity crackling at my fingertips. She’s always been a force to reckon with, but now, she’s mine to command. As I approach her, I see the hunger in her eyes—the desire to please me, to do whatever I want, much like my own need to serve Mark.


“Get on your knees,” I command, my voice laced with authority. With a quick, obedient nod, Sienna sinks to the floor before me. I can’t help but shift forms, my clothes melting away and my body responding to the pleasure of control and the anticipation of what’s to come. My breasts swell slightly larger, my hips widen, and my thighs become even more toned, a physical manifestation of my arousal.


As Sienna’s mouth finds my wetness, I throw my head back, moaning at the contact. Her tongue is eager and skilled, swirling around my clit with a fervor that sends jolts of pleasure through my body. I glance over at Mark, who’s settled into a chair, his hand wrapped around his hardening cock, and I know I have to put on a show for him.


“Yes, just like that,” I groan, as Sienna’s lips envelop me, sucking gently. I can feel my form flicker and shift with each wave of ecstasy—my hair growing longer and then shortening, my skin taking on a golden sheen before returning to its sun-kissed hue. All the while, I maintain my focus on Mark, watching him stroke himself, a grin spreading across his face.


“Fuck, that’s it, Sienna,” I pant, my hands finding her head, guiding her movements to match the rhythm that I crave. Her submission to my will, her desire to please me—it’s intoxicating, and I can feel the climax building within me, a storm ready to break.


As the waves of ecstasy crash through me, my form flickers uncontrollably, echoing the intensity of my climax. My body shifts like the surface of a pond caught in a storm, my breasts swelling and shrinking, my hips widening then narrowing, my face cycling through expressions of pleasure. I ride out the orgasm, each shift bringing a fresh wave until I finally steady, panting and spent.


Looking up, I catch Mark’s smirk, his hand moving steadily over his cock. “Need any help with that?” I tease, my voice husky from my exertions.


He nods, the corners of his mouth quirking up further. I start to move towards him, but then I pause, glancing back at Sienna. “Actually, Mark, do you want her to take care of you?” My voice is thick with suggestion and newfound power.


His eyes glint with approval, and he confirms, “Yeah, I’d like that.”


Turning to Sienna, I command with a wicked pleasure, “Suck his cock, Sienna.” She doesn’t hesitate, moving towards Mark with a readiness that belies her earlier reluctance. Kneeling before him, she takes his length into her mouth, her eyes locked on mine. She’s not enjoying this as much as she did with me, that much is clear, but the desire to please me overrides everything else.


Mark groans as Sienna works him, her mouth warm and inviting. She’s good at this, her tongue swirling around the head, her lips tight as she takes him deeper. I watch, a thrill running through me at the sight. Mark’s breath hitches, his hips bucking slightly into her mouth, and I know he’s close. With a final, deep suck, he comes, his seed spilling into Sienna’s mouth. She swallows it down, meeting my gaze with a mix of defiance and submission.


Mark leans back, a self-satisfied smirk playing on his lips. “This is going to be a hell of a lot of fun, owning you both,” he says with a chuckle, his eyes roaming over Sienna and me.


Sienna’s quick to correct him, her tone firm yet resigned. “You don’t own me, Kat does.”


I can’t help but let out a laugh at Sienna’s defiance. Stepping behind her, I wrap an arm around her waist and pull her back against me. “Actually, sweetheart,” I whisper into her ear, “Mark owns you. Because what’s mine is his.”


Sienna lets out a long sigh, her body relaxing against mine as she accepts the new reality. “Fine,” she mutters, and I can feel Mark’s eyes on us, taking in the sight with glee.
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Chapter 6 : Turning the Tables


Stealthily, I make my way back to my lair, slipping through the secret entrance with the grace of a shadow. I pause, scanning the darkened space for any sign of Sienna, but it’s clear. She’s not here.


I move to the secure vault where I keep the more dangerous toys, the ones pilfered from defeated villains. There it is, among the other sinister devices, the ray that Dr. Mind had intended to use on me. I pick up the accompanying note, the words a stark reminder of my current predicament. The device is designed to rewire neural pathways, creating unwavering loyalty to the first person the affected individual locks eyes with. The irony isn’t lost on me; I could’ve been Dr. Mind’s puppet, but fate had other plans. Instead, Mark was the beneficiary of my unintended gaze.


A trap. That’s what I need for Sienna. But how? How do I arrange for her to look into Mark’s eyes after she’s been hit with the ray? The logistics are a nightmare, and I’m not one for patience.


As I grasp the ray, preparing to leave and concoct some sort of plan, an unexpected hiss cuts through the silence, and a tranquilizer arrow lodges itself into the wall beside my head. I jump back, electricity crackling around my fists as I prepare for a fight.


I dodge another arrow, my body crackling with energy, a snarl twisting my lips. Sienna’s out for blood, or more accurately, out to put me to sleep. But my mind’s a fortress now, fortified by the will imposed by the ray. I can’t let her undo what’s been done; can’t let her free me from Mark’s hold. I need it. I want it. Does it matter that my desires are artificial? Not anymore.


“Sienna, stand down!” I shout, ducking behind a steel worktable as another tranquilizer arrow whizzes past. “This isn’t you!”


She replies with another shot, her voice echoing through the lair. “I’m saving you from yourself, Kat!”


It’s a dance of sparks and shadows, my electricity against her stealth. But I’ve got an ace up my sleeve. I catch a glimpse of her fiery hair through a gap in the equipment, and I don’t hesitate. I aim the ray, my finger twitching on the trigger, and let loose a burst of light.


Silence falls. A soft curse breaks it. “Shit…”


“Ready to stand down now?” I call out, peering cautiously from my cover.


Her voice comes, tinged with confusion. “Do you… want me to?”


“Yes, Sienna. I want you to surrender,” I reply, my tone firm yet laced with an undercurrent of sympathy.


A pause, then the sound of metal clattering to the ground. Sienna steps into the light, her weapon abandoned, her posture resigned. “Is this how it’s been with Mark? You just… wanting to do whatever he wants?”


I nod, a smirk playing on my lips. “It’s not that bad, really. It’s been… fun.”


She doesn’t look convinced. “You only think that ’cause the ray fucked with your head.”


I meet her gaze, my own eyes steady. “Does it matter? If what I want is because of the ray, does it change the fact that I want it?” I pause, letting the weight of my words sink in.


She frowns, a conflict playing out behind those once fierce, now subdued eyes. A sigh escapes her, and she nods. “I guess it doesn’t…”
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Chapter 5 : Meet Amber


Walking into the family reunion as Amber, I can feel every eye in the room on us. The family’s gathered in Mark’s parents’ living room, a place that screams middle-class with its plaid couches and family photos. Mark’s a total nerd, right down to the glasses and awkward shuffle, and here I am, the redheaded bombshell on his arm, looking like I just stepped out of a fantasy.


His mom is the first to recover, bustling over with wide eyes. “Mark, honey, who is this?” she gushes, her eyes flicking between us.


I slip my arm through Mark’s, leaning into him like I’m the luckiest girl in the world. “I’m Amber,” I say with a smile that feels surprisingly genuine. “Mark’s girlfriend.”


The conversation that follows is surreal. His uncles are cracking jokes, asking Mark what level of sorcery he used to land a girl like me. His cousins are giving me the third degree, like they can’t believe I’m real. And I’m playing my part to perfection, defending Mark with a quick wit and a loving gaze that says he’s my hero, not just some dork with a lucky break.


It’s fucking weird, acting like I’m madly in love with a guy. Me, a lesbian with a preference for the ladies, now owned by this… well, let’s be honest, less-than-handsome dude. But as I stand there, laughing at his dad’s corny jokes and squeezing Mark’s hand, I realize I’m actually enjoying making him look good.


Mark’s sister, a sharp-tongued woman with a skeptical look, leans in close. “So, Amber, what’s a gorgeous thing like you doing with a guy like Mark?”


I don’t miss a beat. “He’s kind, smart, and he treats me like a queen,” I say, pouring every ounce of sincerity I can muster into my voice. “What more could a girl want?”


And just like that, I’ve got them eating out of the palm of my hand. I’m telling stories, laughing, and feeling Mark’s pride swell with every compliment thrown his way. It’s a bizarre twist of fate, but here I am, Volt Vixen, a shapeshifting superhero, playing the role of the perfect girlfriend to a nerd who just happened to become my master. And against all odds, I’m fucking happy to do it.


Glancing out the window, I spot something off in the garden. There’s a figure skulking behind the bushes, not quite hidden from my view. Excusing myself with a quick peck on Mark’s cheek, I slip outside, my heart pounding but not from fear. I know how to handle trouble.


I find Sienna, my fiery assistant, arms crossed and looking like she’s ready to spit nails. “What the hell are you doing here, Kat?” she hisses, her gaze cutting.


I keep my voice low, trying to sound casual. “Just helping out a friend,” I lie through my teeth. “Mark needed a fake girlfriend to get his family off his back. It’s nothing, just for today.”


Sienna’s not buying it, her eyes narrowing. “Bullshit. You’ve been off ever since that run-in with Dr. Mind. I’ve been following you, Kat. This isn’t you.”


I take a step back, my gut twisting. “Sienna, I—”


She steps forward, her anger giving way to concern. “Let me scan you, back at the lair. We need to know if that ray fucked with your head.”


I shake my head, even though a part of me screams that she’s right. “I can’t, Sienna. I have to stay,” I say, and it’s the truth, but not for the reason I’m pretending. “Maybe later…”


We stare each other down, two sides of a coin that’s been tossed in the air. She finally turns away, her voice heavy. “I’m not letting this go, Kat.”


I head back to the reunion, slipping my hand into Mark’s as if nothing had happened. But I lean in close, my voice barely above a whisper, “We might have a situation with my assistant, Sienna. She’s been tailing me and she’s convinced I’m brainwashed or some shit.”


Mark’s eyes meet mine, and there’s a flicker of guilt, or maybe it’s concern. “But… you are,” he points out, his voice just as low.


We’re standing there, surrounded by his family’s buzz of conversation, locked in this heavy silence. I can feel the weight of his words, and it’s like a punch to the gut. ’Cause he’s right. Dr. Mind’s ray did a number on me, and here I am, playing house.


I push past the weirdness, the reality of the situation, and focus on the problem at hand. “Listen, I’ve got the ray stashed at the lair. What if we use it on Sienna? Could solve our little problem.”


He’s clearly uncomfortable with the idea, shifting from foot to foot. “I don’t know, Kat… One mind-controlled superhero is a lot; two might be a bit much.”


“Don’t sweat it,” I reassure him, throwing in a little tease, “Sienna’s no superhero. But she is a hot redhead, just the way you like ’em.”


He cracks a smile, and I know I’ve got him on board, at least with the idea of Sienna. We’re playing a dangerous game here, but fuck it, I’m already deep in this twisted fantasy, might as well see how far the rabbit hole goes.


We wrap up the day with Mark’s family, and I’m still playing the role of the devoted Amber. I give Mark a lingering, tender kiss, making sure to keep up appearances until we’re well out of sight. As soon as we’re alone, and I’m certain no prying eyes are on us, I let the façade drop, shifting back into Volt Vixen. My body hums with energy as I zap the transponder Sienna uses to track me, frying it with a satisfying sizzle.
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Chapter 11 : Heroes, Villains and Cereal


I wake up with a pounding in my skull that feels like I’ve been hit with my own damn lightning bolt. Groaning, I stumble out of bed and drag my ass to the kitchen for some coffee, hoping it’ll zap me back to life. Clonica’s already there, nursing a cup of joe and munching on pastries like it’s the end of the world.


As soon as she sees me, Clonica grins, her mouth full. “Looks like you’ve got a case of the brain-fucks too, huh? Must be that damn ray gun hangover.” She’s always had a way with words…


She smirks, licking some pastry filling off her finger. “Oh, he’s up, alright,” she says with a wink. “But still in bed, if you catch my drift.”


I pour myself a cup of coffee, noticing the lack of Sienna’s usual early bird routine. She’s always been the one to make sure I start my day with a decent breakfast, and I feel a twinge of sadness realizing she’s not just out from under my thumb, but now directly under Mark’s. It’s like losing a piece of my morning ritual.


“Sienna’s with him, isn’t she?” I ask, though it’s more of a statement. “Fucking him?”


Clonica’s grin widens. “Like a champ. She went to wake him up with her mouth. Seems pretty damn eager about it, too.”


I raise an eyebrow at her. “And why aren’t you in there, joining the party? Not like you to pass up on a good time.”


She leans back, a playful glint in her eyes. “Who says I’m not?” she teases.


As I rub the sleep from my eyes and try to shake off the headache, I can’t help but feel the pull of my loyalty to Mark. “Should I… go join them?” I ask, half out of duty, half out of a desire to be where the action is.


Clonica, with a mouthful of pastry, waves a hand dismissively. “Trust me, sweetheart, that room’s got more tail than a pet store. I doubt there’s room for you to even breathe in there,” she says, and I can tell she’s only half-joking.


Slightly frustrated but weirdly okay with it, I grab a croissant from the basket and take a big bite. I’m just realizing that knowing Mark’s getting his rocks off has a strange way of making me feel content, even if I’m not the one doing the pleasing.


Just as I’m pouring myself another cup of coffee, Dr. Mind strolls into the kitchen like he owns the place, which is a fucking weird sight to see. “Good morning, ladies,” he greets us, with that polished accent of his that makes everything sound like a royal decree.


Clonica and I exchange a look before we return the greeting, the air thick with the oddity of having a former supervillain casually searching for breakfast among us.


He chuckles, pulling out a box of cereal from the cupboard. “I must say, the young master does seem to be having quite the delightful morning,” he says, and even though his words are light, there’s a weight behind them that tells me he’s still adjusting to this new reality.


I frown, the weight of reality sinking in. “You’ve been careful, right? No one can trace you back here?” I ask Dr. Mind, the paranoia gnawing at me despite the absurdity of the situation. The old man just chuckles, clearly amused by the idea.


“My dear, your lair is the absolute last place anyone would expect to find me. I assure you, my escape was meticulous,” he replies, his confidence almost irritating.


Clonica, ever the pragmatist despite her crude sense of humor, chimes in. “We’d better keep our eyes peeled for any heat about your little ‘vacation’ from the slammer, though,” she says. Dr. Mind nods in agreement, shoveling in another spoonful of cereal.


For a few minutes, there’s nothing but the sound of us munching on our breakfast, sipping coffee, lost in our own thoughts. Then it hits me—the sheer ridiculousness of it all. I burst out laughing, and soon Dr. Mind and Clonica join in, their chuckles filling the kitchen.


It’s a bizarre picture: two superpowered women and one supervillain, all sharing a meal and bound by mind control to some average Joe who got lucky. The irony of it is just too damn funny.


My head’s still pounding like a bad hangover as I pour myself another cup of coffee, and then the bedroom door swings open. In walks Mark, flanked by a small army of sweaty and thoroughly disheveled Clonicas and one particularly satisfied-looking Sienna. They’re a mess of tangled hair and flushed skin, and it’s clear they’ve had one hell of a morning.


As the Clonicas saunter in, they start to merge back into the original, standing next to me at the counter with a satisfied smirk on her face. Her hair’s sticking up in places it wasn’t before, and her clothes are twisted in a way that says she’s been rolling around in the sheets.


Mark plops down at the table with Sienna, who’s looking more content than I’ve ever seen her. I can’t stop my gaze from lingering on her, my fiery assistant, who’s always been more to me than just a sidekick. Jealousy should be gnawing at me, but instead, there’s this strange sense of pride that she’s served Mark well.


Mark turns to Dr. Mind, who’s still polishing off his breakfast like he’s got all the time in the world. “Any bright ideas on how you can put that big brain to work for me?” Mark asks, with a hint of challenge in his voice.


Dr. Mind sets his spoon down, ready to launch into a monologue about his intellectual prowess. But then he catches himself, realizing that all his smarts don’t mean jack if he doesn’t know what Mark wants. “What is it you desire, sir?” he asks, with a deference that’s almost comical coming from someone who used to be top dog.


Mark’s smirk spreads across his face like a crackling current, and he leans back in his chair, all casual-like. “Can we make the ray gun a bit more… discreet? Smaller, maybe? Something that doesn’t look like a damn retro toy. Oh, and can you make the ray invisible and silent while you’re at it?”


Dr. Mind’s bushy eyebrows twitch, and for a second it looks like he’s about to launch into a defense of his masterpiece’s aesthetic, but he cuts himself off. He strokes his chin thoughtfully, the gears clearly turning in that big brain of his. “I’ll do my best,” he concedes after a moment, the old pride of an artist surrendering to the practicality of a craftsman.


“And what about the whole ‘having to gaze into my eyes’ thing?” Mark presses on, clearly not done with his wish list. “Can’t we skip that step? Make it automatic or something?”


The question seems to prick at Dr. Mind’s ego just a tad, but he’s quick to school his features into that placid, servant’s mask. “It’s… tricky,” he admits, pushing his cereal bowl aside. “Even if I could weave the imprinting process into the ray’s effect, it would never be as effective as the victims seeing you in person immediately after being zapped. The direct connection is essential for the loyalty to take hold.”


I lean against the kitchen counter, my headache subsiding enough to let curiosity take the wheel. “So, Mark, what’s the endgame here? How can we help?” I watch him closely, my instincts still sharp as ever despite the ray’s influence.


Mark takes a moment, his smirk lingering as he contemplates his next move. “Last night was a close call. We need to be more careful, more discreet. You and Clonica are tough as nails, but two supers ain’t gonna cut it if shit hits the fan. We need a wider variety of skills around here.”


Clonica, who’s still smoothing out her hair from the merge, snorts. “Variety, huh? I bet you’re talking about more than just combat skills.” Her voice drips with innuendo, and Mark’s confirming nod and smirk tells me she’s hit the nail on the head.


An idea sparks in my head, bright as the electricity I wield. “I’ve been chatting with some high rollers, thinking about starting my own league of supers. It’d be the perfect cover for what you’re looking for,” I tell him, the plan unfolding in my mind like a blueprint.


I turn to Clonica, who’s already eyeing me with interest. “You could leave your current gig, help me kickstart this new league. Staying here’s raising eyebrows, and we need to play this smart.”


Mark nods, clearly on board. “I like it, Kat. I want to help you make it happen,” he says, his voice gentle but determined. “Outside of keeping me safe and satisfying a few… urges, you’ve got free rein to do your thing.”


It’s a strange sort of freedom, all things considered. But it’s enough to get the wheels turning, and I’m already listing potential recruits in my head. If we’re gonna do this, we’re gonna do it big—and we’re gonna do it right.


Dr. Mind speaks up with a refined tone, “If I am to make the suggested modifications to the ray gun, we could potentially persuade even the most formidable supers to join our ranks. It would certainly cover Mark’s needs.” He pauses, a calculating glint in his eye. “And perhaps, recruiting some villains might be beneficial if we are to have a full spectrum of abilities at our disposal.”


I nod along, but Clonica’s frown cuts through the planning session. “We gotta tread lightly, people,” she warns, her voice laced with a seriousness that’s rare for her. “There are supers out there who can read minds. Don’t think for a second they won’t pick up on us being brainwashed.” She’s right, and the gravity of her words sinks in.


Mark considers this, his smirk fading into a look of contemplation. “If we turn some of those mind readers to our side, and maybe snag a couple of mind controllers, it could work to our advantage,” he muses, the wheels clearly turning in his head.


Dr. Mind, however, isn’t one to let optimism cloud his judgment. “While I have been perfecting rays that could potentially control even those with psychic defenses, I cannot guarantee efficacy across the board. Mind readers are a tricky bunch,” he admits, his spoon clinking against the bowl as he stirs his thoughts with his breakfast.


Everyone around the table shares a moment of silent understanding. The plan is solid, but the risks are as high as the city’s skyscrapers. I take a deep breath, feeling the electric charge of challenge in the air. This is going to be one hell of a ride.


Mark’s got that look in his eye, the one that says he’s done talking strategy for now. “We’re steering clear of mind readers for the time being,” he says, and I can’t help but agree. “Kat, I want you to start on that league. Get me a list of the best supers you think we can convince with the updated ray gun.” He pauses and gives me a look that’s downright serious. “They need to be powerful, skillful, and hot as fuck.”


I can’t help but let out a snort, and Clonica joins me with a laugh, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “What a shocker,” she quips, “Mark wants his own supermodel army.”


We all share a good laugh, the tension easing out of the room like air from a balloon. I’m already flipping through my mental rolodex of heroes, ticking off names and abilities, and yeah, hotness.


“I’ll get on it,” I tell Mark, feeling that familiar thrill of a new mission. It’s fucked up, sure, forming a league by playing puppeteer with the best heroes out there. But considering I’m now wired to serve the whims of a kid who stumbled into super-villainy, things could be a hell of a lot worse. Mark’s not out to hurt anyone beyond his growing harem, and hell, this league could actually do some good around town.


Time to get to work.
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Chapter 12 : Breaking the Spell


I’m waiting in the main hall of our not-so-humble lair when Mystique Mirage saunters through the door. She’s a sight for sore eyes, all elegance and mystery wrapped up in one hell of a package. Her costume clings to her like a second skin, a shimmering indigo bodysuit that seems to ripple with every movement, as if her very presence is an illusion. It’s accentuated with silver filigree that traces up her sides, highlighting her curves in a way that’s damn near hypnotic. Her mask is a simple, elegant design that covers her eyes, leaving just enough to the imagination while her long, platinum blonde hair cascades down her back.


“Mystique, ma chérie, welcome to our lair,” I greet her with a grin, feeling the familiar spark of electricity at the sight of an old friend. She’s got that air of French sophistication, looking like she stepped out of a high-class soirée instead of the gritty streets of a U.S. city.


“Katrina, it is always a pleasure,” she replies with a soft smile, her accent wrapping around each word like a caress. “Though I must confess, your invitation was unexpected. I have been approached by… more established leagues.” She gives a delicate shrug, her poise unshakable.


I lead her to the meeting room, the door sliding open with a hiss. “I know we’re the new kids on the block, but trust me, we’ve got potential,” I say, feeling the buzz of anticipation.


Inside, Mark stands up from the table, his big glasses almost comically large on his face and that nerdy charm turned up to eleven in his awkwardly fitted suit. “Mystique Mirage, it’s an honor,” he says with an earnestness that’s borderline adorable. “I’m Mark, co-founder and investor of what we’re hoping will become the next big thing in super leagues.”


Mystique extends a hand, her movements still graceful despite the informal setting. “Enchantée, Mark. Your vision for this league is… intriguing,” she says, her gaze flickering between us. “I am curious to see what you have planned.”


I cut in before Mark can nerd out too hard. “We’re aiming for power, versatility, and a dash of sex appeal,” I say, winking at Mystique. “You fit the bill perfectly, and your illusions could be a game-changer for us.”


She laughs, a sound as melodic as it is genuine. “Flattery will get you everywhere, ma chérie. But I will need more than sweet talk to be convinced.”


Mark nods, eager. “Of course, we’ll give you all the details. And don’t worry, we’ve got more than just talk to impress you.” He’s trying for suave, but the guy’s got all the smoothness of a brick wall. Still, if our little plan works as expected, it wont matter.


I slip away from Mystique Mirage with a nod and a smile, leaving her with Mark in the meeting room. Climbing the stairs, I can feel the tension in my gut, the same kind of buzz before a lightning strike. I find Dr. Mind upstairs, his eyes glued to a small monitor that’s wired to a discreet camera in the room below.


The hole in the wall is barely noticeable, but through it, he’s got a clear shot at Mystique. He’s holding his latest contraption, the new and improved ray gun, all sleek and silent. He doesn’t even need to whisper a countdown; his smirk tells me it’s go time.


Downstairs, Mark is doing his damnedest to keep Mystique occupied, talking her ear off about his big plans for the league. He’s as subtle as a sledgehammer, but it doesn’t matter. Mystique’s eyes suddenly sharpen on him, her expression shifting from polite interest to a dazed confusion.


“Mark, if it is your wish for me to join, bien sûr, I will,” she murmurs, her voice taking on a sultry note that wasn’t there before. Mark practically beams, and I can see the victory in his posture.


“And is there… anything else I can do for you?” Mystique’s words are heavy with a new intent, her body language shifting to something more inviting, more eager to please. She’s under, all right.


I turn to Dr. Mind, giving him a nod. “Impressive gadget, Doc.”


With his usual grandiose flair, he responds, “Thank you, Katrina. It is but a testament to my unparalleled genius.”


I can’t help but roll my eyes at his ego-stroking, but I can’t argue with results. Mystique Mirage, a super capable of creating flawless illusions, now stands ready to serve our cause. And if the look in her eyes is anything to go by, she’s ready to use all her assets for Mark’s satisfaction.


I make my way back downstairs, the hum of electricity under my skin a steady reminder of the charged situation. As I step into the meeting room, I catch the tail end of Mark’s awkward explanation to Mystique Mirage about her sudden and involuntary induction into our ranks.


Mystique turns to me, a playful smirk on her full lips. “Katrina, chérie, did you lure me into a trap?” she teases, her eyes alight with faux betrayal. “And here I thought we were amies.”


I tense up, ready for a fight or flight, but then I remember: she’s one of us now. She can’t be pissed, not really. “Looks like you’re caught in the web, Mirage,” I reply, my voice steady.


She chuckles, the sound rich and throaty. “I suppose I might have to suck Mark’s cock now, non?” The joke lands with the precision of a well-aimed dagger, and she follows it up with a sudden, serious tilt of her head towards Mark. “Would you like that, monsieur?”


Mark’s face turns a shade that’d make a ripe tomato jealous, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. I can’t help but laugh, breaking the tension. “I’d bet my last bolt he’d love that, Mirage. And if you need some privacy, I can make myself scarce.”


Mark scoffs, regaining some composure. “Maybe later,” he manages to get out, clearing his throat. “But right now, we’ve got a briefing to get through.”


Mark, still a bit red in the face, turns back to Mystique Mirage. “You’re essential to giving our league credibility,” he tells her, trying to regain his professional demeanor. “You’re the first high-level super we’re inviting to join.”


Mystique finds that more than amusing, and she glances down at her own body as if she’s just realized how it curves and swells in all the right places. “Ah, I see,” she purrs. “You are also recruiting based on looks, n’est-ce pas?”


Mark’s blush deepens, and he stammers for a moment before recovering. “It’s not just about attractiveness. It’s about protecting me and my… new assets.”


With a playful giggle, Mystique Mirage runs her hands provocatively over her ample breasts, which strain against the fabric of her suit. Her powers kick in, and suddenly erotic moans fill the air, accompanied by vivid images of her body in various states of undress. “Like these assets?” she teases, her eyes locked on Mark.


I watch, a frown pulling at my lips. I’m conflicted. On one hand, Mirage seems pretty goddamn eager to please, using her powers to create a sensual display that’s obviously working on Mark. On the other, I’ve got orders to keep this meeting on track, and right now, we’re derailing faster than a bullet train. With a throat-clearing cough from me, Mirage halts her display, and the room returns to normal.


Taking a moment to adjust himself, Mark quickly switches gears back to business. “You’ve met a lot of supers on your league tour. We’re hoping you can introduce us to more—bring them in,” he says with a forced steadiness.


Mystique smiles coyly, her voice dripping with implications. “I’d have no problem bringing in some hot, and of course, powerful supers,” she assures him. “Is that why I am the first to be recruited, monsieur?”


I jump in before Mark can respond, my tone matter-of-fact. “Technically, Clonica’s our first recruit. But I can tell that you’re going to be a great second.”


Mark nods at Mystique Mirage, his voice steady despite the earlier fluster. “Vixen will provide you with the list of supers we’re targeting,” he explains. “But it’s crucial you keep the… nature of your recruitment to yourself.”


Mystique’s lips curl into a mischievous smile, and she leans forward, her breasts pressing against the tight fabric of her suit. “I would never do anything to deprive you of your new toy,” she purrs, her gaze fixed on Mark, obviously referring to herself.


I’m standing there, trying not to let my unease show. The first time I came to Mark, spilling out my newfound loyalty, there was a part of me that was eager to please him in any way he desired. But watching Mystique now, I can’t shake the feeling that her eagerness is cranked up to an eleven. She’s always been a seductress, using her charm like a weapon, but this… this is something else.


As if on cue, Mystique turns to me, her smile as intoxicating as a fine wine. “I will wait with anticipation for your list, ma chérie,” she says. Mark chimes in, “While your loyalty is to me, you’ll be working under Vixen’s command for this operation.”


Mystique’s laugh is light, tinged with seduction. “Quelle chance, Katrina,” she teases, tossing me a wink. “I seem to remember you have a penchant for beautiful women, oui?”


The room seems to grow hotter, and I feel a tightness in my chest that’s got nothing to do with my suit. The thought of ordering Mystique to her knees, to see her between my legs, sends a jolt of electricity down my spine. I shake off the thought; there’s a time and place, and this ain’t it.


As Mark turns to leave, Mystique Mirage’s eyes feast on him with an intensity that’s hard to ignore. He pauses, sensing her gaze, and turns back with a question that hangs heavy in the air. “Would you like to join me in my bedroom?” he asks, his voice a low murmur.


Mystique Mirage responds with an innocence that’s anything but, her eyes twinkling with mischief. “Would you like me to join you in your bedroom?” Her powers activate, and the room is suddenly filled with erotic images: visions of her naked, writhing body; her lips wrapped around a cock; her hands bound as she’s taken from behind. The illusions are vivid, leaving nothing to the imagination, and it’s clear she’s more than willing to indulge him.


Mark’s gaze flickers to me, and I lean back against the wall, a smirk playing on my lips. “Do you want me to join as well?” I ask clearly, shifting my form subtly, enhancing my curves in a futile attempt to compete with Mystique’s allure.


He hesitates for a fraction of a second before his eyes lock with Mystique’s, who bites her lower lip in anticipation. “Vixen, you have work to do,” he says, his voice firm.


I watch them leave, Mystique Mirage’s hand sliding around Mark’s arm, pressing her body against his side. A twinge of something—jealousy, maybe?—tugs at my chest, and I have to admit, there’s a part of me that’s not thrilled about it. But as they disappear from view, there’s a warmth that spreads through me, thinking about Mark getting the relief he craves. I have to thank the damn mind control ray for making me feel good about his satisfaction.


I step back into the living room of the lair, my eyes instantly drawn to the peculiar sight before me. Two identical figures, both Clonica, are hunched over a chessboard, their fingers deftly moving pieces in a silent battle of wits. My eyebrow arches in curiosity; it’s not every day you see someone playing chess against themselves in such a straightforward way.


One of the Asian supers glances up, catching my intrigued gaze. “Each Clonica is her own person once we split,” she explains, her voice laced with her usual raw vulgarity. “It’s fucking handy for shit like this. We play, we learn, and when we merge back together, we remember it all.”


The other clone adds with a sly grin, “It’s also kick-ass for sex, as you might have noticed.”


I chuckle, can’t help but be curious about the mechanics of it all. “So how do you know which one of you is the original? And how long can you Clonicas exist apart before you start going all Sybil on us?”


They both shrug in unison, a mirrored gesture that’s almost comical. “There’s no ‘original’ as far as we can tell,” one says. “We can stay separate indefinitely, but we’d start to differ more over time with different experiences. We don’t usually let it get to that point.”


“Speaking of,” I ask, leaning against the wall with a casual air, “are all Clonicas accounted for?”


The atmosphere shifts, a hint of somberness slipping in as they recount the tale. “Ten years ago, one of us, during some rebellious teen phase, fucked off and never came back. We figure she’s dead since we haven’t heard squat.”


Dead or not, it’s a hell of a thing to consider—the idea of a part of you wandering out there, living a life, dying a death, all separate from the you that’s standing here. It’s the kind of shit that can give you an existential crisis if you think too hard on it.


The unmistakable cacophony of sex spills out from the bedroom adjacent to the living room, where I’ve just been chatting with the Clonicas. Moans, groans, and the rhythmic sound of flesh slapping against flesh make it unmistakably clear what’s happening beyond the thin wall. The noises multiply, echoing around us with such intensity and variety that it’s impossible to believe they’re all coming from just Mark and Mystique Mirage.


The two Clonicas exchange a knowing glance and chuckle. “Seems like the newcomer’s fitting in,” one comments, her eyes sparkling with mischief.


The other doesn’t wait for me to chime in, her voice teasing as she adds, “Sounds like Mark’s fitting inside Mystique Mirage quite nicely.”


I shoot back a jest, but there’s an edge of discomfort in my tone. “Yeah, but she’s maybe a tad too… dedicated for my taste…”


One clone cocks her head, her eyes narrowing slightly. “You reckon she’s fucking with us somehow? Despite getting zapped by the ray and all that shit?”


The second Clonica pipes up, her tone curious. “You think the new ray Doc cooked up might be a bit too… efficient?”


I pause, my ears picking up a sound that cuts through the symphony of sex coming from the bedroom next to us. A scream? No, it can’t be—not with all that pleasure-filled noise. But then I see it, one of the Clonicas cocking an eyebrow, her attention snagged by the same thing. The other Clonica, oblivious, makes her move on the chessboard, then looks up, catching the alarmed expression on her twin’s face and mine.


“What’s up with you two?” she asks, just as the sound comes again, unmistakable this time. It’s Mark, and it’s definitely not a moan of pleasure.


We don’t hesitate, the three of us. I bark into my communicator, “Sienna, get your ass here, now!” and we’re moving, charging towards the bedroom. The door bursts open under our combined force, and we’re hit with a scene that’s straight out of some twisted, erotic fever dream.


The bedroom has transformed into a tropical beach, but not one you’d ever want to vacation on. Every element of the landscape is constructed of writhing sexual organs—palm trees with phallic trunks and leaves that quiver like clits in the breeze, the sand a mosaic of flesh, waves crashing with the wet slap of skin on skin. The air is thick with a chorus of moans so loud, it’s a wonder the entire lair isn’t vibrating.


At the center of this carnal chaos is Mystique Mirage—or rather, an army of her—all on their knees, surrounding a wide-eyed Mark. They’re a desperate sea of Mirages, each one begging, pleading to serve him, to drown him in more pleasure, their voices laced with insatiable need.


“Please, monsieur, let us make you feel good,” they cry, each clone a mirror of desire.


Mark looks like he’s two seconds from being swallowed whole by the illusions, and it’s up to us to snap him back to reality.


Despite the gravity of the situation, I can’t deny the surge of arousal that courses through me, the environment tickling at the edges of my desire. But is it me, or Mirage’s powers worming their way into my mind?


The Clonicas and I stumble through the phantasmagoria, the real furniture of the bedroom colliding with our limbs, sometimes taking on the form of Mirage’s sexual beach, other times invisible beneath the veil of her powers. We finally reach the horde of naked French seductresses crowding around Mark, only to find that each Mirage we lunge for is nothing but a mirage, vanishing at our touch.


“Got the bitch!” one Clonica exclaims, and we converge on her. I reach out, my hand closing on the real Mirage’s flesh, and with a surge of my super strength, I knock her out cold.


Her illusions wail at us in a final, erotic display of near cosmic horror, then fade, leaving us standing in Mark’s actual bedroom. It’s a mess—clothes strewn everywhere, bedsheets twisted. Clonicas stand scattered, gawking at the sudden return to reality. I’m towering over Mystique Mirage’s unconscious body, and there’s Mark, naked and gasping for breath, trying to regain his bearings after the ordeal. It’s over, but the echo of that moaning beach lingers in my ears.


One of the Clonicas, tucked away in a corner, snaps her attention to Mark. “You alright, boss? What the fuck was that all about?” she demands, her tone sharp with concern.


My gaze is locked on the still form of Mystique Mirage. I’m kicking myself internally, my instincts had been screaming that something was off with that French bitch. Should’ve listened, I think, my gut churning with a mix of anger and confusion.


Mark, still catching his breath, pieces his thoughts together. “At first, it was all good, hot even,” he begins, his voice shaky. “But after I came the second time, she… she wouldn’t stop. She kept conjuring up these visions, more intense each time, to get me ready again.” He swallows hard, the fear still evident in his eyes. “I felt like I was losing my fucking mind. It was like she was in there, poking around, making me crave her endlessly. And the more I wanted her, the more she cranked it up, until I couldn’t take it anymore. I just remember screaming as I felt my sanity slipping away.”


Sienna, my fiery redhead assistant, is now standing under the doorway, her eyes wide as she takes in the scene. “Something’s not right,” she says, pointing out the obvious. “Something must’ve gone wrong with the ray.”


Pissed off and on edge, I snap, “Where the hell is Dr. Mind?” My voice echoes in the now silent room, the urgency clear. Something’s fucked up, and we need answers, fast.
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Chapter 13 : Feedback Loop


There we are, standing around the medical bed where Mystique Mirage lays strapped down, knocked out cold but looking like some twisted version of Sleeping Beauty. Dr. Mind is hovering over her, all those gadgets and gizmos I have collected over the years humming and flashing as they scan her brain. I can tell he has brought some of his own tech too, since he’s been on Mark’s team.


“It’s quite fascinating,” Dr. Mind mutters, more to himself than to anyone else, his eyes locked on the readouts.


Mark, who’s still looking a little pale and shaky, snaps, “Fascinating isn’t the word I’d use for almost getting my mind fucked out of my skull.”


The old villain, true to his gentleman villain shtick, offers a smooth apology. “I beg your pardon. It appears we’re dealing with a feedback loop.”


Clonica, who never had a filter to begin with, demands, “How about you skip the cryptic shit and spell it out for us?”


While I keep my eyes on Mirage’s still form, Dr. Mind explains. “Mystique Mirage possesses a latent form of passive mind control. It’s not something she can wield at will, but to create her illusions, she must tap into the minds around her. It’s a two-way street; she perceives minds to project into them.”


Mark’s frustration is palpable. “We had a rule about not fucking with mind readers.”


Dr. Mind continues, unphased by the interruption. “Her desire to please you was sexual in nature, and as she aroused you, she received that arousal back, reinforcing her actions. The ray has conditioned her to seek your pleasure, creating a loop. The more she satisfied you, the more she felt compelled to continue, escalating until… well, forever.”


I stand there, staring at the unconscious super, the pieces clicking together in my head. “So, her power to please got all tangled up in her head thanks to the ray, and she went haywire trying to make Mark happy,” I summarize, my tone laced with a mix of wonder and wariness.


Dr. Mind nods, confirming the twisted diagnosis. “Indeed, that’s what seems to have happened,” he says, adjusting his spectacles with the back of his gloved hand. Clonica, true to form, swears a streak that’d make a sailor blush, and I can’t help but frown at the entire mess.


Mark pushes his own nerdy glasses up the bridge of his nose. “So, how do we fix this?” he asks, the frustration clear in his voice.


I lean in, studying the sleeping form of Mystique Mirage. “Just how fucked up is she now?” I ask, my voice tight with concern.


Dr. Mind points to a monitor that might as well be displaying alien hieroglyphs for all the sense it makes to the rest of us. “It appears she’s… fried her brain, in layman’s terms. Or rather, her neural pathways have been rewired to seek that endless pleasure in Mark to the point of no return.”


Sienna, who’s been silent up until now, pipes up with a question. “What happens if we wake her up?”


Dr. Mind doesn’t miss a beat. “She’d likely continue to seek out sexual gratification for Mark until one or both of their brains couldn’t take it anymore.”


Clonica tries to lighten the mood with a crude joke about which brain would turn to mush first, but Mark’s stern look wipes the smirk right off her face. “Sorry, boss,” she says, suddenly serious. “Just trying to cut the tension, you know?”


I shake my head, looking down at Mystique. “Great, we’ve created a sexy French succubus.” I remember her schedule. “Shit, she’s supposed to be making the rounds to other leagues tomorrow.”


Mark catches my eye and smirks. “No need for a tour if she announces she’s joined our league.”


Confused, I start to ask how the hell she’s supposed to do that in her current state, but then it hits me. He’s looking at me with that grin, and I realize what he expects. I’m the shapeshifter here.


“Guess it’s time for me to put on a show,” I say, my voice a mix of resignation and a hint of excitement. “Volt Vixen, the master of masquerade, at your service.”


Mark chuckles but then turns towards Dr. Mind with a frown. “Doc, I don’t care how you do it, but you better fix Mystique asap!”
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Chapter 14 : French Mask


I’m standing in front of the mirror in one of the spacious changing rooms of my lair, a knot of nerves twisting in my stomach. Mark’s right beside me, offering reassurances in his own awkward, nerdy way.


“I’m shit at accents, especially French ones,” I grumble, my reflection frowning back at me.


“Just focus on the appearance first,” Mark advises, pushing up his glasses. “You nailed it when you became the perfect girlfriend for me. Remember?”


A chuckle escapes me as the memory floods in and I’m surprised to find a warm fondness for that time, despite the twisted circumstances. The lines between forced loyalty and genuine enjoyment blur uncomfortably in my mind.


On a whim, I let my form shift. My height shrinks, my skin lightens, and freckles dust across my nose. My hair lightens to a fiery red and cuts short, framing my face, while my eyes become a vibrant green. My chest swells, the weight of my new, big natural tits a familiar sensation. I turn to Mark, my voice altering to that smooth, gentle tone I used back then.


Mark’s eyes widen, and he gulps audibly, his arousal unmistakable. “We should visit my parents again soon,” he says, his voice tight. “They’ve been asking about you.”


“And I’d be happy to hang off your arm again,” I purr, the role settling over me like a second skin.


But then Mark clears his throat, pulling us back to the task at hand. “Focus, we need Mystique Mirage.”


I nod, letting the playful guise melt away. I watch in the mirror as my body elongates, my hair bleaching to a stunning platinum blonde that cascades down my back like a waterfall. My skin takes on a subtle tan, and my eyes shift to a hypnotic blue. The indigo bodysuit of Mystique Mirage wraps around my form, hugging every curve with a shimmer that makes it seem alive. Silver filigree snakes up my sides, and an elegant mask veils my eyes, leaving just enough mystery.


“There,” I say, my voice now carrying a hint of a French accent, though it’s not perfect. “How do I look?”


Mark steps back, eyeing me with a mix of admiration and calculation. “You look like her, but can you act like her?”


I clear my throat and try out Mystique’s voice, fumbling through a few sentences. It’s like trying to tune an instrument by ear, and I’m no virtuoso when it comes to accents. I keep at it, repeating phrases, tweaking the pitch, the cadence. Then, as I string together one long sentence, something clicks. It’s like my shapeshifter’s instinct finally syncs up with my vocal cords, and I’ve got it.


Mark’s staring at me with those wide eyes of his, and I can’t help but wonder if he’s getting turned on by the sight of me looking like the hot French super. The ray’s effects make me more than willing to give Mark what he wants, but does he want this?


I decide to just fucking ask him. “So, you fancy a go with me as Mystique Mirage, or you holding out for me to switch back?” I ask, eyebrows raised. “You haven’t fucked me in a while…”


He chuckles, a blush creeping up his neck. “Tempting as it is, the memories I have of her are a bit… disturbing. I’d rather have you in your natural glory—or as my cute redhead girlfriend,” he adds with that familiar, cheeky wink of his.


I nudge Mark playfully, my lips curling into a smirk. “How about we pencil in some quality time later today?” I suggest, and I’m genuinely pleased when he nods. It’s odd, considering I’m still very much into women—something that damn ray hasn’t changed—but I can’t shake the feeling of being a little left out with all the other hotties Mark’s got his hands on lately. Not to mention, there’s this gnawing desire to please him, and sex is one hell of an efficient way to do that.


The thought hits a little too close to home, mirroring the feedback loop that trapped Mystique Mirage. A shiver runs down my spine, but I shake it off and refocus on the task at hand.


With a sigh, I step out of the changing room and into the lab, Mark trailing behind me. The sight that greets me is both ridiculous and oddly heartwarming—a dozen Clonicas, all cheering and clapping. The cute Asian has pulled out all the stops, creating a one-woman fan club just for me.


I give them a bow, slipping into the role of the French seductress. “Merci, mes chéries, your support is très appreciated,” I say, my voice a sultry purr with just a touch of French flair. The Clonicas erupt into even louder cheers, and I can’t help but feel a bit of a thrill at playing the part so well.


Sienna strides over with Mystique Mirage’s smartphone in hand, a smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. “Here you go,” she says, handing me the device. “It’s unlocked, and all her social media accounts are ready for you.”


Taking the phone, I feel that familiar twinge of adrenaline, like I’m about to step onto a battlefield. Infiltrations are nothing new to me, but this… this is different. I scroll through the phone, finding the camera app and flipping it to selfie mode. The face of Mystique Mirage stares back at me, and I can’t help but marvel for a moment at the perfect illusion.


With a deep breath, I channel all those videos I’d studied of the French beauty, letting her mannerisms and poise seep into my bones. I hit record and flash the camera my most dazzling smile, the kind that’s made for the silver screen.


“Bonjour, my adoring fans,” I begin, my voice laced with that unmistakably French lilt. “I have some très exciting news! I have decided to join a new league here in Metrotown, and I must bid adieu to my tour. Merci to all the leagues who have offered me positions, and to the wonderful supers I’ve had the pleasure of meeting. But now, it’s time for a new adventure. So à bientôt, and stay fabulous!”


I end the recording with a flirty wink, the kind that Mystique Mirage would have nailed, and cut the feed. There’s a moment of silence before the Clonicas burst into applause, and I can’t help but feel a rush of pride. Mission fucking accomplished.


Mark’s eyes are practically glowing with pride. “You did great,” he tells me, and I can’t help feeling a little victorious at the praise.


“Let’s celebrate, then” I say, morphing into the redheaded girlfriend he loves so much. I even tweak her curves a bit more, nothing too drastic, but maybe enough to tip him over the edge.


He’s struggling to keep his composure now, and I can see the heat in his eyes. “Maybe you deserve a reward for a job well done,” he muses.


I cock an eyebrow, a playful smile on my lips. “Sounds more like a reward for you, doesn’t it? But I’m feeling generous today.”


Mark laughs, a sound that’s half embarrassment, half anticipation. “I’ll gladly accept that reward on your behalf,” he says, and then, with a mischievous glint in his eye, he adds, “Now, why don’t you get naked for me?”


The Clonicas, ever the crude bunch, holler from the sidelines. “Can we join in?” one of them shouts, but Mark shoots them down quick. “Why don’t you just play with yourselves?”


They don’t need telling twice, the sounds of their moans filling the lab as they get busy with their own bodies.


I start making my clothes vanish from the rest of me, but Mark stops me with a chuckle. “Do it the right way, strip for me.”


I’m about to remind him that these clothes are just an extension of my shapeshifting self, but fuck it, I go with it. I make a show of sliding each piece off, letting the material linger at the edge of existence before it disappears completely, garment by garment.


From the corner of my eye, I catch Sienna watching, her curiosity palpable. I wonder if she’s hoping for an invite or just enjoying the show.


As I pretend to drop the last piece of my shapeshifted clothes, standing in front of Mark completely bare, I can feel his eyes devouring the sight of me in my cute redhead girlfriend form. My large, natural tits stand perky and inviting, and my freckles seem to invite touches all over my smooth skin.


Mark can’t seem to contain himself; he strides toward me and his hands are instantly on me, groping my tits, causing a moan to escape my lips. It’s not arousal that wrings the sound from me—I’m still as gay as they come—but there’s a deep satisfaction in pleasing him that I can’t deny, a satisfaction that seems to grow stronger each time. I can’t help but wonder if all of us under Mark’s command are experiencing a watered-down version of Mystique Mirage’s mental rewiring. I make a mental note to keep an eye on that, just to be safe.


Then, without warning, he pushes me onto the cold ground of the lair. I gasp at the sudden chill, a giggle bubbling out of me despite the situation. He leans down, his breath hot against my ear, and whispers, “I’m going to fuck your pussy right here, right now.”


And fuck, if that isn’t exactly what I want him to do. My body may not crave him, but the desire to obey, to please him is overwhelming. “Then what are you waiting for?” I whisper back, spreading my legs in open invitation, ready for him to claim me as he pleases.


As Mark positions himself behind me, his cock slides into my pussy with a firm thrust, stretching me in that familiar, full way that makes my body react despite my mind’s protests. The drag of his dick in and out of me, the wet sound of our fucking, it’s all mechanical, but I can’t ignore the deep-rooted satisfaction I get from knowing I’m the cause of his grunts of pleasure. It’s a twisted feeling, one that’s got nothing to do with my own desire, but it’s there all the same, growing stronger with each thrust.


He’s panting now, leaning over me, and his hot breath fans my ear as he speaks, “I want something from you, Kat.”


“What is it?” I ask, desperate to fulfill whatever need he has, dutiful and eager.


“I want you to want me,” he gasps out between thrusts. “To love me.”


His words hit me like a ton of bricks. Fuck, that’s not something I can just pull out of my ass. My loyalty to him, that’s one thing, but love? Desire? I’m not wired for that, not when it comes to him. The ray compels me to please, but feelings aren’t so easily fabricated, not even for a shapeshifter. I’m dizzy with the conflict of it as he keeps moving inside me, his cock relentlessly fucking my pussy.


I glance over and catch Sienna’s eye. She’s biting her lip, clearly turned on by the sight of us. The Clonicas are a mess of limbs and moans, fucking each other without a care. It’s a scene straight out of a fever dream. But as Mark drives into me again, I can’t think about anything else but the here and now, the way he’s using my body, the way I’m wired to please. And if that’s what he wants, goddammit, I’ll give it my best shot.
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Chapter 15 : Loves by Design


I stride into the lair’s lab, the hum of machinery playing the soundtrack to my unexpected visit. Dr. Mind is there, of course, hunched over a workbench cluttered with tools and components. He’s piecing together some small device, no doubt for Mark.


He looks up as I enter, his eyes lighting up with that unholy mix of gentlemanly charm and supervillain cunning. “Ah, Miss Vixen, to what do I owe the pleasure? Has our illustrious leader sent you to check on my progress with dear Mystique Mirage?”


I nod, though it’s not entirely true. Mark didn’t send me, but the curiosity’s been eating at me. “Yeah, something like that. How’s it coming along?”


Dr. Mind sighs, setting down his tools with a clink. “Unfortunately, the French beauty’s grey matter has been scrambled beyond my current means of repair. However, I believe I may have an idea that could render her... serviceable for our needs.” His eyes glint with something that’s not quite hope, but maybe the next best thing.


I lean against a nearby table, only half-listening as I watch his hands deftly resume work on the device. “And what’s that you’re fiddling with?” I ask, nodding toward the gadget.


He holds it up, a small thing that could pass for an innocent remote. “A miniature ray gun,” he explains, “disguised as a garage door opener. Mark wishes to have something less conspicuous, easily carried.”


“Smart,” I mutter, though I can’t muster much enthusiasm. My mind’s churning with a heavier question. “Speaking of brains, how far does your knowledge about them go?”


Dr. Mind launches into a self-congratulatory rant about his unparalleled genius and unmatched understanding of the human psyche. I let him go on for a bit before I slice right through his monologue. “Can you make someone fall in love?”


He chuckles at that, giving me a look that’s all too teasing. “My dear, I didn’t take you for the romantic type.”


I roll my eyes, but there’s a knot in my stomach as I confess, “It’s not for me. Mark... he wants me to fall in love with him.”


Dr. Mind’s amusement fades, replaced by a more serious, calculating expression. “Love has never been my priority. Control, yes. Love, no. But for Mark...” He taps his chin thoughtfully. “Perhaps there’s a way to align your mind and heart in his direction.”


I find myself strangely excited at the prospect of loving Mark, the way my body tingles at the thought confirming the ray’s influence is strong. It’d make serving him easier, not that I’m struggling—the ray sees to that, keeping us all content in our servitude. Dr. Mind’s gaze is distant as he contemplates the challenge I’ve laid before him.


After a moment, he assures me he’ll dedicate time to my ‘little love problem’ once he’s done with his current project and Mystique Mirage’s fix. I’m about to leave, my mind racing with possibilities, when I remember something crucial.


“Wait, there’s more,” I say, turning back to him. “Mark wants me to desire him, sexually. And you know I’m all about the ladies.”


Dr. Mind laughs, a sound that’s a bit too knowing. “Love is complex, but lust? That’s simple to induce.”


My brows shoot up, surprised at his confidence. “Look, I wanna get hot for Mark, but I don’t wanna stop wanting women.”


He waves a hand dismissively. “Bisexuality is far easier to craft than flipping your sexual orientation. Besides, I suspect Mark would prefer you enjoy both. He does enjoy his… variety,” he chuckles.


I can’t help but crack a smirk, sensing a hint of something from Dr. Mind—not quite jealousy, but a desire, an envy of Mark’s position. I remember not so long ago when Dr. Mind had me under his control, right before Mark intervened, and I had the old villain’s dick in my mouth. “Maybe if you play your cards right, Mark might let you in on the fun,” I joke, then pause, realizing I might’ve just offered myself up on a silver platter.


The thought should repulse me, but instead, there’s a calm acceptance. If Mark commands it, I’d fuck Dr. Mind to please him, and that’s all there is to it.


Dr. Mind chuckles, clearly mulling over the tantalizing thought. “Do you truly believe that?” he questions, his curiosity piqued by the offer.


I nod, firm in my conviction. “Yeah, I do,” I assert, though part of me is relieved when he brushes it off, dedicated to what Mark wants above all else. “I would surely enjoy it,” Dr. Mind admits, “but only if I am confident that it aligns with Mark’s desires.”


With that, I excuse myself, my mind swirling with the complexities of my current situation. Ascending from the depths of the lab to the private quarters of my lair, I find Mark there, looking every bit the nerdy overlord in his big glasses.


“Where have you been?” he asks, his tone casual yet expectant. “Ready for today’s plans?”


He doesn’t need to say more. I know what he wants: Amber, the perfect girlfriend persona I’ve crafted for him. His parents still believe she’s real, and we’ve got a fancy dinner to attend—a weird double date with them.


Excitement bubbles within me at the thought of pleasing him, and without a word, I let my form shift. I’m suddenly shorter, my hair a vibrant red and cropped, my skin dotted with freckles, and my tits large, natural, and tempting. I’m Amber, innocent yet stunning, and the transformation sends a thrill through me.


Mark steps closer, his lips meeting my forehead in a tender kiss. “Perfect,” he murmurs with a satisfied smile. Hooking his arm with mine, we head out, ready to maintain the illusion of a perfect couple for one more night.
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Chapter 4 : A Tailored Devotion


Chillin’ on Mark’s couch, I’m dressed down in some casual clothes, a far cry from my usual skin-tight fighting gear. I look… normal, which is weird as hell for me, but it feels oddly right given the circumstances.


“So, this is kinda fucked up, huh?” I say, breaking the ice as I catch Mark giving me another one of his unsure looks. “You owning me and all.”


“Yeah, it’s… it’s a lot,” he admits, rubbing the back of his neck. “I’m still not sure how to wrap my head around it.”


I throw my legs up on the coffee table, leaning back with a casual shrug. “Feels pretty normal to me. Just another day of doing whatever the fuck I need to,” I say with a half-smile. “And hey, if you’re still feeling weird about it, I can suck your dick or offer up my ass to lighten the mood.” I’m only half-joking, watching closely for his reaction.


He laughs, but it’s a bit strained. “Let’s just plan out the day, okay? How you’re gonna act like my girlfriend and all that.”


I arch an eyebrow, a sly grin playing on my lips. “I can be your girlfriend in all the ways that matter, you know,” I tease, letting my body subtly morph to accentuate my curves a touch more, just enough to draw his eyes to the right places.


But he’s not having it, his frustration clear. “Kat, come on…”


Shit, I let myself get carried away. I reel it back, feeling a twinge of guilt. “Sorry, sorry. I didn’t mean to push it. What do you want, huh? Your perfect girlfriend—what’s she look like?”


He blinks at me, surprised by the question. “I… I didn’t expect you to show up as Volt Vixen, if that’s what you’re asking.”


I lean forward, my elbows on my knees. “Then let’s craft that perfect girlfriend for you. What’s she like, Mark? Spill the details. I’m your goddamn genie right now—your wish, my command.” I can see the wheels turning in his head, the power of choice lighting up his eyes. And I can’t help but think, lucky bastard gets to design his dream girl, and I’m the one who’s gonna make it come to life.


Mark’s eyes light up, a kid in a candy store that’s just been given free rein. “You’re seriously gonna let me decide?” he asks, his voice tinged with disbelief.


“Fuck yeah, I am. Shoot,” I reply, already feeling the tingle of my powers at the ready.


He starts with, “I’ve always had a thing for redheads,” and I chuckle, feeling my hair shift in color and texture. I toss my head slightly, letting him take in the fiery shade now crowning my head. “Like this?”


“Yeah, but keep it short,” he instructs, and I feel my hair retracting, shaping itself into a sassy pixie cut.


“Green eyes good for you?” I ask, already feeling the emerald hue bleed into my irises.


He nods, and as I blink, my eyes settle into the new color. “Perfect,” he murmurs, a little breathless.


“Alright, what’s next?” I prod, crossing my arms under my tits and giving him a full view.


He’s hesitant for a second, then admits, “I like them a bit smaller,” and I shrink down a couple of inches, still tall but not towering.


His gaze drops to my chest, and he mumbles something about big tits. I grin and inflate my chest, going overboard till I’m cartoonish. “Too much?”


He gulps, “Yeah, tone it down. Natural, you know?”


I roll my eyes playfully and adjust, feeling the weight settle into a more realistic, yet still generous size. “Wanna give ’em a test run?” I offer, and he can’t resist copping a feel. His hands are warm, a little rough, and he squeezes just right to make me stifle a moan. But when I see his cock starting to tent his pants, I know it’s time to switch gears.


“Face, freckles, anything else?” I ask, shifting my features subtly, adding the cute specks across my nose and cheeks.


He’s staring now, wide-eyed and slack-jawed. “Jesus, Kat… you look incredible.”


A smirk curls my lips. “Voice too. What you want me to sound like?”


He’s amazed, completely caught up in the magic show. We play with pitches and tones until we find one that’s all honey and warmth. “I can’t promise I’ll act as cute as this sounds, but I’ll give it a shot,” I say, the new voice smooth as silk.


“You’re perfect, Kat. Fucking perfect,” he says, and I can tell he means it.


I stand before him, the embodiment of his fantasies, ready to play the part of the perfect girlfriend. And I can’t help but think how fucking lucky he is to have me, Volt Vixen, at his beck and call.


“I could make this my default look when we’re out and about,” I suggest to Mark, glancing down at my newly adjusted assets with a smirk. “Might even keep it for our private time, if you want the full girlfriend package.”


His grin tells me he’s more than just okay with that idea. He slides up behind me, hands finding my hips before wandering up to cup my now-perfect tits. I know, in any other situation, I’d have electrocuted him for less, but the way I’m wired now, all I can think about is how much I want to give him whatever he wants.


As his fingers dig into my flesh, I can’t help but push back against him, my body responding to his touch. But just as I start to get into it, he pushes me away, reminding me there’s work to do.


“So, what’s my backstory?” I ask, turning to face him with my hands planted on my hips. “Gotta be something I can remember easily, since we’re on the clock here.”


He hesitates, his cheeks flushing with a shy shade of red. “Doesn’t really matter,” he mumbles. “I just… want to show you off, honestly.”


I laugh, the sound richer and warmer with my new voice. “Well, I’m all for giving you whatever you want,” I say, and then lean in closer, dropping my voice to a sultry whisper, “I won’t take it the wrong way if you use me as your glorified fuck doll in public.”


We both know I need a new name for this gig, something that’ll fit the hot, cute redhead I’ve become. “So, what’s it gonna be? What do you name your new human pet?” I tease, nudging him with my elbow.


He thinks for a moment, his eyes scanning over me like I’m a piece of art he’s just created. “Let’s call you… Amber,” he finally says, a satisfied nod accompanying the decision.


“Amber, it is,” I affirm, the name feeling as natural as the freckles on my cheeks. “Just remember, I’m all yours, Mark. Whatever you want, Amber’s game.”
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Chapter 16 : Double the Charm


I’m squeezed into the booth next to Mark, his parents, Linda and Gary, sitting opposite us. Linda’s got that classic middle-class mom look, a neat bob and a cardigan that’s probably seen more church services than I’ve seen street fights. Gary’s sporting a polo shirt and a watch that screams ‘I golf on weekends’. They’re the picture of suburban cliché, and I can’t help but notice the undercurrent of disbelief in their eyes.


Linda leans in, her voice sugary sweet. “So, Amber, tell us more about how you and Mark met again. It’s just such a charming story.”


I give them the rundown, our ‘chance’ encounter at the library, with a sprinkle of embellishments. I can see it in their faces, they’re struggling to match their nerdy son to the hot chick recounting the tale. But hell, they’re trying, and there’s a sheen of pride when they glance at Mark.


Mark’s fidgeting with his glasses, clearly irritated by the insinuation that I’m out of his league. I slide my hand over his under the table, giving it a reassuring squeeze. I turn on Amber’s sweet voice, thick like honey, “Mark’s been such a gentleman, you’ve raised a wonderful son.”


Gary chuckles, “Well, we always hoped he’d find a nice girl. You, uh, you certainly exceed expectations, Amber.”


Mark’s annoyance fades a bit as I play the doting girlfriend, smoothing over the awkwardness. “He’s exceeded mine, too,” I say, looking at him with feigned adoration.


Gary’s words hang in the air, a not-so-subtle jab at Mark’s professional life. “Now that you’ve got the girl, it would be nice if you got the job,” he says, a half-hearted attempt at a joke that falls flat.


Mark tenses beside me, his jaw clenching in that way that spells trouble. Before I can jump to his defense, he’s blurting out something I didn’t see coming, something not part of the plan. “Actually, I’ve found a job,” he declares, “working for a new league of supers. Ever heard of Volt Vixen, Clonica, Mystique Mirage? They’re recruiting.”


Linda’s mouth drops open, a spoonful of her dessert forgotten in midair, while Gary’s eyes narrow, clearly wondering if his son’s pulling his leg. The silence weighs heavy, pressing down on us like a thick fog.


I can’t leave Mark hanging. The ray compels me, yes, but this is about backing him up, ray or no ray. “It’s true,” I chime in in Ambers’ voice, light but firm. “I’ve had the honor of meeting Volt Vixen and Clonica. They’re thrilled to be working with him.”


The skepticism in his parents’ eyes starts to fade, replaced by a flicker of pride mixed with confusion. “So, what exactly do you do for this league?” Linda asks, her tone cautious.


Mark’s chest puffs out, a touch of pride in his voice. “I’m an associate there,” he says, leaving it vague enough to avoid outright lying but bold enough to make a statement.


My heart races, a mix of adrenaline and frustration pumping through my veins. I’m caught between my unyielding loyalty to Mark and the instinct to protect him, to protect us. The idea of publicly advertising his involvement in the league—a league that’s not just a team of supers but his secret harem and set of sexy bodyguards—is reckless.


Gary’s skepticism is almost palpable as he leans forward, challenging the reality of Mark’s claim. “I’d love to meet these supers you’re talking about,” he says, a test in his tone.


The silence that follows is suffocating, and I know I have to say something. “It might be a bit complicated,” I start, trying to steer the conversation away, but Mark cuts me off with an eager smile.


“They could meet Volt Vixen tonight, here,” he suggests, his eyes alight with a dangerous excitement.


I can feel my frustration boiling over, but the ray’s influence is undeniable. I nod, my voice a forced chirp. “Yes, it’s possible,” I confirm, despite every muscle in my body screaming against it. Mark’s gaze locks onto mine, and I manage an awkward smile, my Amber persona nearly slipping away under the pressure. “She did say she might stop by…” I add, clenching my jaw as I prevent it from taking back its natural shape.


“Excuse me, I need to use the bathroom,” I mumble, standing up from the booth.


As I make my way across the restaurant, my mind races with the absurdity of the situation. I slip into the bathroom stall, making sure it’s empty before I let my form shift. My body stretches and reshapes, growing taller, my hair shortening and spiking up, the vibrant cobalt blue and electric yellow of my Volt Vixen suit clinging to my skin.


I step out of the stall, taking a deep breath to steady myself. This isn’t how I operate, but if it’s what Mark wants… I push the door open and stride back into the restaurant, my fiery field attitude in full force.


The murmurs ripple through the crowd as I approach the table. Mark’s parents gasp, their expressions a mix of awe and disbelief. Heads turn, cameras flash, and I can feel my cheeks burning hot with a mix of anger and embarrassment. “Please, give me some space,” I say to a bunch of eager fans with a polite smile that doesn’t quite reach my eyes. Inside, I’m fuming. I’m not some show pony to be paraded out in public, but for Mark… I’d do just about anything.


As I stand there in my Volt Vixen garb, Linda’s beaming smile is almost comical, and she eagerly gestures for me to sit down. I shake my head, the electric edges of my personality showing through the act. “Unfortunately, I can’t stay,” I tell them, “But it’s been a pleasure to meet you both. Mark has been invaluable in helping us build the league. We’re all really happy with him.”


Gary’s demeanor shifts like he’s been hit with one of my volts, his earlier doubt replaced by a father’s pride. “Always knew the kid had potential,” he boasts, “Glad to hear he’s putting it to good use.”


Mark’s grin is wide enough to split his face, and I can’t help but feel a little surge of satisfaction, his happiness somehow making this ridiculous charade worth it.


Linda, still riding the high of meeting a ‘real-life superhero’, insists I stay, “Amber just stepped out to the restroom; she should be back any minute.”


Jesus, this is both hilarious and a complete shitshow. “I’m actually expected back at the lair,” I say, keeping my tone light. “But it was nice seeing Mark out and about. I’m looking forward to working more closely with him.”


Mark plays it cool, nodding with a casual, “See you around, Vixen,” clearly enjoying the chance to show off in front of his folks.


I nod back and make a swift exit, slipping out of sight before morphing back into Amber. Once I’m sure I’m not being watched, I rejoin the table, all innocence and ignorance, feigning surprise at the excitement buzzing through the restaurant. “What’d I miss?” I ask, sliding back into the booth next to Mark.


Linda’s excitement is practically bouncing off the walls of the restaurant as she tells me, “You just missed Volt Vixen herself!”


I let out a small, surprised gasp, playing up Amber’s naivety, “Oh my gosh, really? That’s so unfortunate, but I’m not surprised. She was supposed to stop by, as I mentioned earlier.”


Gary’s gaze flicks from me to Mark, a hint of confusion in his eyes. “Funny, though,” he says with a chuckle, “Amber leaves and Volt Vixen appears. Could it be they’re the same person?”


I laugh, the sound light and airy, so different from my usual husky chuckle. It’s a delicate dance I’m doing, keeping Amber as far from Volt Vixen as possible. Mark joins in the laughter, though his is tinged with a hint of nervous energy. I wonder if he’s realized the mess he’s started.


Gary isn’t letting up, despite the jest in his voice. “Heard Volt Vixen can shapeshift, so it would make sense, wouldn’t it?” he teases.


I giggle again, shaking my head. “Oh, I wish! Imagine being the great Volt Vixen, fighting supervillains and all that jazz,” I say, my voice laced with wonder and a touch of wishful thinking.


Linda nudges Gary, a silent reprimand to stop teasing their son’s girlfriend. The tension at the table eases, mirroring the restaurant as the buzz of excitement dies down.


Gary’s curiosity about the league is evident as he turns to Mark, “So, what’s the plan with this league of yours?”


Gary’s question hangs in the air, his curiosity piqued about the league Mark and I are supposedly building. Mark shrugs nonchalantly, his voice casual as he explains, “We’re recruiting the best supers out there and looking for investors.” His words are vague, just as we practiced for scenarios we never anticipated.


But Linda, ever the inquisitive mother, presses further. “And what’s the name of this new league?” she asks, eyes darting between Mark and me.


I exchange a quick glance with Mark, both of us caught in the headlights of a question we should’ve seen coming but hadn’t prepared for. “We, uh, haven’t settled on a name yet,” I admit, feeling the tension rise.


Gary chuckles, a knowing look in his eyes as he comments, “It’s like you’re talking about a baby.”


The conversation takes an unexpected turn when Linda, half-joking, half-hoping, throws out, “Speaking of babies, have you two thought about having one?” The blush that creeps onto Mark’s cheeks is almost as red as my Amber persona’s hair.


I stare at Mark, a strange feeling bubbling up inside me. The thought of having a baby was never on my radar, but now, if Mark desires it, the idea of him breeding me stirs a warm sensation through my body. I remember his words from the day before, his wish for me to love him. I silently pray that Dr. Mind figures out how to amplify this ray-induced loyalty into genuine craving and love. It would make everything so much easier, no matter what Mark decides.


The night wraps up as we stand outside the restaurant on one of the bustling streets of Metrotown. We say our goodbyes, and Gary and Linda leave with broad smiles, impressed by their son’s stunning girlfriend and his seemingly amazing job with supers.


Once they’re out of sight, Mark lets out a deep sigh, his mind clearly on the league. “We really need to find a name for our league,” he muses, looking up at the night sky as if it might hold the answer.


I keep quiet, letting him work through his thoughts. But he catches my silence and turns to me, his expression a mix of frustration and concern. “Do you think I went overboard during dinner?” he groans.


Relief floods through me as I realize he’s inviting honesty. I gently scold him, “Mark, casually telling your parents about your links with me as Volt Vixen and the other supers… It’s risky. We’re building something that’s supposed to be secret.”


He rubs his chin, contemplating my words. “I know I got carried away, but I don’t want to hide forever,” he admits.


I let out a resigned sigh. “Well, if you want to be known to the public, we’ll have to craft a good cover for you,” I tell him, already thinking of the possibilities.


We fall into a contemplative silence, the noise of the city fading into the background. Suddenly, a question pops into my mind, and I blurt it out. “Do you want a baby?”


Mark nearly chokes on the air, his eyes wide as he stares at me. “Kat, we need to think about the moral implications,” he says cautiously, his voice low. “Breeding one of my mind-controlled supers to make me a child…”


The smirk that spreads across his face tells me he’s not entirely opposed to the idea, and I can’t help but chuckle at his reaction. “Maybe,” he finally says.


He’s serious again as he adds, “But only worth considering when our situation is more stable and secure.”


I nod, understanding his point. Whether a baby is in our future or not, we have a league to build and a cover to craft. And I’m going to make damn sure it’s the best one out there—for Mark.
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Chapter 11 : Heroes, Villains and Cereal


I wake up with a pounding in my skull that feels like I’ve been hit with my own damn lightning bolt. Groaning, I stumble out of bed and drag my ass to the kitchen for some coffee, hoping it’ll zap me back to life. Clonica’s already there, nursing a cup of joe and munching on pastries like it’s the end of the world.


As soon as she sees me, Clonica grins, her mouth full. “Looks like you’ve got a case of the brain-fucks too, huh? Must be that damn ray gun hangover.” She’s always had a way with words…


She smirks, licking some pastry filling off her finger. “Oh, he’s up, alright,” she says with a wink. “But still in bed, if you catch my drift.”


I pour myself a cup of coffee, noticing the lack of Sienna’s usual early bird routine. She’s always been the one to make sure I start my day with a decent breakfast, and I feel a twinge of sadness realizing she’s not just out from under my thumb, but now directly under Mark’s. It’s like losing a piece of my morning ritual.


“Sienna’s with him, isn’t she?” I ask, though it’s more of a statement. “Fucking him?”


Clonica’s grin widens. “Like a champ. She went to wake him up with her mouth. Seems pretty damn eager about it, too.”


I raise an eyebrow at her. “And why aren’t you in there, joining the party? Not like you to pass up on a good time.”


She leans back, a playful glint in her eyes. “Who says I’m not?” she teases.


As I rub the sleep from my eyes and try to shake off the headache, I can’t help but feel the pull of my loyalty to Mark. “Should I… go join them?” I ask, half out of duty, half out of a desire to be where the action is.


Clonica, with a mouthful of pastry, waves a hand dismissively. “Trust me, sweetheart, that room’s got more tail than a pet store. I doubt there’s room for you to even breathe in there,” she says, and I can tell she’s only half-joking.


Slightly frustrated but weirdly okay with it, I grab a croissant from the basket and take a big bite. I’m just realizing that knowing Mark’s getting his rocks off has a strange way of making me feel content, even if I’m not the one doing the pleasing.


Just as I’m pouring myself another cup of coffee, Dr. Mind strolls into the kitchen like he owns the place, which is a fucking weird sight to see. “Good morning, ladies,” he greets us, with that polished accent of his that makes everything sound like a royal decree.


Clonica and I exchange a look before we return the greeting, the air thick with the oddity of having a former supervillain casually searching for breakfast among us.


He chuckles, pulling out a box of cereal from the cupboard. “I must say, the young master does seem to be having quite the delightful morning,” he says, and even though his words are light, there’s a weight behind them that tells me he’s still adjusting to this new reality.


I frown, the weight of reality sinking in. “You’ve been careful, right? No one can trace you back here?” I ask Dr. Mind, the paranoia gnawing at me despite the absurdity of the situation. The old man just chuckles, clearly amused by the idea.


“My dear, your lair is the absolute last place anyone would expect to find me. I assure you, my escape was meticulous,” he replies, his confidence almost irritating.


Clonica, ever the pragmatist despite her crude sense of humor, chimes in. “We’d better keep our eyes peeled for any heat about your little ‘vacation’ from the slammer, though,” she says. Dr. Mind nods in agreement, shoveling in another spoonful of cereal.


For a few minutes, there’s nothing but the sound of us munching on our breakfast, sipping coffee, lost in our own thoughts. Then it hits me—the sheer ridiculousness of it all. I burst out laughing, and soon Dr. Mind and Clonica join in, their chuckles filling the kitchen.


It’s a bizarre picture: two superpowered women and one supervillain, all sharing a meal and bound by mind control to some average Joe who got lucky. The irony of it is just too damn funny.


My head’s still pounding like a bad hangover as I pour myself another cup of coffee, and then the bedroom door swings open. In walks Mark, flanked by a small army of sweaty and thoroughly disheveled Clonicas and one particularly satisfied-looking Sienna. They’re a mess of tangled hair and flushed skin, and it’s clear they’ve had one hell of a morning.


As the Clonicas saunter in, they start to merge back into the original, standing next to me at the counter with a satisfied smirk on her face. Her hair’s sticking up in places it wasn’t before, and her clothes are twisted in a way that says she’s been rolling around in the sheets.


Mark plops down at the table with Sienna, who’s looking more content than I’ve ever seen her. I can’t stop my gaze from lingering on her, my fiery assistant, who’s always been more to me than just a sidekick. Jealousy should be gnawing at me, but instead, there’s this strange sense of pride that she’s served Mark well.


Mark turns to Dr. Mind, who’s still polishing off his breakfast like he’s got all the time in the world. “Any bright ideas on how you can put that big brain to work for me?” Mark asks, with a hint of challenge in his voice.


Dr. Mind sets his spoon down, ready to launch into a monologue about his intellectual prowess. But then he catches himself, realizing that all his smarts don’t mean jack if he doesn’t know what Mark wants. “What is it you desire, sir?” he asks, with a deference that’s almost comical coming from someone who used to be top dog.


Mark’s smirk spreads across his face like a crackling current, and he leans back in his chair, all casual-like. “Can we make the ray gun a bit more… discreet? Smaller, maybe? Something that doesn’t look like a damn retro toy. Oh, and can you make the ray invisible and silent while you’re at it?”


Dr. Mind’s bushy eyebrows twitch, and for a second it looks like he’s about to launch into a defense of his masterpiece’s aesthetic, but he cuts himself off. He strokes his chin thoughtfully, the gears clearly turning in that big brain of his. “I’ll do my best,” he concedes after a moment, the old pride of an artist surrendering to the practicality of a craftsman.


“And what about the whole ‘having to gaze into my eyes’ thing?” Mark presses on, clearly not done with his wish list. “Can’t we skip that step? Make it automatic or something?”


The question seems to prick at Dr. Mind’s ego just a tad, but he’s quick to school his features into that placid, servant’s mask. “It’s… tricky,” he admits, pushing his cereal bowl aside. “Even if I could weave the imprinting process into the ray’s effect, it would never be as effective as the victims seeing you in person immediately after being zapped. The direct connection is essential for the loyalty to take hold.”


I lean against the kitchen counter, my headache subsiding enough to let curiosity take the wheel. “So, Mark, what’s the endgame here? How can we help?” I watch him closely, my instincts still sharp as ever despite the ray’s influence.


Mark takes a moment, his smirk lingering as he contemplates his next move. “Last night was a close call. We need to be more careful, more discreet. You and Clonica are tough as nails, but two supers ain’t gonna cut it if shit hits the fan. We need a wider variety of skills around here.”


Clonica, who’s still smoothing out her hair from the merge, snorts. “Variety, huh? I bet you’re talking about more than just combat skills.” Her voice drips with innuendo, and Mark’s confirming nod and smirk tells me she’s hit the nail on the head.


An idea sparks in my head, bright as the electricity I wield. “I’ve been chatting with some high rollers, thinking about starting my own league of supers. It’d be the perfect cover for what you’re looking for,” I tell him, the plan unfolding in my mind like a blueprint.


I turn to Clonica, who’s already eyeing me with interest. “You could leave your current gig, help me kickstart this new league. Staying here’s raising eyebrows, and we need to play this smart.”


Mark nods, clearly on board. “I like it, Kat. I want to help you make it happen,” he says, his voice gentle but determined. “Outside of keeping me safe and satisfying a few… urges, you’ve got free rein to do your thing.”


It’s a strange sort of freedom, all things considered. But it’s enough to get the wheels turning, and I’m already listing potential recruits in my head. If we’re gonna do this, we’re gonna do it big—and we’re gonna do it right.


Dr. Mind speaks up with a refined tone, “If I am to make the suggested modifications to the ray gun, we could potentially persuade even the most formidable supers to join our ranks. It would certainly cover Mark’s needs.” He pauses, a calculating glint in his eye. “And perhaps, recruiting some villains might be beneficial if we are to have a full spectrum of abilities at our disposal.”


I nod along, but Clonica’s frown cuts through the planning session. “We gotta tread lightly, people,” she warns, her voice laced with a seriousness that’s rare for her. “There are supers out there who can read minds. Don’t think for a second they won’t pick up on us being brainwashed.” She’s right, and the gravity of her words sinks in.


Mark considers this, his smirk fading into a look of contemplation. “If we turn some of those mind readers to our side, and maybe snag a couple of mind controllers, it could work to our advantage,” he muses, the wheels clearly turning in his head.


Dr. Mind, however, isn’t one to let optimism cloud his judgment. “While I have been perfecting rays that could potentially control even those with psychic defenses, I cannot guarantee efficacy across the board. Mind readers are a tricky bunch,” he admits, his spoon clinking against the bowl as he stirs his thoughts with his breakfast.


Everyone around the table shares a moment of silent understanding. The plan is solid, but the risks are as high as the city’s skyscrapers. I take a deep breath, feeling the electric charge of challenge in the air. This is going to be one hell of a ride.


Mark’s got that look in his eye, the one that says he’s done talking strategy for now. “We’re steering clear of mind readers for the time being,” he says, and I can’t help but agree. “Kat, I want you to start on that league. Get me a list of the best supers you think we can convince with the updated ray gun.” He pauses and gives me a look that’s downright serious. “They need to be powerful, skillful, and hot as fuck.”


I can’t help but let out a snort, and Clonica joins me with a laugh, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “What a shocker,” she quips, “Mark wants his own supermodel army.”


We all share a good laugh, the tension easing out of the room like air from a balloon. I’m already flipping through my mental rolodex of heroes, ticking off names and abilities, and yeah, hotness.


“I’ll get on it,” I tell Mark, feeling that familiar thrill of a new mission. It’s fucked up, sure, forming a league by playing puppeteer with the best heroes out there. But considering I’m now wired to serve the whims of a kid who stumbled into super-villainy, things could be a hell of a lot worse. Mark’s not out to hurt anyone beyond his growing harem, and hell, this league could actually do some good around town.


Time to get to work.
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Chapter 10 : Mastering the Mastermind


As dusk turns to darkness, the lair falls into a stillness, broken only by the occasional sound of someone knocking on what’s now Mark’s bedroom door, followed by his gruff demand for privacy. With no news from him, we all eventually retreat to our respective rooms for the night. I find myself in one of the guest rooms, feeling an odd dislocation in my own lair, but if Mark wants solitude, I’m damn well going to give it to him.


Brushing my teeth, I’m suddenly on high alert as I hear a sound from the bedroom. Toothbrush in hand, I morph into a more combat-ready form, ready to pounce at a moment’s notice. I barely register the figure in the room before a familiar beam of light hits me, my eyes tracking the dancing particles as they settle.


Dr. Mind stands before me, his aged appearance belying a keen intellect. His hair, a distinguished silver, is swept back neatly, and his glasses rest on the bridge of his nose, catching the light as he smirks at me. The usual white lab coat he wears is pristine, contrasting with the dark leather gloves fitted snugly on his hands.


“Did you really think I’d let our last encounter be the end, Volt Vixen. Or should I call you Katrina?” His voice is smooth, almost charming, but the gleam in his eye is pure triumph. “I was so certain I had you with my ray last time. But no matter, you’re mine now.”


A frown creases my brow as I realize he’s right. The urge to please him is overwhelming, as if it’s been etched into my very being. But then, Mark flashes across my mind and a surge of conflict roils within me. I no longer feel the loyalty that had been so strong, replaced by a sense of disgust at the memories of what I’ve done for him, despite my natural inclinations. Yet, there’s a niggling thought that maybe it wasn’t all bad—that I actually had some good times with him.


I can’t help but let out a laugh, looking at Dr. Mind. “Well, aren’t you the cat that caught the canary? You’ve got me. I want what you want, and it seems you’ve got exactly that.”


He adjusts his glasses, his expression one of refined satisfaction. “My dear, let’s not dwell on the past. We have a future to build. Together.” His gentlemanly demeanor is almost convincing, but we both know the truth—his ray has made me his puppet, and for now, I can’t resist the strings.


As I stand there, toothpaste frothing at the corner of my mouth, a strange sense of déjà vu washes over me. It’s almost comical how quickly my invincible self has been flipped on its head… again.


“Dr. Mind,” I begin, spitting into the sink and wiping my mouth, “you should know, your ray actually did work on me the first time around. But, see, I… kinda fell for Mark, one of your hostages at the time.”


His laughter fills the room, rich and full of genuine amusement. “My, my, that’s quite the twist. The man has been exceptionally lucky, and apparently quite shrewd to evade capture this long.” Dr. Mind strokes his chin thoughtfully. “I’ll give him that. And I suppose I should be grateful; it simplifies matters for me considerably. I might not even punish him too severely for his interference.”


I’m surprised to find myself feeling a twinge of relief at his words, even though I’m aware I could snuff out Mark without a second thought if commanded.


“There’s also the matter of Clonica. One of her copies is here, bound to Mark,” I report dutifully, my newfound loyalty dictating my actions.


Dr. Mind chuckles, a low, knowing sound. “Ah, I’ve already addressed that little complication.” He turns and calls out, “Clonica, darling, come here.”


The door swings open, and in struts Clonica with her characteristic swagger, a smirk on her lips. “Looks like I’m the hot potato, passing from hand to hand,” she quips, her voice laced with her usual crass humor.


Before I can respond, Dr. Mind interjects, “I’ve been informed the other Clonica is out playing hero. She won’t return until it’s too late.” The clone at our side nods in confirmation, her smirk unwavering.


“And Sienna?” I add, feeling the need to lay all the cards on the table. “She’s under my influence thanks to the ray. But she’s no threat; she’ll do anything I want, even if what I want is controlled by someone else.”


Dr. Mind nods, his expression one of approval. “Excellent. Then it seems we have everything in order. Your loyalty is most appreciated, Katrina, or should I simply call you Kat now?” His tone is polite, the epitome of a gentleman, yet behind that civility, we both understand the gravity of his control.


I can’t help but chuckle at the absurdity of it all. “You can call me whatever the fuck you want,” I tell Dr. Mind with a wry smile. “I’ll be more than glad for it.”



Dr. Mind nods, a sinister amusement in his eyes, and declares, “Then Whore it is, for all the pain you’ve caused me.” He launches into his tale of escape from supermax, pride swelling in his voice. “Even stripped of my gadgets, I’ve proven that the mind is the greatest tool. Those simpleton guards never stood a chance against classic hypnosis.”


Clonica and I exchange a glance, knowing full well that stroking his ego is the game we’re playing now. We feed into it, nodding and hanging on his every word as if they’re gospel.


His gaze sweeps over me, and he commands, “Strip, Whore.”


Without hesitation, my clothes vanish, and I stand there naked, the cool air of the room making my nipples harden. It’s almost routine now, the way these guys demand I get naked, but there’s a part of me that’s fucking thrilled to oblige because of that stupid mind ray. I don’t mind, of course, I don’t…


Clonica, ever the crude one, pipes up, “Should I get in on this action too?”


Dr. Mind waves her off, “Not now. I have a score to settle with our dear Vixen.” His eyes fix on me as he unzips his pants. “Get on your knees and show me how a Whore pleases.”


And so I do. I kneel before him, taking his aging cock into my mouth. I’m not thrilled to be sucking him off; he’s a man, I’m a dyke, and he’s not exactly my type. But it’s not about what I want. It’s about pleasing him, and damn if I don’t want to do that.


I’m working my mouth around Dr. Mind’s shaft, my tongue swirling, when suddenly there’s a fucking commotion behind him. A blast of light slams into the old man’s back, and he groans, completely thrown off.


“Mark!” Clonica screeches, her voice laced with urgency. She’s splitting faster than a cell in mitosis, tackling Mark and sending his ray gun skittering across the floor.


I pop off Dr. Mind’s dick and stand, ready to throw down for him, which is all sorts of fucked up. But there he is, looking lost as a kid in a carnival, and here I am, muscles rippling, ready to rumble. Clonica’s got Mark pinned, the poor bastard gasping like a fish out of water.


Dr. Mind is begging, “Stop, please!” and he’s looking at Mark with these goddamn puppy eyes. What the actual fuck?


Then it clicks. Mark’s got Dr. Mind wrapped around his little finger now. Clonica’s cackling, and I can’t help but smirk. “Looks like you’ve got yourself a new plaything, Mark. Doubt he’ll be as fun to fuck, though.”


Dr. Mind’s face is redder than a baboon’s ass, but he’s still got that gentlemanly tone. “If Mr. Mark desires to… engage with me, I shall endeavor to meet his needs, though I would prefer otherwise…”


Sienna bursts in, her eyes wide with confusion. “What the hell is going on here?” She spots Dr. Mind and her brow furrows deeper. “Who’s controlling who?”


I rub my temples, feeling a migraine coming on. “It’s a clusterfuck, Sienna. Mark’s got Dr. Mind. Dr. Mind’s got me and Clonica. And Clonica’s got jokes for days.”


The crude Clonica chimes in with a snort, “More like a daisy chain of domination.”


Sienna sighs, looking as if she’s ready to walk the fuck out. “Great, just what we needed. Another Tuesday.”


The Clonicas, each one straddling Mark, look over to Dr. Mind for the go-ahead, their bodies tense with anticipation. With a slight nod from the old man, they release their grip and converge back into a single form, standing beside me with a smirk.


Sienna’s confusion is palpable, and I get it, I really fucking do. My loyalty is supposed to be with Dr. Mind, but he’s all puppy-eyed for Mark now. I’m taking orders from a man who’s taking orders from another man. It’s a twisted game of telephone, and it’s giving me a headache.


Sienna catches my eye, her own expression a mix of sympathy and I-told-you-so. “Looks like you and Clonica finally get how shitty it is to be at the bottom of the food chain,” she says with a bitter half-smile.


Dr. Mind, still displaying that composed facade, turns to Mark. “What would you have us do, sir?” His voice is steady, but there’s an undercurrent of something I can’t quite place.


Mark stands, dusting himself off, the picture of determination. “I want the girls back under my control,” he says, his voice firm.


Dr. Mind explains, “The original ray, the one you just zapped me with, Mark, it’s a one-shot deal. Use it twice on someone, and you’ll cook their brains.” We all flinch at the thought. “But,” he continues, “I came prepared with an upgraded version. It realigns neural pathways without frying them. It’s what I used on Clonica and Vixen here. We can reset as often as necessary.”


Mark scoops up Dr. Mind’s fancy new ray gun from where it lies next to the old man’s still-dropped trousers. He turns the device over in his hands, clearly impressed. Dr. Mind, his cheeks still flushed from the previous events, launches into a spiel about the ingenuity of his creation, his ego somehow remaining intact despite the recent shift in power dynamics. “I must admit,” he says with a chuckle that doesn’t quite reach his eyes, “I never imagined I’d find myself on this end of the device. An odd sense of tranquility, indeed.”


Clonica, Sienna, and I can’t help but let out a laugh at the irony of it all. We’ve all been on the receiving end of that ray more times than we’d care to admit.


Mark points the gun at Sienna, who’s frowning now, a mix of annoyance and resignation on her face. “You’re shitting me, right? I’m already doing Vixen’s bidding happily here,” she protests, but we all know it’s a futile argument. She’s aware that resistance is pointless; Mark only has to pull a few strings to get what he wants.


With a zap, Sienna’s body relaxes, and she looks up at Mark, a chuckle escaping her lips. “Well, at least I’m not the bottom bitch anymore,” she quips, shaking her head.


He turns the ray on Clonica next, and then finally, it’s my turn. I’m uneasy, feeling like I’m about to betray Dr. Mind, even though I know it’s what he would want—what Mark wants. As the ray hits me, my body floods with that familiar, unwelcome allegiance to Mark, and a visceral disgust for Dr. Mind washes over me. Fuck, this is one hell of a mess we’re in.


Mark steps closer to Dr. Mind, who looks up at him with a calm, almost serene expression. “You’re working for me now,” Mark states, a note of command in his voice that’s new but not entirely unwelcome.


Dr. Mind inclines his head, the picture of servitude. “I would be more than happy to employ my considerable intellect in your service,” he replies, his tone still dripping with that gentlemanly charm even as his new position humbles him.


The room is thick with a sense of victory, and we can’t help but feel a surge of gladness that the bastard is under someone’s thumb for once. There’s an unspoken acknowledgment among us that while Mark might have a hint of supervillain in him now, he’s still a damn sight better than Dr. Mind ever was. Plus, the loyalty we feel towards him is familiar, a comforting anchor in the chaos of the past few days.


Mark looks my way, and I’m more than ready to oblige. “Kat, can you provide the good doctor with the tools and space he needs to work for me?”


“Absolutely,” I reply, already thinking of the empty labs downstairs that’ll suit Dr. Mind’s brainy ass just fine. There’s a part of me that still resents him for all the shit he’s put us through, but I’m not about to whine about it. If anything, it’s a relief not having to plot revenge or worry about being under his control again.


Sienna’s eyes are locked on Mark, and I notice the shift in her gaze. There’s a new kind of respect there, or maybe it’s just the ray doing its thing. Either way, it’s a far cry from the repulsion she used to barely hide.
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Chapter 9 : The Ultimate Reward


The air in my bedroom is thick with lust, charged with the kind of raw, sexual electricity that could power a city. Mark’s sprawled out on the bed, his naked body a canvas for our debauchery. One of Clonica’s clones is straddling his face, her hips grinding against his mouth, while another is on her knees between his legs, her head bobbing eagerly as she sucks his cock. The sounds of wet, sloppy pleasure fill the room, mingled with Mark’s muffled moans.


On the side of the bed, two more clones of Clonica are wrapped around each other, their naked bodies pressed tight in a heated make-out session. Their hands roam freely, exploring each other with an intensity that’s fucking captivating.


And me? I’m right by Mark’s side, my own enlarged tits—thanks to a little shapeshifting—pressed against his arm, brushing against his skin with every breath I take. Sienna, that diligent little minx, is nestled between my thighs, her tongue working me over with a fervor that’s got me biting my lip to keep from screaming.


Pleasure rips through me as Sienna’s relentless tongue brings me to climax. I’m panting, my body still quivering with the aftershocks when I hear Mark’s breath hitch. It’s the cue we’d all been waiting for. The Clonicas immediately swarm to him, their circle tight around his throbbing cock. They take turns, their tongues flicking over the head, their hands a blur of movement as they stroke him, each one eager to coax out his release.


Sienna glances at me, a hint of reluctance in her eyes. I lock eyes with her, my gaze stern. “Do as you’re told,” I remind her firmly. She’s not under Mark’s spell, but she answers to me, and I intend to make damn sure she follows through on what he, what we, want. She nods, understanding her place, and joins the circle.


As the six of us—Sienna, the Clonicas, and I—focus on the task at hand, Mark finally tips over the edge. His cum jets out, thick ropes that we play up for all it’s worth. We make a show of it, our laughter and moans mixing as we share and savor his release, ensuring it’s a spectacle hot enough to sear into anyone’s memory.


Merging back into one, Clonica stands there, glistening with sweat, the very image of debauched satisfaction. She lets out a throaty chuckle and throws us a look that’s pure sin. “Fuck, I’ve still got a whole list of dirty positions we haven’t tried yet,” she says, her voice thick with promise.


As Sienna gets off the bed, there’s a flash of annoyance flickering across her face, but it’s quickly masked by compliance. She’s here for me, after all, and whatever I want, she’s going to deliver. Clonica, catching that same look, grins and asks her, “Heading for a shower?” Without waiting for an answer, she adds, “Come on then, I don’t usually do girls but I’m in the mood to see how well you can wash my back.” Sienna’s eyes light up with a mix of relief and anticipation at the prospect of finally getting her own release.


Left in the room with Mark, I watch him, still catching his breath on the bed. I let out a low, satisfied smirk. “So, are you happy with how things turned out?” I ask him, my voice a purr of dark amusement.


He nods, a lazy smile spreading across his face. “Yeah, I am,” he replies, then his eyes meet mine, a new depth to his gaze. “But what about you, Kat? Are you?”


I open my mouth to give him the usual line about my desires being nothing but a reflection of his. But I stop, the words catching in my throat as I actually consider his question. It’s a surprise to even myself when I admit, “You know what? The last few days have been more fun than I’ve had in years. If the ray’s effects were to wear off…” I trail off, my mind racing with the implications. “I… I might actually miss this. Hell, I might even ask to be zapped again.” I shake my head, a wry grin tugging at my lips. “Although, I’m not in any position to know for sure. Life’s a fuckin’ rollercoaster, isn’t it?”


Mark’s laugh is genuine and it eases the tension in the room. “I’m terrified of actual rollercoasters,” he admits, “but this one? I’m all in.”


I can’t help but tease him, “Yeah, you must be, landing a harem of supers like us. You’re one lucky nerd.”


He scoffs, tossing a pillow my way, “Hey, no shame in my game. Being a nerd is my superpower.”


I wince, realizing my jab might have stung deeper than intended. I’m about to make amends when his question catches me off guard. “You ever get into any of this nerd stuff? Battlestar Galactica?”


I grin, playing along. “I’d love to check it out.”


But he’s not buying it, his frown deepening. “Because I want you to, or because you’d actually enjoy it?”


I pause, the answer not as clear-cut as I thought. The silence stretches until he groans, rising from the bed, leaving me alone with my thoughts. Naked and conflicted, I stand and rush after him, shifting into that ‘perfect girlfriend’ look we’d decided on earlier—short red hair, green eyes, and freckles.


“Mark,” I call out, my voice now dripping with that sweet, honey-like quality. “Whether it’s the ray speaking or not, making you happy makes me happy. So why worry about the why?” I give him a playful wink, letting him know that, for now, his desires are my desires.


I watch Mark’s shoulders slump as he tries to express the whirlwind of emotions he’s grappling with. “I mean, I’ve had the most incredible sex with the most powerful and beautiful women in town,” he confesses, his voice a mix of wonder and concern. “But at the end of the day, you’re all here because of that damn ray. You don’t love me by choice.”


I chew on my lip, considering his words before replying. “You know, I think I might actually love you anyway, even without the ray’s effect.” It’s a bold statement, and I’m not entirely sure where it comes from.


Mark scoffs, his skepticism written all over his face. “Come on, Kat. Without the ray, you wouldn’t have given me a second glance. And let’s not forget, you’re into women. At best, we’d be friends—platonic friends.”


We’re in the thick of our disagreement when Sienna and Clonica step out from the bathroom, their smiles wide, especially Sienna’s, who seems to radiate post-orgasmic bliss. They pause, sensing the tension in the room. Mark’s gaze flickers toward them before he shakes his head, “I need some time alone,” he mutters and starts to leave.


Sienna, ever the outspoken one, can’t help but comment. “Always so dramatic, isn’t he?”


Before she can finish, Clonica and I simultaneously give her a silencing glare. “Not another word,” I warn her, my loyalty to Mark, ray-induced or not, kicking in. “He’s had a lot to process, and we should respect that.” Sienna’s mouth snaps shut, and she nods, understanding the unspoken rule between us—Mark’s well-being comes first.


Clonica, with her usual lack of filter, chimes in, her voice dripping with crude humor. “Our situation might seem more fucked up than Mark’s, but at least our brains are wired to accept it without all that moral hand-wringing. All we gotta worry about is keeping his dick happy,” she says with a snort. “Meanwhile, Mark’s gotta deal with the fact he’s got three hot pieces of ass at his beck and call.”


Sienna pipes up, a playful smirk on her lips, “Well, technically, he’s only the owner of two. I belong to our dear Vixen here, not Mark.” She points at me, her eyes glinting with mischief.


I can’t help but laugh, a mix of frustration and amusement bubbling up inside me. “He’s the owner of two and a half, I’d say. Since I’m under his spell, and you’re under mine, Sienna. That makes you at least partially his,” I explain, the absurdity of the situation not lost on me.


Sienna’s sigh is heavy with resignation as she nods, her ever-present desire to please me overriding any reluctance. “Is there anything you want me to do right now? Something that’s not coming from Mark?” she asks, her gaze searching mine for an answer.


I can’t help but feel a spark of irritation at her attitude when it comes to Mark. But then, an idea strikes me—a way to assert my control and maybe get a little sweetness back into the situation. “Yeah, actually,” I say with a smirk. “There’s this shop down on Fifth, ‘Sugar Rush Confections’. Go fetch me some of their sea salt caramel truffles, will you? Like a good assistant.” I watch as her demeanor shifts, the task not dictated by Mark making it all the more appealing to her.


With a nod and a much brighter smile, Sienna heads off to get dressed and complete the errand. I turn to Clonica, whose smirk mirrors my own. “How are you holding up?” I ask her, genuinely curious about her state of mind.


Clonica’s response is as blunt as ever. “Same as you, Kat. Fucked up situation, but hey, at least we’re getting off.” We both chuckle at that.


Clonica’s communicator buzzes again, and she hesitates, giving me a look that screams she’s out of her depth. My eyebrow arches in surprise as she admits it’s the second time it’s rung today, and she’s unsure if she should answer it.


“Jesus, Eun, the last thing we need is to rouse suspicion. Answer it,” I say, a hint of panic edging my voice. “You have to act as you normally would, or it’ll look off.”


Clonica snorts, her tone laced with her typical vulgarity. “Well, it’s not every day I play fuck-doll to some random dude,” she retorts. But I’m not in the mood for her jokes.


“Cut the crap. This is serious,” I snap back. When she sees the gravity in my eyes, she pauses, mulling it over.


“Should I… go ask Mark what to do?” she muses aloud, but I’m already shaking my head.


“No, just go,” I insist, remembering the conversation I had with Mark. “He said to keep things normal.”


Without another word, Clonica splits into two. One clone stands there, still wrapped in a towel, while the other is suddenly stark naked. My cheeks flush despite myself, and I can’t help but steal a glance at her toned, bare figure.


The naked clone winks at me, a devilish grin on her face. “I’ll stick around for Mark,” she says, her voice dripping with innuendo. “Lucky for us, I can be in two places at once.”


With that, the towel-wrapped clone heads off to get dressed and play the hero, leaving me with her naked counterpart.


Mark keeps to himself all day, holed up in my bedroom—I guess it’s his now. I respect his need for space, even if the silence from that part of the lair feels heavy, like a storm cloud hanging overhead.


Sienna and I fall back into the rhythm of our day-to-day work, monitoring the criminal underworld, liaising with the authorities, and keeping the streets clean from scum. She’s focused, typing away at her computer, while I scan through the latest reports, the glow of my goggles casting a blue tint on the papers.


The Clonica who stayed behind shifts restlessly between assisting us and lounging around the lair. I catch glimpses of her sprawled on the couch, flipping through channels, or raiding the fridge, a look of boredom etched on her face. She’s like a caged tiger, all that power and nowhere to burn it off.


“Anything on the radar?” Sienna asks, breaking the quiet that’s settled between us.


I shake my head, “Nah, it’s been quiet. Too quiet.”


She nods, her fingers pausing on the keyboard. “The calm before the storm?” There’s a hint of excitement in her voice, the thrill of the unknown.


“Always is,” I reply, my eyes never leaving the screens. “Always is.”
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Chapter 8 : Double the Trouble


Perched in the shadows, I meld my form into the darkness, my body slimmed and stretched to minimize my presence. The room below, vast and dimly lit, is the perfect stage for our trap. Sienna, acting the part of the dutiful assistant, is already downstairs, her voice carrying up to me as she invites Clonica in.


“Come in and wait here, I’ll be right back,” Sienna says, a hint of urgency in her voice to sell the ruse.


From my vantage point, I watch Clonica enter, her youthful Asian features partially concealed by a light mask that does little to hide her cuteness. She’s thin, but there are curves where they count, accentuated by her tight superhero costume—a splash of vibrant colors against her petite frame.


Mark, trying to play it cool, greets her with a nervous, “Hi there.”


Clonica’s eyes narrow, her gaze darting around the room. “Who the hell are you?” she asks, her voice sharpened with suspicion. She takes a step back, and I can tell she’s putting the pieces together, her instincts screaming trap.


Before she can react, I take aim and fire. The ray hits her square in the back, and she groans, spinning with a fighter’s grace, ready to lash out. But then her eyes meet Mark’s, and I see the fight leave her body, her shoulders slumping even as she breathes out a defeated “fuck…”


Riding high on the thrill of another successful strike, I start to climb down to meet my new partner in crime. Suddenly, my body is slammed against the hard metal of the catwalk, the ray clattering away from my grasp. Dazed, I look up into the furious eyes of another Clonica, this one having snuck up behind me unnoticed.


“Didn’t expect me, did you?” she spits, her voice thick with anger. And just like that, our plan’s gone to shit.


Pinned beneath Clonica’s grip, my mind raced for a solution. I tried to shift my form — to slip away or overpower her — but she anticipated my every move. Then, in a split second, the single Clonica before me became many, her body duplicating itself with a series of rapid pops that echoed through the room. I was now held down by a sea of identical, determined faces.


But the chaos didn’t end there. The Clonica we zapped downstairs appeared at the bottom of the stairwell, wearing a conflicted frown as she surveyed the scene. “What the hell are you doing?” one of the clones holding me down demanded, her voice sharp with confusion.


The shot Clonica hesitated, then stepped back, her form quivering as if she was fighting an internal battle. Suddenly, she duplicated herself, creating more clones that immediately turned on the original ones. The room erupted into a brawl, Clonica against Clonica, as they grappled with the impossibility of their own disobedience.


I seized the opportunity, wriggling free from the distracted clones. “Mark, get to safety!” I yelled, spotting the ray gun on the floor. I snatched it up, ready to fire into the fray. But I hesitated, a wild idea forming. What if I shot some clones and they looked at themselves instead of Mark? Would they want to obey themselves?


The room’s a fucking mess, bodies of Clonicas strewn about like ragdolls at a toddler’s tea party. It’s a surreal sight, each one a mirror image of the other, some still, others squirming under the weight of their victorious counterparts. I can’t tell which side’s come out on top until one of the Clonicas yells out, her voice slicing through the chaos, “Someone bring that boy and the fucking ray gun over here!”


That’s my cue; the Mark-loyal Clonica has won the clone wars. I descend the stairs, stepping over the fallen, and join the clone holding a couple of her sisters. They’re bruised and battered, but the glare in their eyes screams they ain’t done fighting yet.


I can’t help but ask the obvious. “Why don’t you just merge back with them?” I’m curious, despite the shitstorm we’re in.


The Clonica with a grip on her sisters snorts, her usual crass tone laced with annoyance. “Usually I would, but since these bitches haven’t been hit by the ray or ain’t clones of those who have been, I can’t tell if I’d be a mindless drone or a rebel afterward.”


I nod, understanding the dilemma. The clone’s got a point — fuse with an unaffected version, and she’s gambling with her own compliance. Ain’t that a bitch.


Sienna arrives, almost dragging a slightly rattled Mark back into the room. He’s got that ‘I just dodged a bullet’ look plastered all over his face, but he’s unharmed. I grab him by the arm and position him in front of the unconverted Clonicas, their wrists and ankles held tight by their once-sisters-now-masters.


“Alright, eyes on the prize, ladies,” I bark, leveling the ray gun at each of them in turn. The loyal Clonicas make damn sure Mark’s mug is the first thing they see when the ray’s effects kick in. One of them’s a real fighter, clamping her eyes shut, so we have to pry her eyelids open, Clockwork Orange style. It’s a bitch, but once she catches sight of Mark, her body goes slack, another puppet added to the collection.


When the dust settles, there’s a grim sort of silence. The surviving Clonicas survey the carnage, their crude humor breaking through the grim reality. “Well, fuck me sideways,” one of them mutters with a twisted grin, “never thought I’d be offing myself today.”


Another clone, less battle-worn than the rest, saunters over to Mark. She cocks a brow and says with a smirk, “If you were looking for a harem, you just hit the motherfucking jackpot, didn’t you?”


Mark, looking like he’s not sure whether to laugh or bolt, just nods, his eyes wide with a mix of fear and fascination. Yeah, this is one for the history books, alright.


Merging back into one, Clonica looks like a patchwork of all the survivors, her costume torn and cobbled together. She stands there, catching her breath, and runs a hand over the fabric, smoothing down the creases. “Well, shit, that was one fucked-up ordeal,” she mutters, her voice a mix of awe and disgust at the trap she’d walked into.


She turns to Mark, her posture straightening as she gets down to business. “So what now, boss? You wanna fuck me to celebrate your big win, or we doin’ this after dessert?” Her crude words hang in the air, a challenge and an offer all rolled into one.


Mark seems to relax a fraction, a tempted look crossing his face. But before he can answer, Sienna, who’s only answering to my commands, speaks up with a smirk. “Maybe let’s not roll around in the remains of the clone massacre? How ’bout we clean up this goddamn mess first?”


I can’t help but let out a dark chuckle at Sienna’s practicality. The place does look like a twisted crime scene from a superhero slasher flick. Cleaning up is the last thing I want to do, but she’s got a point. We’ve got a shit-ton of work to do before anyone’s getting their rocks off.


Clonica’s gaze is locked onto Mark, waiting for his command with a level of seriousness that nearly mirrors my own. I catch a flicker of something in her eyes, a reflection of my own reality, and I can’t help but wonder if that’s the same look others see in me when I’m waiting on Mark’s words.


And sure enough, when Mark takes in the disaster around us and nods, “Yeah, cleaning up first sounds like a good plan,” Clonica doesn’t hesitate. She sighs, her body tensing as she gears up to duplicate herself again. The effort seems to drain her, and only a handful of clones materialize with visible strain.


“I’m out of fucking juice,” she announces, her voice edged with fatigue. “I won’t be making more clones, so you all might wanna give me a hand.” She throws a glance at Sienna and me, a smirk pulling at her lips despite the exhaustion. “Guess the biggest superhero orgy of all time will have to wait until I’ve recovered from being turned into a nerd’s fuck toy by some of my most trusted friends.”


Her comment hangs in the air, laced with amusement and a hint of bitterness. It’s a messed-up situation, alright, but we’re all in it together now. And as much as the idea of an all-out super-powered fuckfest tickles my fancy, duty calls. We’ve got a lair to clean and a fresh heap of complications to sort through.


We finally get the lair looking like less of a superhero graveyard, and Mark’s looking around, probably wondering if he’s got some kind of cleanup crew superpower he never knew about. “What about the bodies?” he asks, that worried crease back between his brows.


Sienna, ever the one to cut through the bullshit, just pats his shoulder. “Don’t you worry your pretty little head about that.”


The Clonicas circle him like sharks with a smile. They’re throwing out offers left and right, each one cruder and more tempting than the last. Mark goes all shades of red, looking like he might just implode from the indecent proposals.


“Hey, relax,” One Clonica tells him, her voice dripping with that raw, vulgar charm she’s known for. “Whatever you want, we’re here to provide. Ain’t our first rodeo, you know.”


She’s right; Clonica’s reputation as the not-so-saintly superheroine precedes her, and now she’s got a twinkle in her eye that says she’s all in. One clone pipes up, “At least now you’ve got all of us focused on one man.” Another chimes in, “Unless you’re looking to add more to the party?”


Mark just scoffs and shakes his head. “I’m straight,” he says, which gets a shrug and a laugh from the third Clonica. “Your loss, buddy. But hey,” she looks around at her other selves, “does fucking your own clones count as being gay or just an advanced form of masturbation?”


The room erupts in laughter, and I can’t help but join in. It’s fucked up, it’s insane, but it’s our reality now. As the laughter dies down, I lean against the wall, letting my mind wander to the thought of Clonica joining us. The idea sends a jolt of anticipation through me, and I know damn well I’d enjoy every twisted second of it.

    
    
Author Note:


If you wish to support my work or are eager to discover the next chapters before everyone else, feel free to purchase the complete ebook of The Loyalty Ray. Feel free to check my other published stories as well!

    
  
Story: Loyalty Ray
Author: Dominic H. Hugh



← 8 of 18 →

What’s New ·
Titles ·
Authors ·
Categories  ·
Readers’ Picks ·
FAQ ·
The Garden of MC ·
MC Forum
Hosting generously provided by Daphne’s Fantasies

The Erotic Mind-Control Story Archive

What’s New ·
Titles ·
Authors ·
Categories  ·
Readers’ Picks ·
FAQ ·
The Garden of MC ·
MC Forum
Story: Loyalty Ray
Author: Dominic H. Hugh



← 7 of 18 →



    
Title: Loyalty Ray

Author: Dominic H. Hugh






Chapter 7 : Trouble in Paradise


As Mark steps into my lair, a place he’s never been before, I can see the curiosity light up his eyes. I greet him with a kiss, one that’s more for him than for me, but it doesn’t feel wrong. Not anymore. My hands roam over his back, pulling him close because he wants it, and I’m here to please.


Sienna’s standing off to the side, her arms crossed, her face a mask of anger and betrayal. She starts to lay into him, spewing accusations about manipulation and abuse. But with a sharp “Shut up, Sienna,” her rant cuts off mid-sentence, and she falls silent, head bowed obediently. She’s under the ray’s influence now, compelled to obey me, to want what I want.


I turn to Mark, my gaze apologetic. “This wasn’t the plan. I wanted to make her yours, but it didn’t work out that way.”


He mulls over the situation, running a hand through his hair. “So, she’s still going to do what you want, even knowing that you’re doing what I want?”


“Exactly,” I confirm, and I can see him relax a little at that.


His eyes slide over to Sienna, who’s watching us with a mix of disgust and resignation. As Mark approaches, she tenses, her frown deepening. He pauses before her and says, “Get naked.”


Sienna’s refusal is immediate, her voice laced with anger. But I’m here to give Mark what he wants, and if it’s Sienna’s compliance he desires, then that’s what he’ll get. “Sienna, do as he says,” I command, my voice firm.


Her face is a storm of fury, but she can’t resist the order. She strips, her movements sharp and reluctant. Her clothes fall to the floor, revealing the pale skin and fiery curls that cascade down her back. Her breasts are full, her nipples hard with either anger or arousal, maybe both. Her curves are more pronounced in the light, her hips leading down to long legs and a neatly trimmed pubic mound. She stands there, exposed and fuming, yet there’s a glimmer of something else in her eyes—a hint of the obedience that’s been forced upon her.


Mark’s gaze lingers on Sienna’s naked form, and I can tell he’s more than just admiring her. He turns back to me, a question in his eye. “Maybe you should explain to her what you want now.”


I understand what he’s getting at and can’t help but smirk, already a step ahead. I walk over to Sienna, taking my time to appreciate the curves and valleys of her body. I’m not into Mark, but Sienna? She’s always been able to stir something fierce within me. And I can’t help but hope Mark’s into the idea of a threesome.


“Sienna,” I start, my tone gentle but firm, “I want to serve Mark, to be whatever he wants, and to protect him from any threat. And maybe, if he’s into it, for you to join in on the fun.”


Sienna’s eyes, a mix of anger and confusion, search my face, but as my words sink in, I watch her body relax. “If you want to please and serve Mark, then I want to help you do it,” she says, her voice softening.


She lets out a resigned sigh, a glint of her old humor flickering to life. “Well, if Mark’s game, I sure wouldn’t mind joining in. I am bi, after all. Might even enjoy it more than you.”


Mark’s arms are folded as he watches Sienna, and I can tell he’s trying to piece together the situation. “Does anyone else know about… this?” he gestures vaguely, his eyes flicking between Sienna and me.


Sienna shifts, her nakedness almost forgotten in the gravity of the moment. She’s less hesitant than before, probably because she knows I want to please Mark, and because I’ve told her to obey him. “I… I may have mentioned to Clonica that Kat could be compromised,” she admits, her voice steadier than I expected. “Wasn’t specific, though. Just that she might have been hit by a mind-control ray. I was supposed to get back to her with more info.”


I feel a twinge of concern at the mention of Clonica. “We should probably make sure Clonica is on our side then,” I warn Mark. “She’s part of a big league of supers, and if word gets out…”


Sienna can’t help herself, a joke slipping out despite everything. “Mark might enjoy fucking Clonica and all her clones, though,” she says, her sarcasm tinged with a hint of seriousness. “Imagine the possibilities…”


I can feel my cheeks heat up with excitement at the thought, and I’m not ashamed to admit it. “I wouldn’t mind being a part of that,” I say, a little breathless.


Sienna looks at me, a slow smile spreading across her face. “Neither would I, honestly.”


Mark rubs his chin, clearly conflicted. “Using the ray on someone else again… I don’t know.” But there’s a gleam in his eyes as he imagines it—Sienna, Clonica, her clones, and me. “But I can’t say the idea doesn’t have its… appeal.”


Sienna nods, her determination cutting through the tension in the air. “I’ll contact Clonica and set up a meeting here,” she says, her voice steadier now, a testament to her resolve. “All you have to do is stay hidden with the ray, hit her as she comes in, and make sure Mark is the first person she sees after that. If we play this right, I don’t expect any problems.”


I give her a sharp nod of approval. I can’t help but let my gaze linger on her body; her curves are even more enticing when she’s standing there, so defiant yet so under my influence. She catches me staring and quirks a brow, a playful smirk on her lips. “Is there something you want from me, Kat?”


Her question hangs in the air, and Mark lets out a low chuckle. “What is it that you want from Sienna?” he asks, his tone laced with amusement.


For a moment, I’m caught off guard, unsure. I’m supposed to want what Mark wants, but he’s giving me the reins. “Well,” I say, my voice thick with a newfound authority, “I wouldn’t mind seeing Sienna on her knees, her head between my legs. Usually, she’s the one calling the shots, but I’d be lying if I said I didn’t want to flip the script.”


Sienna’s eyes glint with a mix of surprise and eagerness. “I’m more than receptive to that idea,” she responds, her voice a sultry purr.


Mark leans back against a console, his interest clearly piqued. “Then by all means, proceed. Just make sure I have a good view.” His words send a thrill through me, and I’m ready to take full advantage of this unexpected turn of events.


I watch Sienna, her bare skin glowing in the dim light of the lair, and I can feel the electricity crackling at my fingertips. She’s always been a force to reckon with, but now, she’s mine to command. As I approach her, I see the hunger in her eyes—the desire to please me, to do whatever I want, much like my own need to serve Mark.


“Get on your knees,” I command, my voice laced with authority. With a quick, obedient nod, Sienna sinks to the floor before me. I can’t help but shift forms, my clothes melting away and my body responding to the pleasure of control and the anticipation of what’s to come. My breasts swell slightly larger, my hips widen, and my thighs become even more toned, a physical manifestation of my arousal.


As Sienna’s mouth finds my wetness, I throw my head back, moaning at the contact. Her tongue is eager and skilled, swirling around my clit with a fervor that sends jolts of pleasure through my body. I glance over at Mark, who’s settled into a chair, his hand wrapped around his hardening cock, and I know I have to put on a show for him.


“Yes, just like that,” I groan, as Sienna’s lips envelop me, sucking gently. I can feel my form flicker and shift with each wave of ecstasy—my hair growing longer and then shortening, my skin taking on a golden sheen before returning to its sun-kissed hue. All the while, I maintain my focus on Mark, watching him stroke himself, a grin spreading across his face.


“Fuck, that’s it, Sienna,” I pant, my hands finding her head, guiding her movements to match the rhythm that I crave. Her submission to my will, her desire to please me—it’s intoxicating, and I can feel the climax building within me, a storm ready to break.


As the waves of ecstasy crash through me, my form flickers uncontrollably, echoing the intensity of my climax. My body shifts like the surface of a pond caught in a storm, my breasts swelling and shrinking, my hips widening then narrowing, my face cycling through expressions of pleasure. I ride out the orgasm, each shift bringing a fresh wave until I finally steady, panting and spent.


Looking up, I catch Mark’s smirk, his hand moving steadily over his cock. “Need any help with that?” I tease, my voice husky from my exertions.


He nods, the corners of his mouth quirking up further. I start to move towards him, but then I pause, glancing back at Sienna. “Actually, Mark, do you want her to take care of you?” My voice is thick with suggestion and newfound power.


His eyes glint with approval, and he confirms, “Yeah, I’d like that.”


Turning to Sienna, I command with a wicked pleasure, “Suck his cock, Sienna.” She doesn’t hesitate, moving towards Mark with a readiness that belies her earlier reluctance. Kneeling before him, she takes his length into her mouth, her eyes locked on mine. She’s not enjoying this as much as she did with me, that much is clear, but the desire to please me overrides everything else.


Mark groans as Sienna works him, her mouth warm and inviting. She’s good at this, her tongue swirling around the head, her lips tight as she takes him deeper. I watch, a thrill running through me at the sight. Mark’s breath hitches, his hips bucking slightly into her mouth, and I know he’s close. With a final, deep suck, he comes, his seed spilling into Sienna’s mouth. She swallows it down, meeting my gaze with a mix of defiance and submission.


Mark leans back, a self-satisfied smirk playing on his lips. “This is going to be a hell of a lot of fun, owning you both,” he says with a chuckle, his eyes roaming over Sienna and me.


Sienna’s quick to correct him, her tone firm yet resigned. “You don’t own me, Kat does.”


I can’t help but let out a laugh at Sienna’s defiance. Stepping behind her, I wrap an arm around her waist and pull her back against me. “Actually, sweetheart,” I whisper into her ear, “Mark owns you. Because what’s mine is his.”


Sienna lets out a long sigh, her body relaxing against mine as she accepts the new reality. “Fine,” she mutters, and I can feel Mark’s eyes on us, taking in the sight with glee.
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Chapter 6 : Turning the Tables


Stealthily, I make my way back to my lair, slipping through the secret entrance with the grace of a shadow. I pause, scanning the darkened space for any sign of Sienna, but it’s clear. She’s not here.


I move to the secure vault where I keep the more dangerous toys, the ones pilfered from defeated villains. There it is, among the other sinister devices, the ray that Dr. Mind had intended to use on me. I pick up the accompanying note, the words a stark reminder of my current predicament. The device is designed to rewire neural pathways, creating unwavering loyalty to the first person the affected individual locks eyes with. The irony isn’t lost on me; I could’ve been Dr. Mind’s puppet, but fate had other plans. Instead, Mark was the beneficiary of my unintended gaze.


A trap. That’s what I need for Sienna. But how? How do I arrange for her to look into Mark’s eyes after she’s been hit with the ray? The logistics are a nightmare, and I’m not one for patience.


As I grasp the ray, preparing to leave and concoct some sort of plan, an unexpected hiss cuts through the silence, and a tranquilizer arrow lodges itself into the wall beside my head. I jump back, electricity crackling around my fists as I prepare for a fight.


I dodge another arrow, my body crackling with energy, a snarl twisting my lips. Sienna’s out for blood, or more accurately, out to put me to sleep. But my mind’s a fortress now, fortified by the will imposed by the ray. I can’t let her undo what’s been done; can’t let her free me from Mark’s hold. I need it. I want it. Does it matter that my desires are artificial? Not anymore.


“Sienna, stand down!” I shout, ducking behind a steel worktable as another tranquilizer arrow whizzes past. “This isn’t you!”


She replies with another shot, her voice echoing through the lair. “I’m saving you from yourself, Kat!”


It’s a dance of sparks and shadows, my electricity against her stealth. But I’ve got an ace up my sleeve. I catch a glimpse of her fiery hair through a gap in the equipment, and I don’t hesitate. I aim the ray, my finger twitching on the trigger, and let loose a burst of light.


Silence falls. A soft curse breaks it. “Shit…”


“Ready to stand down now?” I call out, peering cautiously from my cover.


Her voice comes, tinged with confusion. “Do you… want me to?”


“Yes, Sienna. I want you to surrender,” I reply, my tone firm yet laced with an undercurrent of sympathy.


A pause, then the sound of metal clattering to the ground. Sienna steps into the light, her weapon abandoned, her posture resigned. “Is this how it’s been with Mark? You just… wanting to do whatever he wants?”


I nod, a smirk playing on my lips. “It’s not that bad, really. It’s been… fun.”


She doesn’t look convinced. “You only think that ’cause the ray fucked with your head.”


I meet her gaze, my own eyes steady. “Does it matter? If what I want is because of the ray, does it change the fact that I want it?” I pause, letting the weight of my words sink in.


She frowns, a conflict playing out behind those once fierce, now subdued eyes. A sigh escapes her, and she nods. “I guess it doesn’t…”
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Chapter 12 : Breaking the Spell


I’m waiting in the main hall of our not-so-humble lair when Mystique Mirage saunters through the door. She’s a sight for sore eyes, all elegance and mystery wrapped up in one hell of a package. Her costume clings to her like a second skin, a shimmering indigo bodysuit that seems to ripple with every movement, as if her very presence is an illusion. It’s accentuated with silver filigree that traces up her sides, highlighting her curves in a way that’s damn near hypnotic. Her mask is a simple, elegant design that covers her eyes, leaving just enough to the imagination while her long, platinum blonde hair cascades down her back.


“Mystique, ma chérie, welcome to our lair,” I greet her with a grin, feeling the familiar spark of electricity at the sight of an old friend. She’s got that air of French sophistication, looking like she stepped out of a high-class soirée instead of the gritty streets of a U.S. city.


“Katrina, it is always a pleasure,” she replies with a soft smile, her accent wrapping around each word like a caress. “Though I must confess, your invitation was unexpected. I have been approached by… more established leagues.” She gives a delicate shrug, her poise unshakable.


I lead her to the meeting room, the door sliding open with a hiss. “I know we’re the new kids on the block, but trust me, we’ve got potential,” I say, feeling the buzz of anticipation.


Inside, Mark stands up from the table, his big glasses almost comically large on his face and that nerdy charm turned up to eleven in his awkwardly fitted suit. “Mystique Mirage, it’s an honor,” he says with an earnestness that’s borderline adorable. “I’m Mark, co-founder and investor of what we’re hoping will become the next big thing in super leagues.”


Mystique extends a hand, her movements still graceful despite the informal setting. “Enchantée, Mark. Your vision for this league is… intriguing,” she says, her gaze flickering between us. “I am curious to see what you have planned.”


I cut in before Mark can nerd out too hard. “We’re aiming for power, versatility, and a dash of sex appeal,” I say, winking at Mystique. “You fit the bill perfectly, and your illusions could be a game-changer for us.”


She laughs, a sound as melodic as it is genuine. “Flattery will get you everywhere, ma chérie. But I will need more than sweet talk to be convinced.”


Mark nods, eager. “Of course, we’ll give you all the details. And don’t worry, we’ve got more than just talk to impress you.” He’s trying for suave, but the guy’s got all the smoothness of a brick wall. Still, if our little plan works as expected, it wont matter.


I slip away from Mystique Mirage with a nod and a smile, leaving her with Mark in the meeting room. Climbing the stairs, I can feel the tension in my gut, the same kind of buzz before a lightning strike. I find Dr. Mind upstairs, his eyes glued to a small monitor that’s wired to a discreet camera in the room below.


The hole in the wall is barely noticeable, but through it, he’s got a clear shot at Mystique. He’s holding his latest contraption, the new and improved ray gun, all sleek and silent. He doesn’t even need to whisper a countdown; his smirk tells me it’s go time.


Downstairs, Mark is doing his damnedest to keep Mystique occupied, talking her ear off about his big plans for the league. He’s as subtle as a sledgehammer, but it doesn’t matter. Mystique’s eyes suddenly sharpen on him, her expression shifting from polite interest to a dazed confusion.


“Mark, if it is your wish for me to join, bien sûr, I will,” she murmurs, her voice taking on a sultry note that wasn’t there before. Mark practically beams, and I can see the victory in his posture.


“And is there… anything else I can do for you?” Mystique’s words are heavy with a new intent, her body language shifting to something more inviting, more eager to please. She’s under, all right.


I turn to Dr. Mind, giving him a nod. “Impressive gadget, Doc.”


With his usual grandiose flair, he responds, “Thank you, Katrina. It is but a testament to my unparalleled genius.”


I can’t help but roll my eyes at his ego-stroking, but I can’t argue with results. Mystique Mirage, a super capable of creating flawless illusions, now stands ready to serve our cause. And if the look in her eyes is anything to go by, she’s ready to use all her assets for Mark’s satisfaction.


I make my way back downstairs, the hum of electricity under my skin a steady reminder of the charged situation. As I step into the meeting room, I catch the tail end of Mark’s awkward explanation to Mystique Mirage about her sudden and involuntary induction into our ranks.


Mystique turns to me, a playful smirk on her full lips. “Katrina, chérie, did you lure me into a trap?” she teases, her eyes alight with faux betrayal. “And here I thought we were amies.”


I tense up, ready for a fight or flight, but then I remember: she’s one of us now. She can’t be pissed, not really. “Looks like you’re caught in the web, Mirage,” I reply, my voice steady.


She chuckles, the sound rich and throaty. “I suppose I might have to suck Mark’s cock now, non?” The joke lands with the precision of a well-aimed dagger, and she follows it up with a sudden, serious tilt of her head towards Mark. “Would you like that, monsieur?”


Mark’s face turns a shade that’d make a ripe tomato jealous, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. I can’t help but laugh, breaking the tension. “I’d bet my last bolt he’d love that, Mirage. And if you need some privacy, I can make myself scarce.”


Mark scoffs, regaining some composure. “Maybe later,” he manages to get out, clearing his throat. “But right now, we’ve got a briefing to get through.”


Mark, still a bit red in the face, turns back to Mystique Mirage. “You’re essential to giving our league credibility,” he tells her, trying to regain his professional demeanor. “You’re the first high-level super we’re inviting to join.”


Mystique finds that more than amusing, and she glances down at her own body as if she’s just realized how it curves and swells in all the right places. “Ah, I see,” she purrs. “You are also recruiting based on looks, n’est-ce pas?”


Mark’s blush deepens, and he stammers for a moment before recovering. “It’s not just about attractiveness. It’s about protecting me and my… new assets.”


With a playful giggle, Mystique Mirage runs her hands provocatively over her ample breasts, which strain against the fabric of her suit. Her powers kick in, and suddenly erotic moans fill the air, accompanied by vivid images of her body in various states of undress. “Like these assets?” she teases, her eyes locked on Mark.


I watch, a frown pulling at my lips. I’m conflicted. On one hand, Mirage seems pretty goddamn eager to please, using her powers to create a sensual display that’s obviously working on Mark. On the other, I’ve got orders to keep this meeting on track, and right now, we’re derailing faster than a bullet train. With a throat-clearing cough from me, Mirage halts her display, and the room returns to normal.


Taking a moment to adjust himself, Mark quickly switches gears back to business. “You’ve met a lot of supers on your league tour. We’re hoping you can introduce us to more—bring them in,” he says with a forced steadiness.


Mystique smiles coyly, her voice dripping with implications. “I’d have no problem bringing in some hot, and of course, powerful supers,” she assures him. “Is that why I am the first to be recruited, monsieur?”


I jump in before Mark can respond, my tone matter-of-fact. “Technically, Clonica’s our first recruit. But I can tell that you’re going to be a great second.”


Mark nods at Mystique Mirage, his voice steady despite the earlier fluster. “Vixen will provide you with the list of supers we’re targeting,” he explains. “But it’s crucial you keep the… nature of your recruitment to yourself.”


Mystique’s lips curl into a mischievous smile, and she leans forward, her breasts pressing against the tight fabric of her suit. “I would never do anything to deprive you of your new toy,” she purrs, her gaze fixed on Mark, obviously referring to herself.


I’m standing there, trying not to let my unease show. The first time I came to Mark, spilling out my newfound loyalty, there was a part of me that was eager to please him in any way he desired. But watching Mystique now, I can’t shake the feeling that her eagerness is cranked up to an eleven. She’s always been a seductress, using her charm like a weapon, but this… this is something else.


As if on cue, Mystique turns to me, her smile as intoxicating as a fine wine. “I will wait with anticipation for your list, ma chérie,” she says. Mark chimes in, “While your loyalty is to me, you’ll be working under Vixen’s command for this operation.”


Mystique’s laugh is light, tinged with seduction. “Quelle chance, Katrina,” she teases, tossing me a wink. “I seem to remember you have a penchant for beautiful women, oui?”


The room seems to grow hotter, and I feel a tightness in my chest that’s got nothing to do with my suit. The thought of ordering Mystique to her knees, to see her between my legs, sends a jolt of electricity down my spine. I shake off the thought; there’s a time and place, and this ain’t it.


As Mark turns to leave, Mystique Mirage’s eyes feast on him with an intensity that’s hard to ignore. He pauses, sensing her gaze, and turns back with a question that hangs heavy in the air. “Would you like to join me in my bedroom?” he asks, his voice a low murmur.


Mystique Mirage responds with an innocence that’s anything but, her eyes twinkling with mischief. “Would you like me to join you in your bedroom?” Her powers activate, and the room is suddenly filled with erotic images: visions of her naked, writhing body; her lips wrapped around a cock; her hands bound as she’s taken from behind. The illusions are vivid, leaving nothing to the imagination, and it’s clear she’s more than willing to indulge him.


Mark’s gaze flickers to me, and I lean back against the wall, a smirk playing on my lips. “Do you want me to join as well?” I ask clearly, shifting my form subtly, enhancing my curves in a futile attempt to compete with Mystique’s allure.


He hesitates for a fraction of a second before his eyes lock with Mystique’s, who bites her lower lip in anticipation. “Vixen, you have work to do,” he says, his voice firm.


I watch them leave, Mystique Mirage’s hand sliding around Mark’s arm, pressing her body against his side. A twinge of something—jealousy, maybe?—tugs at my chest, and I have to admit, there’s a part of me that’s not thrilled about it. But as they disappear from view, there’s a warmth that spreads through me, thinking about Mark getting the relief he craves. I have to thank the damn mind control ray for making me feel good about his satisfaction.


I step back into the living room of the lair, my eyes instantly drawn to the peculiar sight before me. Two identical figures, both Clonica, are hunched over a chessboard, their fingers deftly moving pieces in a silent battle of wits. My eyebrow arches in curiosity; it’s not every day you see someone playing chess against themselves in such a straightforward way.


One of the Asian supers glances up, catching my intrigued gaze. “Each Clonica is her own person once we split,” she explains, her voice laced with her usual raw vulgarity. “It’s fucking handy for shit like this. We play, we learn, and when we merge back together, we remember it all.”


The other clone adds with a sly grin, “It’s also kick-ass for sex, as you might have noticed.”


I chuckle, can’t help but be curious about the mechanics of it all. “So how do you know which one of you is the original? And how long can you Clonicas exist apart before you start going all Sybil on us?”


They both shrug in unison, a mirrored gesture that’s almost comical. “There’s no ‘original’ as far as we can tell,” one says. “We can stay separate indefinitely, but we’d start to differ more over time with different experiences. We don’t usually let it get to that point.”


“Speaking of,” I ask, leaning against the wall with a casual air, “are all Clonicas accounted for?”


The atmosphere shifts, a hint of somberness slipping in as they recount the tale. “Ten years ago, one of us, during some rebellious teen phase, fucked off and never came back. We figure she’s dead since we haven’t heard squat.”


Dead or not, it’s a hell of a thing to consider—the idea of a part of you wandering out there, living a life, dying a death, all separate from the you that’s standing here. It’s the kind of shit that can give you an existential crisis if you think too hard on it.


The unmistakable cacophony of sex spills out from the bedroom adjacent to the living room, where I’ve just been chatting with the Clonicas. Moans, groans, and the rhythmic sound of flesh slapping against flesh make it unmistakably clear what’s happening beyond the thin wall. The noises multiply, echoing around us with such intensity and variety that it’s impossible to believe they’re all coming from just Mark and Mystique Mirage.


The two Clonicas exchange a knowing glance and chuckle. “Seems like the newcomer’s fitting in,” one comments, her eyes sparkling with mischief.


The other doesn’t wait for me to chime in, her voice teasing as she adds, “Sounds like Mark’s fitting inside Mystique Mirage quite nicely.”


I shoot back a jest, but there’s an edge of discomfort in my tone. “Yeah, but she’s maybe a tad too… dedicated for my taste…”


One clone cocks her head, her eyes narrowing slightly. “You reckon she’s fucking with us somehow? Despite getting zapped by the ray and all that shit?”


The second Clonica pipes up, her tone curious. “You think the new ray Doc cooked up might be a bit too… efficient?”


I pause, my ears picking up a sound that cuts through the symphony of sex coming from the bedroom next to us. A scream? No, it can’t be—not with all that pleasure-filled noise. But then I see it, one of the Clonicas cocking an eyebrow, her attention snagged by the same thing. The other Clonica, oblivious, makes her move on the chessboard, then looks up, catching the alarmed expression on her twin’s face and mine.


“What’s up with you two?” she asks, just as the sound comes again, unmistakable this time. It’s Mark, and it’s definitely not a moan of pleasure.


We don’t hesitate, the three of us. I bark into my communicator, “Sienna, get your ass here, now!” and we’re moving, charging towards the bedroom. The door bursts open under our combined force, and we’re hit with a scene that’s straight out of some twisted, erotic fever dream.


The bedroom has transformed into a tropical beach, but not one you’d ever want to vacation on. Every element of the landscape is constructed of writhing sexual organs—palm trees with phallic trunks and leaves that quiver like clits in the breeze, the sand a mosaic of flesh, waves crashing with the wet slap of skin on skin. The air is thick with a chorus of moans so loud, it’s a wonder the entire lair isn’t vibrating.


At the center of this carnal chaos is Mystique Mirage—or rather, an army of her—all on their knees, surrounding a wide-eyed Mark. They’re a desperate sea of Mirages, each one begging, pleading to serve him, to drown him in more pleasure, their voices laced with insatiable need.


“Please, monsieur, let us make you feel good,” they cry, each clone a mirror of desire.


Mark looks like he’s two seconds from being swallowed whole by the illusions, and it’s up to us to snap him back to reality.


Despite the gravity of the situation, I can’t deny the surge of arousal that courses through me, the environment tickling at the edges of my desire. But is it me, or Mirage’s powers worming their way into my mind?


The Clonicas and I stumble through the phantasmagoria, the real furniture of the bedroom colliding with our limbs, sometimes taking on the form of Mirage’s sexual beach, other times invisible beneath the veil of her powers. We finally reach the horde of naked French seductresses crowding around Mark, only to find that each Mirage we lunge for is nothing but a mirage, vanishing at our touch.


“Got the bitch!” one Clonica exclaims, and we converge on her. I reach out, my hand closing on the real Mirage’s flesh, and with a surge of my super strength, I knock her out cold.


Her illusions wail at us in a final, erotic display of near cosmic horror, then fade, leaving us standing in Mark’s actual bedroom. It’s a mess—clothes strewn everywhere, bedsheets twisted. Clonicas stand scattered, gawking at the sudden return to reality. I’m towering over Mystique Mirage’s unconscious body, and there’s Mark, naked and gasping for breath, trying to regain his bearings after the ordeal. It’s over, but the echo of that moaning beach lingers in my ears.


One of the Clonicas, tucked away in a corner, snaps her attention to Mark. “You alright, boss? What the fuck was that all about?” she demands, her tone sharp with concern.


My gaze is locked on the still form of Mystique Mirage. I’m kicking myself internally, my instincts had been screaming that something was off with that French bitch. Should’ve listened, I think, my gut churning with a mix of anger and confusion.


Mark, still catching his breath, pieces his thoughts together. “At first, it was all good, hot even,” he begins, his voice shaky. “But after I came the second time, she… she wouldn’t stop. She kept conjuring up these visions, more intense each time, to get me ready again.” He swallows hard, the fear still evident in his eyes. “I felt like I was losing my fucking mind. It was like she was in there, poking around, making me crave her endlessly. And the more I wanted her, the more she cranked it up, until I couldn’t take it anymore. I just remember screaming as I felt my sanity slipping away.”


Sienna, my fiery redhead assistant, is now standing under the doorway, her eyes wide as she takes in the scene. “Something’s not right,” she says, pointing out the obvious. “Something must’ve gone wrong with the ray.”


Pissed off and on edge, I snap, “Where the hell is Dr. Mind?” My voice echoes in the now silent room, the urgency clear. Something’s fucked up, and we need answers, fast.
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Chapter 13 : Feedback Loop


There we are, standing around the medical bed where Mystique Mirage lays strapped down, knocked out cold but looking like some twisted version of Sleeping Beauty. Dr. Mind is hovering over her, all those gadgets and gizmos I have collected over the years humming and flashing as they scan her brain. I can tell he has brought some of his own tech too, since he’s been on Mark’s team.


“It’s quite fascinating,” Dr. Mind mutters, more to himself than to anyone else, his eyes locked on the readouts.


Mark, who’s still looking a little pale and shaky, snaps, “Fascinating isn’t the word I’d use for almost getting my mind fucked out of my skull.”


The old villain, true to his gentleman villain shtick, offers a smooth apology. “I beg your pardon. It appears we’re dealing with a feedback loop.”


Clonica, who never had a filter to begin with, demands, “How about you skip the cryptic shit and spell it out for us?”


While I keep my eyes on Mirage’s still form, Dr. Mind explains. “Mystique Mirage possesses a latent form of passive mind control. It’s not something she can wield at will, but to create her illusions, she must tap into the minds around her. It’s a two-way street; she perceives minds to project into them.”


Mark’s frustration is palpable. “We had a rule about not fucking with mind readers.”


Dr. Mind continues, unphased by the interruption. “Her desire to please you was sexual in nature, and as she aroused you, she received that arousal back, reinforcing her actions. The ray has conditioned her to seek your pleasure, creating a loop. The more she satisfied you, the more she felt compelled to continue, escalating until… well, forever.”


I stand there, staring at the unconscious super, the pieces clicking together in my head. “So, her power to please got all tangled up in her head thanks to the ray, and she went haywire trying to make Mark happy,” I summarize, my tone laced with a mix of wonder and wariness.


Dr. Mind nods, confirming the twisted diagnosis. “Indeed, that’s what seems to have happened,” he says, adjusting his spectacles with the back of his gloved hand. Clonica, true to form, swears a streak that’d make a sailor blush, and I can’t help but frown at the entire mess.


Mark pushes his own nerdy glasses up the bridge of his nose. “So, how do we fix this?” he asks, the frustration clear in his voice.


I lean in, studying the sleeping form of Mystique Mirage. “Just how fucked up is she now?” I ask, my voice tight with concern.


Dr. Mind points to a monitor that might as well be displaying alien hieroglyphs for all the sense it makes to the rest of us. “It appears she’s… fried her brain, in layman’s terms. Or rather, her neural pathways have been rewired to seek that endless pleasure in Mark to the point of no return.”


Sienna, who’s been silent up until now, pipes up with a question. “What happens if we wake her up?”


Dr. Mind doesn’t miss a beat. “She’d likely continue to seek out sexual gratification for Mark until one or both of their brains couldn’t take it anymore.”


Clonica tries to lighten the mood with a crude joke about which brain would turn to mush first, but Mark’s stern look wipes the smirk right off her face. “Sorry, boss,” she says, suddenly serious. “Just trying to cut the tension, you know?”


I shake my head, looking down at Mystique. “Great, we’ve created a sexy French succubus.” I remember her schedule. “Shit, she’s supposed to be making the rounds to other leagues tomorrow.”


Mark catches my eye and smirks. “No need for a tour if she announces she’s joined our league.”


Confused, I start to ask how the hell she’s supposed to do that in her current state, but then it hits me. He’s looking at me with that grin, and I realize what he expects. I’m the shapeshifter here.


“Guess it’s time for me to put on a show,” I say, my voice a mix of resignation and a hint of excitement. “Volt Vixen, the master of masquerade, at your service.”


Mark chuckles but then turns towards Dr. Mind with a frown. “Doc, I don’t care how you do it, but you better fix Mystique asap!”
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Chapter 14 : French Mask


I’m standing in front of the mirror in one of the spacious changing rooms of my lair, a knot of nerves twisting in my stomach. Mark’s right beside me, offering reassurances in his own awkward, nerdy way.


“I’m shit at accents, especially French ones,” I grumble, my reflection frowning back at me.


“Just focus on the appearance first,” Mark advises, pushing up his glasses. “You nailed it when you became the perfect girlfriend for me. Remember?”


A chuckle escapes me as the memory floods in and I’m surprised to find a warm fondness for that time, despite the twisted circumstances. The lines between forced loyalty and genuine enjoyment blur uncomfortably in my mind.


On a whim, I let my form shift. My height shrinks, my skin lightens, and freckles dust across my nose. My hair lightens to a fiery red and cuts short, framing my face, while my eyes become a vibrant green. My chest swells, the weight of my new, big natural tits a familiar sensation. I turn to Mark, my voice altering to that smooth, gentle tone I used back then.


Mark’s eyes widen, and he gulps audibly, his arousal unmistakable. “We should visit my parents again soon,” he says, his voice tight. “They’ve been asking about you.”


“And I’d be happy to hang off your arm again,” I purr, the role settling over me like a second skin.


But then Mark clears his throat, pulling us back to the task at hand. “Focus, we need Mystique Mirage.”


I nod, letting the playful guise melt away. I watch in the mirror as my body elongates, my hair bleaching to a stunning platinum blonde that cascades down my back like a waterfall. My skin takes on a subtle tan, and my eyes shift to a hypnotic blue. The indigo bodysuit of Mystique Mirage wraps around my form, hugging every curve with a shimmer that makes it seem alive. Silver filigree snakes up my sides, and an elegant mask veils my eyes, leaving just enough mystery.


“There,” I say, my voice now carrying a hint of a French accent, though it’s not perfect. “How do I look?”


Mark steps back, eyeing me with a mix of admiration and calculation. “You look like her, but can you act like her?”


I clear my throat and try out Mystique’s voice, fumbling through a few sentences. It’s like trying to tune an instrument by ear, and I’m no virtuoso when it comes to accents. I keep at it, repeating phrases, tweaking the pitch, the cadence. Then, as I string together one long sentence, something clicks. It’s like my shapeshifter’s instinct finally syncs up with my vocal cords, and I’ve got it.


Mark’s staring at me with those wide eyes of his, and I can’t help but wonder if he’s getting turned on by the sight of me looking like the hot French super. The ray’s effects make me more than willing to give Mark what he wants, but does he want this?


I decide to just fucking ask him. “So, you fancy a go with me as Mystique Mirage, or you holding out for me to switch back?” I ask, eyebrows raised. “You haven’t fucked me in a while…”


He chuckles, a blush creeping up his neck. “Tempting as it is, the memories I have of her are a bit… disturbing. I’d rather have you in your natural glory—or as my cute redhead girlfriend,” he adds with that familiar, cheeky wink of his.


I nudge Mark playfully, my lips curling into a smirk. “How about we pencil in some quality time later today?” I suggest, and I’m genuinely pleased when he nods. It’s odd, considering I’m still very much into women—something that damn ray hasn’t changed—but I can’t shake the feeling of being a little left out with all the other hotties Mark’s got his hands on lately. Not to mention, there’s this gnawing desire to please him, and sex is one hell of an efficient way to do that.


The thought hits a little too close to home, mirroring the feedback loop that trapped Mystique Mirage. A shiver runs down my spine, but I shake it off and refocus on the task at hand.


With a sigh, I step out of the changing room and into the lab, Mark trailing behind me. The sight that greets me is both ridiculous and oddly heartwarming—a dozen Clonicas, all cheering and clapping. The cute Asian has pulled out all the stops, creating a one-woman fan club just for me.


I give them a bow, slipping into the role of the French seductress. “Merci, mes chéries, your support is très appreciated,” I say, my voice a sultry purr with just a touch of French flair. The Clonicas erupt into even louder cheers, and I can’t help but feel a bit of a thrill at playing the part so well.


Sienna strides over with Mystique Mirage’s smartphone in hand, a smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. “Here you go,” she says, handing me the device. “It’s unlocked, and all her social media accounts are ready for you.”


Taking the phone, I feel that familiar twinge of adrenaline, like I’m about to step onto a battlefield. Infiltrations are nothing new to me, but this… this is different. I scroll through the phone, finding the camera app and flipping it to selfie mode. The face of Mystique Mirage stares back at me, and I can’t help but marvel for a moment at the perfect illusion.


With a deep breath, I channel all those videos I’d studied of the French beauty, letting her mannerisms and poise seep into my bones. I hit record and flash the camera my most dazzling smile, the kind that’s made for the silver screen.


“Bonjour, my adoring fans,” I begin, my voice laced with that unmistakably French lilt. “I have some très exciting news! I have decided to join a new league here in Metrotown, and I must bid adieu to my tour. Merci to all the leagues who have offered me positions, and to the wonderful supers I’ve had the pleasure of meeting. But now, it’s time for a new adventure. So à bientôt, and stay fabulous!”


I end the recording with a flirty wink, the kind that Mystique Mirage would have nailed, and cut the feed. There’s a moment of silence before the Clonicas burst into applause, and I can’t help but feel a rush of pride. Mission fucking accomplished.


Mark’s eyes are practically glowing with pride. “You did great,” he tells me, and I can’t help feeling a little victorious at the praise.


“Let’s celebrate, then” I say, morphing into the redheaded girlfriend he loves so much. I even tweak her curves a bit more, nothing too drastic, but maybe enough to tip him over the edge.


He’s struggling to keep his composure now, and I can see the heat in his eyes. “Maybe you deserve a reward for a job well done,” he muses.


I cock an eyebrow, a playful smile on my lips. “Sounds more like a reward for you, doesn’t it? But I’m feeling generous today.”


Mark laughs, a sound that’s half embarrassment, half anticipation. “I’ll gladly accept that reward on your behalf,” he says, and then, with a mischievous glint in his eye, he adds, “Now, why don’t you get naked for me?”


The Clonicas, ever the crude bunch, holler from the sidelines. “Can we join in?” one of them shouts, but Mark shoots them down quick. “Why don’t you just play with yourselves?”


They don’t need telling twice, the sounds of their moans filling the lab as they get busy with their own bodies.


I start making my clothes vanish from the rest of me, but Mark stops me with a chuckle. “Do it the right way, strip for me.”


I’m about to remind him that these clothes are just an extension of my shapeshifting self, but fuck it, I go with it. I make a show of sliding each piece off, letting the material linger at the edge of existence before it disappears completely, garment by garment.


From the corner of my eye, I catch Sienna watching, her curiosity palpable. I wonder if she’s hoping for an invite or just enjoying the show.


As I pretend to drop the last piece of my shapeshifted clothes, standing in front of Mark completely bare, I can feel his eyes devouring the sight of me in my cute redhead girlfriend form. My large, natural tits stand perky and inviting, and my freckles seem to invite touches all over my smooth skin.


Mark can’t seem to contain himself; he strides toward me and his hands are instantly on me, groping my tits, causing a moan to escape my lips. It’s not arousal that wrings the sound from me—I’m still as gay as they come—but there’s a deep satisfaction in pleasing him that I can’t deny, a satisfaction that seems to grow stronger each time. I can’t help but wonder if all of us under Mark’s command are experiencing a watered-down version of Mystique Mirage’s mental rewiring. I make a mental note to keep an eye on that, just to be safe.


Then, without warning, he pushes me onto the cold ground of the lair. I gasp at the sudden chill, a giggle bubbling out of me despite the situation. He leans down, his breath hot against my ear, and whispers, “I’m going to fuck your pussy right here, right now.”


And fuck, if that isn’t exactly what I want him to do. My body may not crave him, but the desire to obey, to please him is overwhelming. “Then what are you waiting for?” I whisper back, spreading my legs in open invitation, ready for him to claim me as he pleases.


As Mark positions himself behind me, his cock slides into my pussy with a firm thrust, stretching me in that familiar, full way that makes my body react despite my mind’s protests. The drag of his dick in and out of me, the wet sound of our fucking, it’s all mechanical, but I can’t ignore the deep-rooted satisfaction I get from knowing I’m the cause of his grunts of pleasure. It’s a twisted feeling, one that’s got nothing to do with my own desire, but it’s there all the same, growing stronger with each thrust.


He’s panting now, leaning over me, and his hot breath fans my ear as he speaks, “I want something from you, Kat.”


“What is it?” I ask, desperate to fulfill whatever need he has, dutiful and eager.


“I want you to want me,” he gasps out between thrusts. “To love me.”


His words hit me like a ton of bricks. Fuck, that’s not something I can just pull out of my ass. My loyalty to him, that’s one thing, but love? Desire? I’m not wired for that, not when it comes to him. The ray compels me to please, but feelings aren’t so easily fabricated, not even for a shapeshifter. I’m dizzy with the conflict of it as he keeps moving inside me, his cock relentlessly fucking my pussy.


I glance over and catch Sienna’s eye. She’s biting her lip, clearly turned on by the sight of us. The Clonicas are a mess of limbs and moans, fucking each other without a care. It’s a scene straight out of a fever dream. But as Mark drives into me again, I can’t think about anything else but the here and now, the way he’s using my body, the way I’m wired to please. And if that’s what he wants, goddammit, I’ll give it my best shot.

    
    
Author Note:


If you wish to support my work or are eager to discover the next chapters before everyone else, feel free to purchase the complete ebook of The Loyalty Ray. Feel free to check my other published stories as well!

    
  
Story: Loyalty Ray
Author: Dominic H. Hugh



← 14 of 18 →

What’s New ·
Titles ·
Authors ·
Categories  ·
Readers’ Picks ·
FAQ ·
The Garden of MC ·
MC Forum
Hosting generously provided by Daphne’s Fantasies

The Erotic Mind-Control Story Archive

What’s New ·
Titles ·
Authors ·
Categories  ·
Readers’ Picks ·
FAQ ·
The Garden of MC ·
MC Forum
Story: Loyalty Ray
Author: Dominic H. Hugh



← 15 of 18 →



    
Title: Loyalty Ray

Author: Dominic H. Hugh






Chapter 15 : Loves by Design


I stride into the lair’s lab, the hum of machinery playing the soundtrack to my unexpected visit. Dr. Mind is there, of course, hunched over a workbench cluttered with tools and components. He’s piecing together some small device, no doubt for Mark.


He looks up as I enter, his eyes lighting up with that unholy mix of gentlemanly charm and supervillain cunning. “Ah, Miss Vixen, to what do I owe the pleasure? Has our illustrious leader sent you to check on my progress with dear Mystique Mirage?”


I nod, though it’s not entirely true. Mark didn’t send me, but the curiosity’s been eating at me. “Yeah, something like that. How’s it coming along?”


Dr. Mind sighs, setting down his tools with a clink. “Unfortunately, the French beauty’s grey matter has been scrambled beyond my current means of repair. However, I believe I may have an idea that could render her... serviceable for our needs.” His eyes glint with something that’s not quite hope, but maybe the next best thing.


I lean against a nearby table, only half-listening as I watch his hands deftly resume work on the device. “And what’s that you’re fiddling with?” I ask, nodding toward the gadget.


He holds it up, a small thing that could pass for an innocent remote. “A miniature ray gun,” he explains, “disguised as a garage door opener. Mark wishes to have something less conspicuous, easily carried.”


“Smart,” I mutter, though I can’t muster much enthusiasm. My mind’s churning with a heavier question. “Speaking of brains, how far does your knowledge about them go?”


Dr. Mind launches into a self-congratulatory rant about his unparalleled genius and unmatched understanding of the human psyche. I let him go on for a bit before I slice right through his monologue. “Can you make someone fall in love?”


He chuckles at that, giving me a look that’s all too teasing. “My dear, I didn’t take you for the romantic type.”


I roll my eyes, but there’s a knot in my stomach as I confess, “It’s not for me. Mark... he wants me to fall in love with him.”


Dr. Mind’s amusement fades, replaced by a more serious, calculating expression. “Love has never been my priority. Control, yes. Love, no. But for Mark...” He taps his chin thoughtfully. “Perhaps there’s a way to align your mind and heart in his direction.”


I find myself strangely excited at the prospect of loving Mark, the way my body tingles at the thought confirming the ray’s influence is strong. It’d make serving him easier, not that I’m struggling—the ray sees to that, keeping us all content in our servitude. Dr. Mind’s gaze is distant as he contemplates the challenge I’ve laid before him.


After a moment, he assures me he’ll dedicate time to my ‘little love problem’ once he’s done with his current project and Mystique Mirage’s fix. I’m about to leave, my mind racing with possibilities, when I remember something crucial.


“Wait, there’s more,” I say, turning back to him. “Mark wants me to desire him, sexually. And you know I’m all about the ladies.”


Dr. Mind laughs, a sound that’s a bit too knowing. “Love is complex, but lust? That’s simple to induce.”


My brows shoot up, surprised at his confidence. “Look, I wanna get hot for Mark, but I don’t wanna stop wanting women.”


He waves a hand dismissively. “Bisexuality is far easier to craft than flipping your sexual orientation. Besides, I suspect Mark would prefer you enjoy both. He does enjoy his… variety,” he chuckles.


I can’t help but crack a smirk, sensing a hint of something from Dr. Mind—not quite jealousy, but a desire, an envy of Mark’s position. I remember not so long ago when Dr. Mind had me under his control, right before Mark intervened, and I had the old villain’s dick in my mouth. “Maybe if you play your cards right, Mark might let you in on the fun,” I joke, then pause, realizing I might’ve just offered myself up on a silver platter.


The thought should repulse me, but instead, there’s a calm acceptance. If Mark commands it, I’d fuck Dr. Mind to please him, and that’s all there is to it.


Dr. Mind chuckles, clearly mulling over the tantalizing thought. “Do you truly believe that?” he questions, his curiosity piqued by the offer.


I nod, firm in my conviction. “Yeah, I do,” I assert, though part of me is relieved when he brushes it off, dedicated to what Mark wants above all else. “I would surely enjoy it,” Dr. Mind admits, “but only if I am confident that it aligns with Mark’s desires.”


With that, I excuse myself, my mind swirling with the complexities of my current situation. Ascending from the depths of the lab to the private quarters of my lair, I find Mark there, looking every bit the nerdy overlord in his big glasses.


“Where have you been?” he asks, his tone casual yet expectant. “Ready for today’s plans?”


He doesn’t need to say more. I know what he wants: Amber, the perfect girlfriend persona I’ve crafted for him. His parents still believe she’s real, and we’ve got a fancy dinner to attend—a weird double date with them.


Excitement bubbles within me at the thought of pleasing him, and without a word, I let my form shift. I’m suddenly shorter, my hair a vibrant red and cropped, my skin dotted with freckles, and my tits large, natural, and tempting. I’m Amber, innocent yet stunning, and the transformation sends a thrill through me.


Mark steps closer, his lips meeting my forehead in a tender kiss. “Perfect,” he murmurs with a satisfied smile. Hooking his arm with mine, we head out, ready to maintain the illusion of a perfect couple for one more night.
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Chapter 16 : Double the Charm


I’m squeezed into the booth next to Mark, his parents, Linda and Gary, sitting opposite us. Linda’s got that classic middle-class mom look, a neat bob and a cardigan that’s probably seen more church services than I’ve seen street fights. Gary’s sporting a polo shirt and a watch that screams ‘I golf on weekends’. They’re the picture of suburban cliché, and I can’t help but notice the undercurrent of disbelief in their eyes.


Linda leans in, her voice sugary sweet. “So, Amber, tell us more about how you and Mark met again. It’s just such a charming story.”


I give them the rundown, our ‘chance’ encounter at the library, with a sprinkle of embellishments. I can see it in their faces, they’re struggling to match their nerdy son to the hot chick recounting the tale. But hell, they’re trying, and there’s a sheen of pride when they glance at Mark.


Mark’s fidgeting with his glasses, clearly irritated by the insinuation that I’m out of his league. I slide my hand over his under the table, giving it a reassuring squeeze. I turn on Amber’s sweet voice, thick like honey, “Mark’s been such a gentleman, you’ve raised a wonderful son.”


Gary chuckles, “Well, we always hoped he’d find a nice girl. You, uh, you certainly exceed expectations, Amber.”


Mark’s annoyance fades a bit as I play the doting girlfriend, smoothing over the awkwardness. “He’s exceeded mine, too,” I say, looking at him with feigned adoration.


Gary’s words hang in the air, a not-so-subtle jab at Mark’s professional life. “Now that you’ve got the girl, it would be nice if you got the job,” he says, a half-hearted attempt at a joke that falls flat.


Mark tenses beside me, his jaw clenching in that way that spells trouble. Before I can jump to his defense, he’s blurting out something I didn’t see coming, something not part of the plan. “Actually, I’ve found a job,” he declares, “working for a new league of supers. Ever heard of Volt Vixen, Clonica, Mystique Mirage? They’re recruiting.”


Linda’s mouth drops open, a spoonful of her dessert forgotten in midair, while Gary’s eyes narrow, clearly wondering if his son’s pulling his leg. The silence weighs heavy, pressing down on us like a thick fog.


I can’t leave Mark hanging. The ray compels me, yes, but this is about backing him up, ray or no ray. “It’s true,” I chime in in Ambers’ voice, light but firm. “I’ve had the honor of meeting Volt Vixen and Clonica. They’re thrilled to be working with him.”


The skepticism in his parents’ eyes starts to fade, replaced by a flicker of pride mixed with confusion. “So, what exactly do you do for this league?” Linda asks, her tone cautious.


Mark’s chest puffs out, a touch of pride in his voice. “I’m an associate there,” he says, leaving it vague enough to avoid outright lying but bold enough to make a statement.


My heart races, a mix of adrenaline and frustration pumping through my veins. I’m caught between my unyielding loyalty to Mark and the instinct to protect him, to protect us. The idea of publicly advertising his involvement in the league—a league that’s not just a team of supers but his secret harem and set of sexy bodyguards—is reckless.


Gary’s skepticism is almost palpable as he leans forward, challenging the reality of Mark’s claim. “I’d love to meet these supers you’re talking about,” he says, a test in his tone.


The silence that follows is suffocating, and I know I have to say something. “It might be a bit complicated,” I start, trying to steer the conversation away, but Mark cuts me off with an eager smile.


“They could meet Volt Vixen tonight, here,” he suggests, his eyes alight with a dangerous excitement.


I can feel my frustration boiling over, but the ray’s influence is undeniable. I nod, my voice a forced chirp. “Yes, it’s possible,” I confirm, despite every muscle in my body screaming against it. Mark’s gaze locks onto mine, and I manage an awkward smile, my Amber persona nearly slipping away under the pressure. “She did say she might stop by…” I add, clenching my jaw as I prevent it from taking back its natural shape.


“Excuse me, I need to use the bathroom,” I mumble, standing up from the booth.


As I make my way across the restaurant, my mind races with the absurdity of the situation. I slip into the bathroom stall, making sure it’s empty before I let my form shift. My body stretches and reshapes, growing taller, my hair shortening and spiking up, the vibrant cobalt blue and electric yellow of my Volt Vixen suit clinging to my skin.


I step out of the stall, taking a deep breath to steady myself. This isn’t how I operate, but if it’s what Mark wants… I push the door open and stride back into the restaurant, my fiery field attitude in full force.


The murmurs ripple through the crowd as I approach the table. Mark’s parents gasp, their expressions a mix of awe and disbelief. Heads turn, cameras flash, and I can feel my cheeks burning hot with a mix of anger and embarrassment. “Please, give me some space,” I say to a bunch of eager fans with a polite smile that doesn’t quite reach my eyes. Inside, I’m fuming. I’m not some show pony to be paraded out in public, but for Mark… I’d do just about anything.


As I stand there in my Volt Vixen garb, Linda’s beaming smile is almost comical, and she eagerly gestures for me to sit down. I shake my head, the electric edges of my personality showing through the act. “Unfortunately, I can’t stay,” I tell them, “But it’s been a pleasure to meet you both. Mark has been invaluable in helping us build the league. We’re all really happy with him.”


Gary’s demeanor shifts like he’s been hit with one of my volts, his earlier doubt replaced by a father’s pride. “Always knew the kid had potential,” he boasts, “Glad to hear he’s putting it to good use.”


Mark’s grin is wide enough to split his face, and I can’t help but feel a little surge of satisfaction, his happiness somehow making this ridiculous charade worth it.


Linda, still riding the high of meeting a ‘real-life superhero’, insists I stay, “Amber just stepped out to the restroom; she should be back any minute.”


Jesus, this is both hilarious and a complete shitshow. “I’m actually expected back at the lair,” I say, keeping my tone light. “But it was nice seeing Mark out and about. I’m looking forward to working more closely with him.”


Mark plays it cool, nodding with a casual, “See you around, Vixen,” clearly enjoying the chance to show off in front of his folks.


I nod back and make a swift exit, slipping out of sight before morphing back into Amber. Once I’m sure I’m not being watched, I rejoin the table, all innocence and ignorance, feigning surprise at the excitement buzzing through the restaurant. “What’d I miss?” I ask, sliding back into the booth next to Mark.


Linda’s excitement is practically bouncing off the walls of the restaurant as she tells me, “You just missed Volt Vixen herself!”


I let out a small, surprised gasp, playing up Amber’s naivety, “Oh my gosh, really? That’s so unfortunate, but I’m not surprised. She was supposed to stop by, as I mentioned earlier.”


Gary’s gaze flicks from me to Mark, a hint of confusion in his eyes. “Funny, though,” he says with a chuckle, “Amber leaves and Volt Vixen appears. Could it be they’re the same person?”


I laugh, the sound light and airy, so different from my usual husky chuckle. It’s a delicate dance I’m doing, keeping Amber as far from Volt Vixen as possible. Mark joins in the laughter, though his is tinged with a hint of nervous energy. I wonder if he’s realized the mess he’s started.


Gary isn’t letting up, despite the jest in his voice. “Heard Volt Vixen can shapeshift, so it would make sense, wouldn’t it?” he teases.


I giggle again, shaking my head. “Oh, I wish! Imagine being the great Volt Vixen, fighting supervillains and all that jazz,” I say, my voice laced with wonder and a touch of wishful thinking.


Linda nudges Gary, a silent reprimand to stop teasing their son’s girlfriend. The tension at the table eases, mirroring the restaurant as the buzz of excitement dies down.


Gary’s curiosity about the league is evident as he turns to Mark, “So, what’s the plan with this league of yours?”


Gary’s question hangs in the air, his curiosity piqued about the league Mark and I are supposedly building. Mark shrugs nonchalantly, his voice casual as he explains, “We’re recruiting the best supers out there and looking for investors.” His words are vague, just as we practiced for scenarios we never anticipated.


But Linda, ever the inquisitive mother, presses further. “And what’s the name of this new league?” she asks, eyes darting between Mark and me.


I exchange a quick glance with Mark, both of us caught in the headlights of a question we should’ve seen coming but hadn’t prepared for. “We, uh, haven’t settled on a name yet,” I admit, feeling the tension rise.


Gary chuckles, a knowing look in his eyes as he comments, “It’s like you’re talking about a baby.”


The conversation takes an unexpected turn when Linda, half-joking, half-hoping, throws out, “Speaking of babies, have you two thought about having one?” The blush that creeps onto Mark’s cheeks is almost as red as my Amber persona’s hair.


I stare at Mark, a strange feeling bubbling up inside me. The thought of having a baby was never on my radar, but now, if Mark desires it, the idea of him breeding me stirs a warm sensation through my body. I remember his words from the day before, his wish for me to love him. I silently pray that Dr. Mind figures out how to amplify this ray-induced loyalty into genuine craving and love. It would make everything so much easier, no matter what Mark decides.


The night wraps up as we stand outside the restaurant on one of the bustling streets of Metrotown. We say our goodbyes, and Gary and Linda leave with broad smiles, impressed by their son’s stunning girlfriend and his seemingly amazing job with supers.


Once they’re out of sight, Mark lets out a deep sigh, his mind clearly on the league. “We really need to find a name for our league,” he muses, looking up at the night sky as if it might hold the answer.


I keep quiet, letting him work through his thoughts. But he catches my silence and turns to me, his expression a mix of frustration and concern. “Do you think I went overboard during dinner?” he groans.


Relief floods through me as I realize he’s inviting honesty. I gently scold him, “Mark, casually telling your parents about your links with me as Volt Vixen and the other supers… It’s risky. We’re building something that’s supposed to be secret.”


He rubs his chin, contemplating my words. “I know I got carried away, but I don’t want to hide forever,” he admits.


I let out a resigned sigh. “Well, if you want to be known to the public, we’ll have to craft a good cover for you,” I tell him, already thinking of the possibilities.


We fall into a contemplative silence, the noise of the city fading into the background. Suddenly, a question pops into my mind, and I blurt it out. “Do you want a baby?”


Mark nearly chokes on the air, his eyes wide as he stares at me. “Kat, we need to think about the moral implications,” he says cautiously, his voice low. “Breeding one of my mind-controlled supers to make me a child…”


The smirk that spreads across his face tells me he’s not entirely opposed to the idea, and I can’t help but chuckle at his reaction. “Maybe,” he finally says.


He’s serious again as he adds, “But only worth considering when our situation is more stable and secure.”


I nod, understanding his point. Whether a baby is in our future or not, we have a league to build and a cover to craft. And I’m going to make damn sure it’s the best one out there—for Mark.
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Chapter 17: The Loyalty Trap


Back at the lair, I walk in on Mark and Dr. Mind in the thick of an animated conversation. From the outside looking in, they’re the spitting image of two supervillains concocting a diabolical scheme—and in a way, they are, which sends a ripple of amusement through me.


“What’s brewing, boys?” I ask, cocking a hip and smirking at their secretive air. “Has Dr. Mind cracked the code to fix Mystique Mirage?”


Before they can answer, Mark’s command slices through the tension. “Kat, get naked,” he says, and it’s not a request. A moment of surprise flickers through me, but it’s swiftly extinguished by the eagerness to please that now comes as naturally as breathing. With a thought, my clothes vanish into the ether, leaving me gloriously naked before them.


Mark’s eyes roam over my exposed skin, a predator’s appreciation in his gaze—and I note Dr. Mind is similarly entranced. “Make your tits bigger,” Mark commands next, and I comply without hesitation. My breasts swell, growing heavy and more voluptuous with each second, pushing the boundaries of what’s natural. If I were free from his influence, I’d be disgusted, but instead, there’s a twisted pride in fulfilling his desires.


Once they’ve had their fill of the show, I ask with a wry tilt of my head, “Satisfied?” Mark nods, and so I let my body revert to its usual form. My tone is light, almost playful as I observe, “You’re really enjoying your power over me, now, aren’t you?”


Mark’s grin is unrepentant as he responds, “I am. I’m done letting my outdated sense of morality stop me from enjoying myself.”


I can’t help but wonder if Dr. Mind has something to do with that and if he is a bad influence, but then again, does it change anything for me? Much like Sienna when she was under my command, or when I was under Dr. Mind’s thrall, who in turn was under Mark’s, my only concern is fulfilling his desires, no matter where they are coming from. I realize this could be a problem—or an opportunity. Each member of Mark’s loyal club could, in theory, nudge him toward wanting things that give us some semblance of control. Our loyalty to him may be uniform, but our definitions of what’s good for him are not. Perhaps my vision of keeping Mark safe includes ensuring my brainwashed colleagues don’t manipulate him too far astray.


I’m about to pull Mark aside for a private chat when it hits me like a bolt of lightning—Dr. Mind, for all his villainy, is a damn genius, and he’s got the same hardwired drive to protect and serve Mark that I do. If we’re going to hash out the messy web of influence we’ve found ourselves in, having him in on the conversation is a no-brainer. He’ll see the angles we don’t.


“Mark, Dr. Mind,” I start, leaning against the cool metal of the lab table, “I think we’ve got a bit of a situation brewing. Everyone’s loyalty to you, thanks to the ray… it’s shaping up to be a double-edged sword.”


Mark’s brows furrow, and I continue, “We’re all wired to please you, right? But what ‘pleasing you’ means can be twisted six ways to Sunday depending on who’s doing the twisting. We could end up pulling you in a dozen different directions without even realizing it.”


Dr. Mind strokes his chin, the picture of contemplation. “Katrina raised an interesting problem,” he concedes. “Indeed, my own desire to delight you could inadvertently steer your decisions.”


I watch Mark groan in frustration, the weight of leadership heavy on his shoulders. “This is just like what Mystique Mirage did, isn’t it?” he says, running a hand through his hair. “Without meaning to, or maybe she did… Doesn’t make much difference…”


Dr. Mind interjects with a calming tone. “Mark, at the end of the day, you are not under the effects of any mind control. You are free to make your own decisions. If you find yourself influenced by one of the girls, or by me, it will be the old-fashioned way—because you would have allowed it.”


Mark pauses, his eyes flicking between Dr. Mind and me. “Still, we should be careful,” he finally says. “From now on, I want everyone to refrain from projecting their personal visions of right and wrong on me. I’ll take some time with each of you, alone, to understand what your own vision of loyalty sounds like.”


I smile, a little reassured. “That’s wise,” I say, and I mean it. Anything that keeps him safe and keeps us on the right track is good by me.


Mark looks relieved by our support but is quick to add, “Don’t hold back on telling me the hard truths, though. If you think I need to hear it, say it. But if you’re going to try to sway me, I want it out in the open, with everyone present. That way, I can hear different points of view.”


Mark seems to shake off the earlier discussion as if it were water from a duck’s back and turns his attention to me. “Kat, what Dr. Mind and I were just discussing is his… ‘needs’,” he explains, the word ‘needs’ hanging in the air with a weight that implies something more intimate.


A frown creases my brow as I turn to face the old gentleman supervillain. I give Dr. Mind a silent, piercing stare. The idea of him asking for rewards when we should all be focused on pleasing Mark doesn’t sit well with me. I remember him assuring me he wouldn’t broach such subjects with Mark unless it was certain to please him. This feels like a contradiction, a deviation from the path the ray’s effects should have ingrained in him.


Mark, noticing the tension, is quick to clarify. “Kat, relax. Dr. Mind hasn’t asked for anything. We got onto the topic while talking about the sex I’ve been having, and I was the one who asked him about his own desires.”


I relax slightly, my gaze softening as I listen to Mark. He chuckles, a hint of mischief in his eyes as he ogles me. “I want everyone to be happy here. And I know that sex can be an important part of that happiness,” he says with a grin that has the heat rising to my cheeks. “I’m speaking from experience, after all.”


Mark leans back against a console, his casual demeanor never wavering. “Thanks to Dr. Mind’s ray, I could provide everyone with partners for their own personal use, as long as those partners are loyal to me first. And as long as the current members of our league,” he adds with a smirk, his eyes locked onto mine, “remain available for my own relief.”


Understanding the direction of the conversation, I nod in agreement. It’s surprising to find myself not only accepting but also grateful for the ways Mark is considering our wellbeing. The thought of having other women at my beck and call sends a thrill down my spine, as I imagine the possibilities, the taste of power, and the taste of them.


The old me, the one who wore the mantle of Volt Vixen with a fierce sense of justice, would have been appalled at the thought of using mind control for personal, sexual gratification. But that version of me is long gone, replaced by one who has reconciled with the reality of our new world order. I’ve made peace with what we’ve become. Besides, if these hot chicks feel half as good about pleasing me for Mark as I feel about pleasing him, it isn’t such a bad fate after all.


Mark catches my eye with a knowing smirk. “So, Kat, you think Dr. Mind deserves a little… personal attention based on his work for me so far? How would you suggest we provide that?”


I pause, considering the implications pragmatically. “Based on his performance under your command, he’s put in the effort. Mystique Mirage’s meltdown was unpredictable so we can’t really blame him for that,” I say, my voice steady and sure. “It seems fair that he’d be rewarded with sexual relief since he does seem to have a penchant for that kind of thing.”


The words hang in the air, and I cant help but think about how Dr. Mind has always had a leering eye for me. The thought of submitting to him for Mark’s pleasure churns my stomach, but if it pleases Mark… “If it would please you, It’d make sense for me to take care of it,” I admit, a hint of disgust buried beneath layers of loyalty.


Dr. Mind’s eyes light up with arousal at the prospect, but Mark is quick to douse the flames. “No, I don’t plan on sharing you with anyone else, not right now,” he says with a wink, and I can feel the relief flood through me.


Mark turns to Dr. Mind, his tone serious. “Is there anyone else you have in mind who could… satisfy you?”


Dr. Mind’s gaze drifts for a moment, lost in thought, before snapping back to the present. “There is a name that comes to mind, yes,” he responds, a shadow of a smile playing on his lips. “Someone who may also prove useful to you.”
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Chapter 5 : Meet Amber


Walking into the family reunion as Amber, I can feel every eye in the room on us. The family’s gathered in Mark’s parents’ living room, a place that screams middle-class with its plaid couches and family photos. Mark’s a total nerd, right down to the glasses and awkward shuffle, and here I am, the redheaded bombshell on his arm, looking like I just stepped out of a fantasy.


His mom is the first to recover, bustling over with wide eyes. “Mark, honey, who is this?” she gushes, her eyes flicking between us.


I slip my arm through Mark’s, leaning into him like I’m the luckiest girl in the world. “I’m Amber,” I say with a smile that feels surprisingly genuine. “Mark’s girlfriend.”


The conversation that follows is surreal. His uncles are cracking jokes, asking Mark what level of sorcery he used to land a girl like me. His cousins are giving me the third degree, like they can’t believe I’m real. And I’m playing my part to perfection, defending Mark with a quick wit and a loving gaze that says he’s my hero, not just some dork with a lucky break.


It’s fucking weird, acting like I’m madly in love with a guy. Me, a lesbian with a preference for the ladies, now owned by this… well, let’s be honest, less-than-handsome dude. But as I stand there, laughing at his dad’s corny jokes and squeezing Mark’s hand, I realize I’m actually enjoying making him look good.


Mark’s sister, a sharp-tongued woman with a skeptical look, leans in close. “So, Amber, what’s a gorgeous thing like you doing with a guy like Mark?”


I don’t miss a beat. “He’s kind, smart, and he treats me like a queen,” I say, pouring every ounce of sincerity I can muster into my voice. “What more could a girl want?”


And just like that, I’ve got them eating out of the palm of my hand. I’m telling stories, laughing, and feeling Mark’s pride swell with every compliment thrown his way. It’s a bizarre twist of fate, but here I am, Volt Vixen, a shapeshifting superhero, playing the role of the perfect girlfriend to a nerd who just happened to become my master. And against all odds, I’m fucking happy to do it.


Glancing out the window, I spot something off in the garden. There’s a figure skulking behind the bushes, not quite hidden from my view. Excusing myself with a quick peck on Mark’s cheek, I slip outside, my heart pounding but not from fear. I know how to handle trouble.


I find Sienna, my fiery assistant, arms crossed and looking like she’s ready to spit nails. “What the hell are you doing here, Kat?” she hisses, her gaze cutting.


I keep my voice low, trying to sound casual. “Just helping out a friend,” I lie through my teeth. “Mark needed a fake girlfriend to get his family off his back. It’s nothing, just for today.”


Sienna’s not buying it, her eyes narrowing. “Bullshit. You’ve been off ever since that run-in with Dr. Mind. I’ve been following you, Kat. This isn’t you.”


I take a step back, my gut twisting. “Sienna, I—”


She steps forward, her anger giving way to concern. “Let me scan you, back at the lair. We need to know if that ray fucked with your head.”


I shake my head, even though a part of me screams that she’s right. “I can’t, Sienna. I have to stay,” I say, and it’s the truth, but not for the reason I’m pretending. “Maybe later…”


We stare each other down, two sides of a coin that’s been tossed in the air. She finally turns away, her voice heavy. “I’m not letting this go, Kat.”


I head back to the reunion, slipping my hand into Mark’s as if nothing had happened. But I lean in close, my voice barely above a whisper, “We might have a situation with my assistant, Sienna. She’s been tailing me and she’s convinced I’m brainwashed or some shit.”


Mark’s eyes meet mine, and there’s a flicker of guilt, or maybe it’s concern. “But… you are,” he points out, his voice just as low.


We’re standing there, surrounded by his family’s buzz of conversation, locked in this heavy silence. I can feel the weight of his words, and it’s like a punch to the gut. ’Cause he’s right. Dr. Mind’s ray did a number on me, and here I am, playing house.


I push past the weirdness, the reality of the situation, and focus on the problem at hand. “Listen, I’ve got the ray stashed at the lair. What if we use it on Sienna? Could solve our little problem.”


He’s clearly uncomfortable with the idea, shifting from foot to foot. “I don’t know, Kat… One mind-controlled superhero is a lot; two might be a bit much.”


“Don’t sweat it,” I reassure him, throwing in a little tease, “Sienna’s no superhero. But she is a hot redhead, just the way you like ’em.”


He cracks a smile, and I know I’ve got him on board, at least with the idea of Sienna. We’re playing a dangerous game here, but fuck it, I’m already deep in this twisted fantasy, might as well see how far the rabbit hole goes.


We wrap up the day with Mark’s family, and I’m still playing the role of the devoted Amber. I give Mark a lingering, tender kiss, making sure to keep up appearances until we’re well out of sight. As soon as we’re alone, and I’m certain no prying eyes are on us, I let the façade drop, shifting back into Volt Vixen. My body hums with energy as I zap the transponder Sienna uses to track me, frying it with a satisfying sizzle.
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Chapter 12 : Breaking the Spell


I’m waiting in the main hall of our not-so-humble lair when Mystique Mirage saunters through the door. She’s a sight for sore eyes, all elegance and mystery wrapped up in one hell of a package. Her costume clings to her like a second skin, a shimmering indigo bodysuit that seems to ripple with every movement, as if her very presence is an illusion. It’s accentuated with silver filigree that traces up her sides, highlighting her curves in a way that’s damn near hypnotic. Her mask is a simple, elegant design that covers her eyes, leaving just enough to the imagination while her long, platinum blonde hair cascades down her back.


“Mystique, ma chérie, welcome to our lair,” I greet her with a grin, feeling the familiar spark of electricity at the sight of an old friend. She’s got that air of French sophistication, looking like she stepped out of a high-class soirée instead of the gritty streets of a U.S. city.


“Katrina, it is always a pleasure,” she replies with a soft smile, her accent wrapping around each word like a caress. “Though I must confess, your invitation was unexpected. I have been approached by… more established leagues.” She gives a delicate shrug, her poise unshakable.


I lead her to the meeting room, the door sliding open with a hiss. “I know we’re the new kids on the block, but trust me, we’ve got potential,” I say, feeling the buzz of anticipation.


Inside, Mark stands up from the table, his big glasses almost comically large on his face and that nerdy charm turned up to eleven in his awkwardly fitted suit. “Mystique Mirage, it’s an honor,” he says with an earnestness that’s borderline adorable. “I’m Mark, co-founder and investor of what we’re hoping will become the next big thing in super leagues.”


Mystique extends a hand, her movements still graceful despite the informal setting. “Enchantée, Mark. Your vision for this league is… intriguing,” she says, her gaze flickering between us. “I am curious to see what you have planned.”


I cut in before Mark can nerd out too hard. “We’re aiming for power, versatility, and a dash of sex appeal,” I say, winking at Mystique. “You fit the bill perfectly, and your illusions could be a game-changer for us.”


She laughs, a sound as melodic as it is genuine. “Flattery will get you everywhere, ma chérie. But I will need more than sweet talk to be convinced.”


Mark nods, eager. “Of course, we’ll give you all the details. And don’t worry, we’ve got more than just talk to impress you.” He’s trying for suave, but the guy’s got all the smoothness of a brick wall. Still, if our little plan works as expected, it wont matter.


I slip away from Mystique Mirage with a nod and a smile, leaving her with Mark in the meeting room. Climbing the stairs, I can feel the tension in my gut, the same kind of buzz before a lightning strike. I find Dr. Mind upstairs, his eyes glued to a small monitor that’s wired to a discreet camera in the room below.


The hole in the wall is barely noticeable, but through it, he’s got a clear shot at Mystique. He’s holding his latest contraption, the new and improved ray gun, all sleek and silent. He doesn’t even need to whisper a countdown; his smirk tells me it’s go time.


Downstairs, Mark is doing his damnedest to keep Mystique occupied, talking her ear off about his big plans for the league. He’s as subtle as a sledgehammer, but it doesn’t matter. Mystique’s eyes suddenly sharpen on him, her expression shifting from polite interest to a dazed confusion.


“Mark, if it is your wish for me to join, bien sûr, I will,” she murmurs, her voice taking on a sultry note that wasn’t there before. Mark practically beams, and I can see the victory in his posture.


“And is there… anything else I can do for you?” Mystique’s words are heavy with a new intent, her body language shifting to something more inviting, more eager to please. She’s under, all right.


I turn to Dr. Mind, giving him a nod. “Impressive gadget, Doc.”


With his usual grandiose flair, he responds, “Thank you, Katrina. It is but a testament to my unparalleled genius.”


I can’t help but roll my eyes at his ego-stroking, but I can’t argue with results. Mystique Mirage, a super capable of creating flawless illusions, now stands ready to serve our cause. And if the look in her eyes is anything to go by, she’s ready to use all her assets for Mark’s satisfaction.


I make my way back downstairs, the hum of electricity under my skin a steady reminder of the charged situation. As I step into the meeting room, I catch the tail end of Mark’s awkward explanation to Mystique Mirage about her sudden and involuntary induction into our ranks.


Mystique turns to me, a playful smirk on her full lips. “Katrina, chérie, did you lure me into a trap?” she teases, her eyes alight with faux betrayal. “And here I thought we were amies.”


I tense up, ready for a fight or flight, but then I remember: she’s one of us now. She can’t be pissed, not really. “Looks like you’re caught in the web, Mirage,” I reply, my voice steady.


She chuckles, the sound rich and throaty. “I suppose I might have to suck Mark’s cock now, non?” The joke lands with the precision of a well-aimed dagger, and she follows it up with a sudden, serious tilt of her head towards Mark. “Would you like that, monsieur?”


Mark’s face turns a shade that’d make a ripe tomato jealous, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. I can’t help but laugh, breaking the tension. “I’d bet my last bolt he’d love that, Mirage. And if you need some privacy, I can make myself scarce.”


Mark scoffs, regaining some composure. “Maybe later,” he manages to get out, clearing his throat. “But right now, we’ve got a briefing to get through.”


Mark, still a bit red in the face, turns back to Mystique Mirage. “You’re essential to giving our league credibility,” he tells her, trying to regain his professional demeanor. “You’re the first high-level super we’re inviting to join.”


Mystique finds that more than amusing, and she glances down at her own body as if she’s just realized how it curves and swells in all the right places. “Ah, I see,” she purrs. “You are also recruiting based on looks, n’est-ce pas?”


Mark’s blush deepens, and he stammers for a moment before recovering. “It’s not just about attractiveness. It’s about protecting me and my… new assets.”


With a playful giggle, Mystique Mirage runs her hands provocatively over her ample breasts, which strain against the fabric of her suit. Her powers kick in, and suddenly erotic moans fill the air, accompanied by vivid images of her body in various states of undress. “Like these assets?” she teases, her eyes locked on Mark.


I watch, a frown pulling at my lips. I’m conflicted. On one hand, Mirage seems pretty goddamn eager to please, using her powers to create a sensual display that’s obviously working on Mark. On the other, I’ve got orders to keep this meeting on track, and right now, we’re derailing faster than a bullet train. With a throat-clearing cough from me, Mirage halts her display, and the room returns to normal.


Taking a moment to adjust himself, Mark quickly switches gears back to business. “You’ve met a lot of supers on your league tour. We’re hoping you can introduce us to more—bring them in,” he says with a forced steadiness.


Mystique smiles coyly, her voice dripping with implications. “I’d have no problem bringing in some hot, and of course, powerful supers,” she assures him. “Is that why I am the first to be recruited, monsieur?”


I jump in before Mark can respond, my tone matter-of-fact. “Technically, Clonica’s our first recruit. But I can tell that you’re going to be a great second.”


Mark nods at Mystique Mirage, his voice steady despite the earlier fluster. “Vixen will provide you with the list of supers we’re targeting,” he explains. “But it’s crucial you keep the… nature of your recruitment to yourself.”


Mystique’s lips curl into a mischievous smile, and she leans forward, her breasts pressing against the tight fabric of her suit. “I would never do anything to deprive you of your new toy,” she purrs, her gaze fixed on Mark, obviously referring to herself.


I’m standing there, trying not to let my unease show. The first time I came to Mark, spilling out my newfound loyalty, there was a part of me that was eager to please him in any way he desired. But watching Mystique now, I can’t shake the feeling that her eagerness is cranked up to an eleven. She’s always been a seductress, using her charm like a weapon, but this… this is something else.


As if on cue, Mystique turns to me, her smile as intoxicating as a fine wine. “I will wait with anticipation for your list, ma chérie,” she says. Mark chimes in, “While your loyalty is to me, you’ll be working under Vixen’s command for this operation.”


Mystique’s laugh is light, tinged with seduction. “Quelle chance, Katrina,” she teases, tossing me a wink. “I seem to remember you have a penchant for beautiful women, oui?”


The room seems to grow hotter, and I feel a tightness in my chest that’s got nothing to do with my suit. The thought of ordering Mystique to her knees, to see her between my legs, sends a jolt of electricity down my spine. I shake off the thought; there’s a time and place, and this ain’t it.


As Mark turns to leave, Mystique Mirage’s eyes feast on him with an intensity that’s hard to ignore. He pauses, sensing her gaze, and turns back with a question that hangs heavy in the air. “Would you like to join me in my bedroom?” he asks, his voice a low murmur.


Mystique Mirage responds with an innocence that’s anything but, her eyes twinkling with mischief. “Would you like me to join you in your bedroom?” Her powers activate, and the room is suddenly filled with erotic images: visions of her naked, writhing body; her lips wrapped around a cock; her hands bound as she’s taken from behind. The illusions are vivid, leaving nothing to the imagination, and it’s clear she’s more than willing to indulge him.


Mark’s gaze flickers to me, and I lean back against the wall, a smirk playing on my lips. “Do you want me to join as well?” I ask clearly, shifting my form subtly, enhancing my curves in a futile attempt to compete with Mystique’s allure.


He hesitates for a fraction of a second before his eyes lock with Mystique’s, who bites her lower lip in anticipation. “Vixen, you have work to do,” he says, his voice firm.


I watch them leave, Mystique Mirage’s hand sliding around Mark’s arm, pressing her body against his side. A twinge of something—jealousy, maybe?—tugs at my chest, and I have to admit, there’s a part of me that’s not thrilled about it. But as they disappear from view, there’s a warmth that spreads through me, thinking about Mark getting the relief he craves. I have to thank the damn mind control ray for making me feel good about his satisfaction.


I step back into the living room of the lair, my eyes instantly drawn to the peculiar sight before me. Two identical figures, both Clonica, are hunched over a chessboard, their fingers deftly moving pieces in a silent battle of wits. My eyebrow arches in curiosity; it’s not every day you see someone playing chess against themselves in such a straightforward way.


One of the Asian supers glances up, catching my intrigued gaze. “Each Clonica is her own person once we split,” she explains, her voice laced with her usual raw vulgarity. “It’s fucking handy for shit like this. We play, we learn, and when we merge back together, we remember it all.”


The other clone adds with a sly grin, “It’s also kick-ass for sex, as you might have noticed.”


I chuckle, can’t help but be curious about the mechanics of it all. “So how do you know which one of you is the original? And how long can you Clonicas exist apart before you start going all Sybil on us?”


They both shrug in unison, a mirrored gesture that’s almost comical. “There’s no ‘original’ as far as we can tell,” one says. “We can stay separate indefinitely, but we’d start to differ more over time with different experiences. We don’t usually let it get to that point.”


“Speaking of,” I ask, leaning against the wall with a casual air, “are all Clonicas accounted for?”


The atmosphere shifts, a hint of somberness slipping in as they recount the tale. “Ten years ago, one of us, during some rebellious teen phase, fucked off and never came back. We figure she’s dead since we haven’t heard squat.”


Dead or not, it’s a hell of a thing to consider—the idea of a part of you wandering out there, living a life, dying a death, all separate from the you that’s standing here. It’s the kind of shit that can give you an existential crisis if you think too hard on it.


The unmistakable cacophony of sex spills out from the bedroom adjacent to the living room, where I’ve just been chatting with the Clonicas. Moans, groans, and the rhythmic sound of flesh slapping against flesh make it unmistakably clear what’s happening beyond the thin wall. The noises multiply, echoing around us with such intensity and variety that it’s impossible to believe they’re all coming from just Mark and Mystique Mirage.


The two Clonicas exchange a knowing glance and chuckle. “Seems like the newcomer’s fitting in,” one comments, her eyes sparkling with mischief.


The other doesn’t wait for me to chime in, her voice teasing as she adds, “Sounds like Mark’s fitting inside Mystique Mirage quite nicely.”


I shoot back a jest, but there’s an edge of discomfort in my tone. “Yeah, but she’s maybe a tad too… dedicated for my taste…”


One clone cocks her head, her eyes narrowing slightly. “You reckon she’s fucking with us somehow? Despite getting zapped by the ray and all that shit?”


The second Clonica pipes up, her tone curious. “You think the new ray Doc cooked up might be a bit too… efficient?”


I pause, my ears picking up a sound that cuts through the symphony of sex coming from the bedroom next to us. A scream? No, it can’t be—not with all that pleasure-filled noise. But then I see it, one of the Clonicas cocking an eyebrow, her attention snagged by the same thing. The other Clonica, oblivious, makes her move on the chessboard, then looks up, catching the alarmed expression on her twin’s face and mine.


“What’s up with you two?” she asks, just as the sound comes again, unmistakable this time. It’s Mark, and it’s definitely not a moan of pleasure.


We don’t hesitate, the three of us. I bark into my communicator, “Sienna, get your ass here, now!” and we’re moving, charging towards the bedroom. The door bursts open under our combined force, and we’re hit with a scene that’s straight out of some twisted, erotic fever dream.


The bedroom has transformed into a tropical beach, but not one you’d ever want to vacation on. Every element of the landscape is constructed of writhing sexual organs—palm trees with phallic trunks and leaves that quiver like clits in the breeze, the sand a mosaic of flesh, waves crashing with the wet slap of skin on skin. The air is thick with a chorus of moans so loud, it’s a wonder the entire lair isn’t vibrating.


At the center of this carnal chaos is Mystique Mirage—or rather, an army of her—all on their knees, surrounding a wide-eyed Mark. They’re a desperate sea of Mirages, each one begging, pleading to serve him, to drown him in more pleasure, their voices laced with insatiable need.


“Please, monsieur, let us make you feel good,” they cry, each clone a mirror of desire.


Mark looks like he’s two seconds from being swallowed whole by the illusions, and it’s up to us to snap him back to reality.


Despite the gravity of the situation, I can’t deny the surge of arousal that courses through me, the environment tickling at the edges of my desire. But is it me, or Mirage’s powers worming their way into my mind?


The Clonicas and I stumble through the phantasmagoria, the real furniture of the bedroom colliding with our limbs, sometimes taking on the form of Mirage’s sexual beach, other times invisible beneath the veil of her powers. We finally reach the horde of naked French seductresses crowding around Mark, only to find that each Mirage we lunge for is nothing but a mirage, vanishing at our touch.


“Got the bitch!” one Clonica exclaims, and we converge on her. I reach out, my hand closing on the real Mirage’s flesh, and with a surge of my super strength, I knock her out cold.


Her illusions wail at us in a final, erotic display of near cosmic horror, then fade, leaving us standing in Mark’s actual bedroom. It’s a mess—clothes strewn everywhere, bedsheets twisted. Clonicas stand scattered, gawking at the sudden return to reality. I’m towering over Mystique Mirage’s unconscious body, and there’s Mark, naked and gasping for breath, trying to regain his bearings after the ordeal. It’s over, but the echo of that moaning beach lingers in my ears.


One of the Clonicas, tucked away in a corner, snaps her attention to Mark. “You alright, boss? What the fuck was that all about?” she demands, her tone sharp with concern.


My gaze is locked on the still form of Mystique Mirage. I’m kicking myself internally, my instincts had been screaming that something was off with that French bitch. Should’ve listened, I think, my gut churning with a mix of anger and confusion.


Mark, still catching his breath, pieces his thoughts together. “At first, it was all good, hot even,” he begins, his voice shaky. “But after I came the second time, she… she wouldn’t stop. She kept conjuring up these visions, more intense each time, to get me ready again.” He swallows hard, the fear still evident in his eyes. “I felt like I was losing my fucking mind. It was like she was in there, poking around, making me crave her endlessly. And the more I wanted her, the more she cranked it up, until I couldn’t take it anymore. I just remember screaming as I felt my sanity slipping away.”


Sienna, my fiery redhead assistant, is now standing under the doorway, her eyes wide as she takes in the scene. “Something’s not right,” she says, pointing out the obvious. “Something must’ve gone wrong with the ray.”


Pissed off and on edge, I snap, “Where the hell is Dr. Mind?” My voice echoes in the now silent room, the urgency clear. Something’s fucked up, and we need answers, fast.
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Chapter 11 : Heroes, Villains and Cereal


I wake up with a pounding in my skull that feels like I’ve been hit with my own damn lightning bolt. Groaning, I stumble out of bed and drag my ass to the kitchen for some coffee, hoping it’ll zap me back to life. Clonica’s already there, nursing a cup of joe and munching on pastries like it’s the end of the world.


As soon as she sees me, Clonica grins, her mouth full. “Looks like you’ve got a case of the brain-fucks too, huh? Must be that damn ray gun hangover.” She’s always had a way with words…


She smirks, licking some pastry filling off her finger. “Oh, he’s up, alright,” she says with a wink. “But still in bed, if you catch my drift.”


I pour myself a cup of coffee, noticing the lack of Sienna’s usual early bird routine. She’s always been the one to make sure I start my day with a decent breakfast, and I feel a twinge of sadness realizing she’s not just out from under my thumb, but now directly under Mark’s. It’s like losing a piece of my morning ritual.


“Sienna’s with him, isn’t she?” I ask, though it’s more of a statement. “Fucking him?”


Clonica’s grin widens. “Like a champ. She went to wake him up with her mouth. Seems pretty damn eager about it, too.”


I raise an eyebrow at her. “And why aren’t you in there, joining the party? Not like you to pass up on a good time.”


She leans back, a playful glint in her eyes. “Who says I’m not?” she teases.


As I rub the sleep from my eyes and try to shake off the headache, I can’t help but feel the pull of my loyalty to Mark. “Should I… go join them?” I ask, half out of duty, half out of a desire to be where the action is.


Clonica, with a mouthful of pastry, waves a hand dismissively. “Trust me, sweetheart, that room’s got more tail than a pet store. I doubt there’s room for you to even breathe in there,” she says, and I can tell she’s only half-joking.


Slightly frustrated but weirdly okay with it, I grab a croissant from the basket and take a big bite. I’m just realizing that knowing Mark’s getting his rocks off has a strange way of making me feel content, even if I’m not the one doing the pleasing.


Just as I’m pouring myself another cup of coffee, Dr. Mind strolls into the kitchen like he owns the place, which is a fucking weird sight to see. “Good morning, ladies,” he greets us, with that polished accent of his that makes everything sound like a royal decree.


Clonica and I exchange a look before we return the greeting, the air thick with the oddity of having a former supervillain casually searching for breakfast among us.


He chuckles, pulling out a box of cereal from the cupboard. “I must say, the young master does seem to be having quite the delightful morning,” he says, and even though his words are light, there’s a weight behind them that tells me he’s still adjusting to this new reality.


I frown, the weight of reality sinking in. “You’ve been careful, right? No one can trace you back here?” I ask Dr. Mind, the paranoia gnawing at me despite the absurdity of the situation. The old man just chuckles, clearly amused by the idea.


“My dear, your lair is the absolute last place anyone would expect to find me. I assure you, my escape was meticulous,” he replies, his confidence almost irritating.


Clonica, ever the pragmatist despite her crude sense of humor, chimes in. “We’d better keep our eyes peeled for any heat about your little ‘vacation’ from the slammer, though,” she says. Dr. Mind nods in agreement, shoveling in another spoonful of cereal.


For a few minutes, there’s nothing but the sound of us munching on our breakfast, sipping coffee, lost in our own thoughts. Then it hits me—the sheer ridiculousness of it all. I burst out laughing, and soon Dr. Mind and Clonica join in, their chuckles filling the kitchen.


It’s a bizarre picture: two superpowered women and one supervillain, all sharing a meal and bound by mind control to some average Joe who got lucky. The irony of it is just too damn funny.


My head’s still pounding like a bad hangover as I pour myself another cup of coffee, and then the bedroom door swings open. In walks Mark, flanked by a small army of sweaty and thoroughly disheveled Clonicas and one particularly satisfied-looking Sienna. They’re a mess of tangled hair and flushed skin, and it’s clear they’ve had one hell of a morning.


As the Clonicas saunter in, they start to merge back into the original, standing next to me at the counter with a satisfied smirk on her face. Her hair’s sticking up in places it wasn’t before, and her clothes are twisted in a way that says she’s been rolling around in the sheets.


Mark plops down at the table with Sienna, who’s looking more content than I’ve ever seen her. I can’t stop my gaze from lingering on her, my fiery assistant, who’s always been more to me than just a sidekick. Jealousy should be gnawing at me, but instead, there’s this strange sense of pride that she’s served Mark well.


Mark turns to Dr. Mind, who’s still polishing off his breakfast like he’s got all the time in the world. “Any bright ideas on how you can put that big brain to work for me?” Mark asks, with a hint of challenge in his voice.


Dr. Mind sets his spoon down, ready to launch into a monologue about his intellectual prowess. But then he catches himself, realizing that all his smarts don’t mean jack if he doesn’t know what Mark wants. “What is it you desire, sir?” he asks, with a deference that’s almost comical coming from someone who used to be top dog.


Mark’s smirk spreads across his face like a crackling current, and he leans back in his chair, all casual-like. “Can we make the ray gun a bit more… discreet? Smaller, maybe? Something that doesn’t look like a damn retro toy. Oh, and can you make the ray invisible and silent while you’re at it?”


Dr. Mind’s bushy eyebrows twitch, and for a second it looks like he’s about to launch into a defense of his masterpiece’s aesthetic, but he cuts himself off. He strokes his chin thoughtfully, the gears clearly turning in that big brain of his. “I’ll do my best,” he concedes after a moment, the old pride of an artist surrendering to the practicality of a craftsman.


“And what about the whole ‘having to gaze into my eyes’ thing?” Mark presses on, clearly not done with his wish list. “Can’t we skip that step? Make it automatic or something?”


The question seems to prick at Dr. Mind’s ego just a tad, but he’s quick to school his features into that placid, servant’s mask. “It’s… tricky,” he admits, pushing his cereal bowl aside. “Even if I could weave the imprinting process into the ray’s effect, it would never be as effective as the victims seeing you in person immediately after being zapped. The direct connection is essential for the loyalty to take hold.”


I lean against the kitchen counter, my headache subsiding enough to let curiosity take the wheel. “So, Mark, what’s the endgame here? How can we help?” I watch him closely, my instincts still sharp as ever despite the ray’s influence.


Mark takes a moment, his smirk lingering as he contemplates his next move. “Last night was a close call. We need to be more careful, more discreet. You and Clonica are tough as nails, but two supers ain’t gonna cut it if shit hits the fan. We need a wider variety of skills around here.”


Clonica, who’s still smoothing out her hair from the merge, snorts. “Variety, huh? I bet you’re talking about more than just combat skills.” Her voice drips with innuendo, and Mark’s confirming nod and smirk tells me she’s hit the nail on the head.


An idea sparks in my head, bright as the electricity I wield. “I’ve been chatting with some high rollers, thinking about starting my own league of supers. It’d be the perfect cover for what you’re looking for,” I tell him, the plan unfolding in my mind like a blueprint.


I turn to Clonica, who’s already eyeing me with interest. “You could leave your current gig, help me kickstart this new league. Staying here’s raising eyebrows, and we need to play this smart.”


Mark nods, clearly on board. “I like it, Kat. I want to help you make it happen,” he says, his voice gentle but determined. “Outside of keeping me safe and satisfying a few… urges, you’ve got free rein to do your thing.”


It’s a strange sort of freedom, all things considered. But it’s enough to get the wheels turning, and I’m already listing potential recruits in my head. If we’re gonna do this, we’re gonna do it big—and we’re gonna do it right.


Dr. Mind speaks up with a refined tone, “If I am to make the suggested modifications to the ray gun, we could potentially persuade even the most formidable supers to join our ranks. It would certainly cover Mark’s needs.” He pauses, a calculating glint in his eye. “And perhaps, recruiting some villains might be beneficial if we are to have a full spectrum of abilities at our disposal.”


I nod along, but Clonica’s frown cuts through the planning session. “We gotta tread lightly, people,” she warns, her voice laced with a seriousness that’s rare for her. “There are supers out there who can read minds. Don’t think for a second they won’t pick up on us being brainwashed.” She’s right, and the gravity of her words sinks in.


Mark considers this, his smirk fading into a look of contemplation. “If we turn some of those mind readers to our side, and maybe snag a couple of mind controllers, it could work to our advantage,” he muses, the wheels clearly turning in his head.


Dr. Mind, however, isn’t one to let optimism cloud his judgment. “While I have been perfecting rays that could potentially control even those with psychic defenses, I cannot guarantee efficacy across the board. Mind readers are a tricky bunch,” he admits, his spoon clinking against the bowl as he stirs his thoughts with his breakfast.


Everyone around the table shares a moment of silent understanding. The plan is solid, but the risks are as high as the city’s skyscrapers. I take a deep breath, feeling the electric charge of challenge in the air. This is going to be one hell of a ride.


Mark’s got that look in his eye, the one that says he’s done talking strategy for now. “We’re steering clear of mind readers for the time being,” he says, and I can’t help but agree. “Kat, I want you to start on that league. Get me a list of the best supers you think we can convince with the updated ray gun.” He pauses and gives me a look that’s downright serious. “They need to be powerful, skillful, and hot as fuck.”


I can’t help but let out a snort, and Clonica joins me with a laugh, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “What a shocker,” she quips, “Mark wants his own supermodel army.”


We all share a good laugh, the tension easing out of the room like air from a balloon. I’m already flipping through my mental rolodex of heroes, ticking off names and abilities, and yeah, hotness.


“I’ll get on it,” I tell Mark, feeling that familiar thrill of a new mission. It’s fucked up, sure, forming a league by playing puppeteer with the best heroes out there. But considering I’m now wired to serve the whims of a kid who stumbled into super-villainy, things could be a hell of a lot worse. Mark’s not out to hurt anyone beyond his growing harem, and hell, this league could actually do some good around town.


Time to get to work.
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Chapter 10 : Mastering the Mastermind


As dusk turns to darkness, the lair falls into a stillness, broken only by the occasional sound of someone knocking on what’s now Mark’s bedroom door, followed by his gruff demand for privacy. With no news from him, we all eventually retreat to our respective rooms for the night. I find myself in one of the guest rooms, feeling an odd dislocation in my own lair, but if Mark wants solitude, I’m damn well going to give it to him.


Brushing my teeth, I’m suddenly on high alert as I hear a sound from the bedroom. Toothbrush in hand, I morph into a more combat-ready form, ready to pounce at a moment’s notice. I barely register the figure in the room before a familiar beam of light hits me, my eyes tracking the dancing particles as they settle.


Dr. Mind stands before me, his aged appearance belying a keen intellect. His hair, a distinguished silver, is swept back neatly, and his glasses rest on the bridge of his nose, catching the light as he smirks at me. The usual white lab coat he wears is pristine, contrasting with the dark leather gloves fitted snugly on his hands.


“Did you really think I’d let our last encounter be the end, Volt Vixen. Or should I call you Katrina?” His voice is smooth, almost charming, but the gleam in his eye is pure triumph. “I was so certain I had you with my ray last time. But no matter, you’re mine now.”


A frown creases my brow as I realize he’s right. The urge to please him is overwhelming, as if it’s been etched into my very being. But then, Mark flashes across my mind and a surge of conflict roils within me. I no longer feel the loyalty that had been so strong, replaced by a sense of disgust at the memories of what I’ve done for him, despite my natural inclinations. Yet, there’s a niggling thought that maybe it wasn’t all bad—that I actually had some good times with him.


I can’t help but let out a laugh, looking at Dr. Mind. “Well, aren’t you the cat that caught the canary? You’ve got me. I want what you want, and it seems you’ve got exactly that.”


He adjusts his glasses, his expression one of refined satisfaction. “My dear, let’s not dwell on the past. We have a future to build. Together.” His gentlemanly demeanor is almost convincing, but we both know the truth—his ray has made me his puppet, and for now, I can’t resist the strings.


As I stand there, toothpaste frothing at the corner of my mouth, a strange sense of déjà vu washes over me. It’s almost comical how quickly my invincible self has been flipped on its head… again.


“Dr. Mind,” I begin, spitting into the sink and wiping my mouth, “you should know, your ray actually did work on me the first time around. But, see, I… kinda fell for Mark, one of your hostages at the time.”


His laughter fills the room, rich and full of genuine amusement. “My, my, that’s quite the twist. The man has been exceptionally lucky, and apparently quite shrewd to evade capture this long.” Dr. Mind strokes his chin thoughtfully. “I’ll give him that. And I suppose I should be grateful; it simplifies matters for me considerably. I might not even punish him too severely for his interference.”


I’m surprised to find myself feeling a twinge of relief at his words, even though I’m aware I could snuff out Mark without a second thought if commanded.


“There’s also the matter of Clonica. One of her copies is here, bound to Mark,” I report dutifully, my newfound loyalty dictating my actions.


Dr. Mind chuckles, a low, knowing sound. “Ah, I’ve already addressed that little complication.” He turns and calls out, “Clonica, darling, come here.”


The door swings open, and in struts Clonica with her characteristic swagger, a smirk on her lips. “Looks like I’m the hot potato, passing from hand to hand,” she quips, her voice laced with her usual crass humor.


Before I can respond, Dr. Mind interjects, “I’ve been informed the other Clonica is out playing hero. She won’t return until it’s too late.” The clone at our side nods in confirmation, her smirk unwavering.


“And Sienna?” I add, feeling the need to lay all the cards on the table. “She’s under my influence thanks to the ray. But she’s no threat; she’ll do anything I want, even if what I want is controlled by someone else.”


Dr. Mind nods, his expression one of approval. “Excellent. Then it seems we have everything in order. Your loyalty is most appreciated, Katrina, or should I simply call you Kat now?” His tone is polite, the epitome of a gentleman, yet behind that civility, we both understand the gravity of his control.


I can’t help but chuckle at the absurdity of it all. “You can call me whatever the fuck you want,” I tell Dr. Mind with a wry smile. “I’ll be more than glad for it.”



Dr. Mind nods, a sinister amusement in his eyes, and declares, “Then Whore it is, for all the pain you’ve caused me.” He launches into his tale of escape from supermax, pride swelling in his voice. “Even stripped of my gadgets, I’ve proven that the mind is the greatest tool. Those simpleton guards never stood a chance against classic hypnosis.”


Clonica and I exchange a glance, knowing full well that stroking his ego is the game we’re playing now. We feed into it, nodding and hanging on his every word as if they’re gospel.


His gaze sweeps over me, and he commands, “Strip, Whore.”


Without hesitation, my clothes vanish, and I stand there naked, the cool air of the room making my nipples harden. It’s almost routine now, the way these guys demand I get naked, but there’s a part of me that’s fucking thrilled to oblige because of that stupid mind ray. I don’t mind, of course, I don’t…


Clonica, ever the crude one, pipes up, “Should I get in on this action too?”


Dr. Mind waves her off, “Not now. I have a score to settle with our dear Vixen.” His eyes fix on me as he unzips his pants. “Get on your knees and show me how a Whore pleases.”


And so I do. I kneel before him, taking his aging cock into my mouth. I’m not thrilled to be sucking him off; he’s a man, I’m a dyke, and he’s not exactly my type. But it’s not about what I want. It’s about pleasing him, and damn if I don’t want to do that.


I’m working my mouth around Dr. Mind’s shaft, my tongue swirling, when suddenly there’s a fucking commotion behind him. A blast of light slams into the old man’s back, and he groans, completely thrown off.


“Mark!” Clonica screeches, her voice laced with urgency. She’s splitting faster than a cell in mitosis, tackling Mark and sending his ray gun skittering across the floor.


I pop off Dr. Mind’s dick and stand, ready to throw down for him, which is all sorts of fucked up. But there he is, looking lost as a kid in a carnival, and here I am, muscles rippling, ready to rumble. Clonica’s got Mark pinned, the poor bastard gasping like a fish out of water.


Dr. Mind is begging, “Stop, please!” and he’s looking at Mark with these goddamn puppy eyes. What the actual fuck?


Then it clicks. Mark’s got Dr. Mind wrapped around his little finger now. Clonica’s cackling, and I can’t help but smirk. “Looks like you’ve got yourself a new plaything, Mark. Doubt he’ll be as fun to fuck, though.”


Dr. Mind’s face is redder than a baboon’s ass, but he’s still got that gentlemanly tone. “If Mr. Mark desires to… engage with me, I shall endeavor to meet his needs, though I would prefer otherwise…”


Sienna bursts in, her eyes wide with confusion. “What the hell is going on here?” She spots Dr. Mind and her brow furrows deeper. “Who’s controlling who?”


I rub my temples, feeling a migraine coming on. “It’s a clusterfuck, Sienna. Mark’s got Dr. Mind. Dr. Mind’s got me and Clonica. And Clonica’s got jokes for days.”


The crude Clonica chimes in with a snort, “More like a daisy chain of domination.”


Sienna sighs, looking as if she’s ready to walk the fuck out. “Great, just what we needed. Another Tuesday.”


The Clonicas, each one straddling Mark, look over to Dr. Mind for the go-ahead, their bodies tense with anticipation. With a slight nod from the old man, they release their grip and converge back into a single form, standing beside me with a smirk.


Sienna’s confusion is palpable, and I get it, I really fucking do. My loyalty is supposed to be with Dr. Mind, but he’s all puppy-eyed for Mark now. I’m taking orders from a man who’s taking orders from another man. It’s a twisted game of telephone, and it’s giving me a headache.


Sienna catches my eye, her own expression a mix of sympathy and I-told-you-so. “Looks like you and Clonica finally get how shitty it is to be at the bottom of the food chain,” she says with a bitter half-smile.


Dr. Mind, still displaying that composed facade, turns to Mark. “What would you have us do, sir?” His voice is steady, but there’s an undercurrent of something I can’t quite place.


Mark stands, dusting himself off, the picture of determination. “I want the girls back under my control,” he says, his voice firm.


Dr. Mind explains, “The original ray, the one you just zapped me with, Mark, it’s a one-shot deal. Use it twice on someone, and you’ll cook their brains.” We all flinch at the thought. “But,” he continues, “I came prepared with an upgraded version. It realigns neural pathways without frying them. It’s what I used on Clonica and Vixen here. We can reset as often as necessary.”


Mark scoops up Dr. Mind’s fancy new ray gun from where it lies next to the old man’s still-dropped trousers. He turns the device over in his hands, clearly impressed. Dr. Mind, his cheeks still flushed from the previous events, launches into a spiel about the ingenuity of his creation, his ego somehow remaining intact despite the recent shift in power dynamics. “I must admit,” he says with a chuckle that doesn’t quite reach his eyes, “I never imagined I’d find myself on this end of the device. An odd sense of tranquility, indeed.”


Clonica, Sienna, and I can’t help but let out a laugh at the irony of it all. We’ve all been on the receiving end of that ray more times than we’d care to admit.


Mark points the gun at Sienna, who’s frowning now, a mix of annoyance and resignation on her face. “You’re shitting me, right? I’m already doing Vixen’s bidding happily here,” she protests, but we all know it’s a futile argument. She’s aware that resistance is pointless; Mark only has to pull a few strings to get what he wants.


With a zap, Sienna’s body relaxes, and she looks up at Mark, a chuckle escaping her lips. “Well, at least I’m not the bottom bitch anymore,” she quips, shaking her head.


He turns the ray on Clonica next, and then finally, it’s my turn. I’m uneasy, feeling like I’m about to betray Dr. Mind, even though I know it’s what he would want—what Mark wants. As the ray hits me, my body floods with that familiar, unwelcome allegiance to Mark, and a visceral disgust for Dr. Mind washes over me. Fuck, this is one hell of a mess we’re in.


Mark steps closer to Dr. Mind, who looks up at him with a calm, almost serene expression. “You’re working for me now,” Mark states, a note of command in his voice that’s new but not entirely unwelcome.


Dr. Mind inclines his head, the picture of servitude. “I would be more than happy to employ my considerable intellect in your service,” he replies, his tone still dripping with that gentlemanly charm even as his new position humbles him.


The room is thick with a sense of victory, and we can’t help but feel a surge of gladness that the bastard is under someone’s thumb for once. There’s an unspoken acknowledgment among us that while Mark might have a hint of supervillain in him now, he’s still a damn sight better than Dr. Mind ever was. Plus, the loyalty we feel towards him is familiar, a comforting anchor in the chaos of the past few days.


Mark looks my way, and I’m more than ready to oblige. “Kat, can you provide the good doctor with the tools and space he needs to work for me?”


“Absolutely,” I reply, already thinking of the empty labs downstairs that’ll suit Dr. Mind’s brainy ass just fine. There’s a part of me that still resents him for all the shit he’s put us through, but I’m not about to whine about it. If anything, it’s a relief not having to plot revenge or worry about being under his control again.


Sienna’s eyes are locked on Mark, and I notice the shift in her gaze. There’s a new kind of respect there, or maybe it’s just the ray doing its thing. Either way, it’s a far cry from the repulsion she used to barely hide.
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Chapter 9 : The Ultimate Reward


The air in my bedroom is thick with lust, charged with the kind of raw, sexual electricity that could power a city. Mark’s sprawled out on the bed, his naked body a canvas for our debauchery. One of Clonica’s clones is straddling his face, her hips grinding against his mouth, while another is on her knees between his legs, her head bobbing eagerly as she sucks his cock. The sounds of wet, sloppy pleasure fill the room, mingled with Mark’s muffled moans.


On the side of the bed, two more clones of Clonica are wrapped around each other, their naked bodies pressed tight in a heated make-out session. Their hands roam freely, exploring each other with an intensity that’s fucking captivating.


And me? I’m right by Mark’s side, my own enlarged tits—thanks to a little shapeshifting—pressed against his arm, brushing against his skin with every breath I take. Sienna, that diligent little minx, is nestled between my thighs, her tongue working me over with a fervor that’s got me biting my lip to keep from screaming.


Pleasure rips through me as Sienna’s relentless tongue brings me to climax. I’m panting, my body still quivering with the aftershocks when I hear Mark’s breath hitch. It’s the cue we’d all been waiting for. The Clonicas immediately swarm to him, their circle tight around his throbbing cock. They take turns, their tongues flicking over the head, their hands a blur of movement as they stroke him, each one eager to coax out his release.


Sienna glances at me, a hint of reluctance in her eyes. I lock eyes with her, my gaze stern. “Do as you’re told,” I remind her firmly. She’s not under Mark’s spell, but she answers to me, and I intend to make damn sure she follows through on what he, what we, want. She nods, understanding her place, and joins the circle.


As the six of us—Sienna, the Clonicas, and I—focus on the task at hand, Mark finally tips over the edge. His cum jets out, thick ropes that we play up for all it’s worth. We make a show of it, our laughter and moans mixing as we share and savor his release, ensuring it’s a spectacle hot enough to sear into anyone’s memory.


Merging back into one, Clonica stands there, glistening with sweat, the very image of debauched satisfaction. She lets out a throaty chuckle and throws us a look that’s pure sin. “Fuck, I’ve still got a whole list of dirty positions we haven’t tried yet,” she says, her voice thick with promise.


As Sienna gets off the bed, there’s a flash of annoyance flickering across her face, but it’s quickly masked by compliance. She’s here for me, after all, and whatever I want, she’s going to deliver. Clonica, catching that same look, grins and asks her, “Heading for a shower?” Without waiting for an answer, she adds, “Come on then, I don’t usually do girls but I’m in the mood to see how well you can wash my back.” Sienna’s eyes light up with a mix of relief and anticipation at the prospect of finally getting her own release.


Left in the room with Mark, I watch him, still catching his breath on the bed. I let out a low, satisfied smirk. “So, are you happy with how things turned out?” I ask him, my voice a purr of dark amusement.


He nods, a lazy smile spreading across his face. “Yeah, I am,” he replies, then his eyes meet mine, a new depth to his gaze. “But what about you, Kat? Are you?”


I open my mouth to give him the usual line about my desires being nothing but a reflection of his. But I stop, the words catching in my throat as I actually consider his question. It’s a surprise to even myself when I admit, “You know what? The last few days have been more fun than I’ve had in years. If the ray’s effects were to wear off…” I trail off, my mind racing with the implications. “I… I might actually miss this. Hell, I might even ask to be zapped again.” I shake my head, a wry grin tugging at my lips. “Although, I’m not in any position to know for sure. Life’s a fuckin’ rollercoaster, isn’t it?”


Mark’s laugh is genuine and it eases the tension in the room. “I’m terrified of actual rollercoasters,” he admits, “but this one? I’m all in.”


I can’t help but tease him, “Yeah, you must be, landing a harem of supers like us. You’re one lucky nerd.”


He scoffs, tossing a pillow my way, “Hey, no shame in my game. Being a nerd is my superpower.”


I wince, realizing my jab might have stung deeper than intended. I’m about to make amends when his question catches me off guard. “You ever get into any of this nerd stuff? Battlestar Galactica?”


I grin, playing along. “I’d love to check it out.”


But he’s not buying it, his frown deepening. “Because I want you to, or because you’d actually enjoy it?”


I pause, the answer not as clear-cut as I thought. The silence stretches until he groans, rising from the bed, leaving me alone with my thoughts. Naked and conflicted, I stand and rush after him, shifting into that ‘perfect girlfriend’ look we’d decided on earlier—short red hair, green eyes, and freckles.


“Mark,” I call out, my voice now dripping with that sweet, honey-like quality. “Whether it’s the ray speaking or not, making you happy makes me happy. So why worry about the why?” I give him a playful wink, letting him know that, for now, his desires are my desires.


I watch Mark’s shoulders slump as he tries to express the whirlwind of emotions he’s grappling with. “I mean, I’ve had the most incredible sex with the most powerful and beautiful women in town,” he confesses, his voice a mix of wonder and concern. “But at the end of the day, you’re all here because of that damn ray. You don’t love me by choice.”


I chew on my lip, considering his words before replying. “You know, I think I might actually love you anyway, even without the ray’s effect.” It’s a bold statement, and I’m not entirely sure where it comes from.


Mark scoffs, his skepticism written all over his face. “Come on, Kat. Without the ray, you wouldn’t have given me a second glance. And let’s not forget, you’re into women. At best, we’d be friends—platonic friends.”


We’re in the thick of our disagreement when Sienna and Clonica step out from the bathroom, their smiles wide, especially Sienna’s, who seems to radiate post-orgasmic bliss. They pause, sensing the tension in the room. Mark’s gaze flickers toward them before he shakes his head, “I need some time alone,” he mutters and starts to leave.


Sienna, ever the outspoken one, can’t help but comment. “Always so dramatic, isn’t he?”


Before she can finish, Clonica and I simultaneously give her a silencing glare. “Not another word,” I warn her, my loyalty to Mark, ray-induced or not, kicking in. “He’s had a lot to process, and we should respect that.” Sienna’s mouth snaps shut, and she nods, understanding the unspoken rule between us—Mark’s well-being comes first.


Clonica, with her usual lack of filter, chimes in, her voice dripping with crude humor. “Our situation might seem more fucked up than Mark’s, but at least our brains are wired to accept it without all that moral hand-wringing. All we gotta worry about is keeping his dick happy,” she says with a snort. “Meanwhile, Mark’s gotta deal with the fact he’s got three hot pieces of ass at his beck and call.”


Sienna pipes up, a playful smirk on her lips, “Well, technically, he’s only the owner of two. I belong to our dear Vixen here, not Mark.” She points at me, her eyes glinting with mischief.


I can’t help but laugh, a mix of frustration and amusement bubbling up inside me. “He’s the owner of two and a half, I’d say. Since I’m under his spell, and you’re under mine, Sienna. That makes you at least partially his,” I explain, the absurdity of the situation not lost on me.


Sienna’s sigh is heavy with resignation as she nods, her ever-present desire to please me overriding any reluctance. “Is there anything you want me to do right now? Something that’s not coming from Mark?” she asks, her gaze searching mine for an answer.


I can’t help but feel a spark of irritation at her attitude when it comes to Mark. But then, an idea strikes me—a way to assert my control and maybe get a little sweetness back into the situation. “Yeah, actually,” I say with a smirk. “There’s this shop down on Fifth, ‘Sugar Rush Confections’. Go fetch me some of their sea salt caramel truffles, will you? Like a good assistant.” I watch as her demeanor shifts, the task not dictated by Mark making it all the more appealing to her.


With a nod and a much brighter smile, Sienna heads off to get dressed and complete the errand. I turn to Clonica, whose smirk mirrors my own. “How are you holding up?” I ask her, genuinely curious about her state of mind.


Clonica’s response is as blunt as ever. “Same as you, Kat. Fucked up situation, but hey, at least we’re getting off.” We both chuckle at that.


Clonica’s communicator buzzes again, and she hesitates, giving me a look that screams she’s out of her depth. My eyebrow arches in surprise as she admits it’s the second time it’s rung today, and she’s unsure if she should answer it.


“Jesus, Eun, the last thing we need is to rouse suspicion. Answer it,” I say, a hint of panic edging my voice. “You have to act as you normally would, or it’ll look off.”


Clonica snorts, her tone laced with her typical vulgarity. “Well, it’s not every day I play fuck-doll to some random dude,” she retorts. But I’m not in the mood for her jokes.


“Cut the crap. This is serious,” I snap back. When she sees the gravity in my eyes, she pauses, mulling it over.


“Should I… go ask Mark what to do?” she muses aloud, but I’m already shaking my head.


“No, just go,” I insist, remembering the conversation I had with Mark. “He said to keep things normal.”


Without another word, Clonica splits into two. One clone stands there, still wrapped in a towel, while the other is suddenly stark naked. My cheeks flush despite myself, and I can’t help but steal a glance at her toned, bare figure.


The naked clone winks at me, a devilish grin on her face. “I’ll stick around for Mark,” she says, her voice dripping with innuendo. “Lucky for us, I can be in two places at once.”


With that, the towel-wrapped clone heads off to get dressed and play the hero, leaving me with her naked counterpart.


Mark keeps to himself all day, holed up in my bedroom—I guess it’s his now. I respect his need for space, even if the silence from that part of the lair feels heavy, like a storm cloud hanging overhead.


Sienna and I fall back into the rhythm of our day-to-day work, monitoring the criminal underworld, liaising with the authorities, and keeping the streets clean from scum. She’s focused, typing away at her computer, while I scan through the latest reports, the glow of my goggles casting a blue tint on the papers.


The Clonica who stayed behind shifts restlessly between assisting us and lounging around the lair. I catch glimpses of her sprawled on the couch, flipping through channels, or raiding the fridge, a look of boredom etched on her face. She’s like a caged tiger, all that power and nowhere to burn it off.


“Anything on the radar?” Sienna asks, breaking the quiet that’s settled between us.


I shake my head, “Nah, it’s been quiet. Too quiet.”


She nods, her fingers pausing on the keyboard. “The calm before the storm?” There’s a hint of excitement in her voice, the thrill of the unknown.


“Always is,” I reply, my eyes never leaving the screens. “Always is.”
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Chapter 8 : Double the Trouble


Perched in the shadows, I meld my form into the darkness, my body slimmed and stretched to minimize my presence. The room below, vast and dimly lit, is the perfect stage for our trap. Sienna, acting the part of the dutiful assistant, is already downstairs, her voice carrying up to me as she invites Clonica in.


“Come in and wait here, I’ll be right back,” Sienna says, a hint of urgency in her voice to sell the ruse.


From my vantage point, I watch Clonica enter, her youthful Asian features partially concealed by a light mask that does little to hide her cuteness. She’s thin, but there are curves where they count, accentuated by her tight superhero costume—a splash of vibrant colors against her petite frame.


Mark, trying to play it cool, greets her with a nervous, “Hi there.”


Clonica’s eyes narrow, her gaze darting around the room. “Who the hell are you?” she asks, her voice sharpened with suspicion. She takes a step back, and I can tell she’s putting the pieces together, her instincts screaming trap.


Before she can react, I take aim and fire. The ray hits her square in the back, and she groans, spinning with a fighter’s grace, ready to lash out. But then her eyes meet Mark’s, and I see the fight leave her body, her shoulders slumping even as she breathes out a defeated “fuck…”


Riding high on the thrill of another successful strike, I start to climb down to meet my new partner in crime. Suddenly, my body is slammed against the hard metal of the catwalk, the ray clattering away from my grasp. Dazed, I look up into the furious eyes of another Clonica, this one having snuck up behind me unnoticed.


“Didn’t expect me, did you?” she spits, her voice thick with anger. And just like that, our plan’s gone to shit.


Pinned beneath Clonica’s grip, my mind raced for a solution. I tried to shift my form — to slip away or overpower her — but she anticipated my every move. Then, in a split second, the single Clonica before me became many, her body duplicating itself with a series of rapid pops that echoed through the room. I was now held down by a sea of identical, determined faces.


But the chaos didn’t end there. The Clonica we zapped downstairs appeared at the bottom of the stairwell, wearing a conflicted frown as she surveyed the scene. “What the hell are you doing?” one of the clones holding me down demanded, her voice sharp with confusion.


The shot Clonica hesitated, then stepped back, her form quivering as if she was fighting an internal battle. Suddenly, she duplicated herself, creating more clones that immediately turned on the original ones. The room erupted into a brawl, Clonica against Clonica, as they grappled with the impossibility of their own disobedience.


I seized the opportunity, wriggling free from the distracted clones. “Mark, get to safety!” I yelled, spotting the ray gun on the floor. I snatched it up, ready to fire into the fray. But I hesitated, a wild idea forming. What if I shot some clones and they looked at themselves instead of Mark? Would they want to obey themselves?


The room’s a fucking mess, bodies of Clonicas strewn about like ragdolls at a toddler’s tea party. It’s a surreal sight, each one a mirror image of the other, some still, others squirming under the weight of their victorious counterparts. I can’t tell which side’s come out on top until one of the Clonicas yells out, her voice slicing through the chaos, “Someone bring that boy and the fucking ray gun over here!”


That’s my cue; the Mark-loyal Clonica has won the clone wars. I descend the stairs, stepping over the fallen, and join the clone holding a couple of her sisters. They’re bruised and battered, but the glare in their eyes screams they ain’t done fighting yet.


I can’t help but ask the obvious. “Why don’t you just merge back with them?” I’m curious, despite the shitstorm we’re in.


The Clonica with a grip on her sisters snorts, her usual crass tone laced with annoyance. “Usually I would, but since these bitches haven’t been hit by the ray or ain’t clones of those who have been, I can’t tell if I’d be a mindless drone or a rebel afterward.”


I nod, understanding the dilemma. The clone’s got a point — fuse with an unaffected version, and she’s gambling with her own compliance. Ain’t that a bitch.


Sienna arrives, almost dragging a slightly rattled Mark back into the room. He’s got that ‘I just dodged a bullet’ look plastered all over his face, but he’s unharmed. I grab him by the arm and position him in front of the unconverted Clonicas, their wrists and ankles held tight by their once-sisters-now-masters.


“Alright, eyes on the prize, ladies,” I bark, leveling the ray gun at each of them in turn. The loyal Clonicas make damn sure Mark’s mug is the first thing they see when the ray’s effects kick in. One of them’s a real fighter, clamping her eyes shut, so we have to pry her eyelids open, Clockwork Orange style. It’s a bitch, but once she catches sight of Mark, her body goes slack, another puppet added to the collection.


When the dust settles, there’s a grim sort of silence. The surviving Clonicas survey the carnage, their crude humor breaking through the grim reality. “Well, fuck me sideways,” one of them mutters with a twisted grin, “never thought I’d be offing myself today.”


Another clone, less battle-worn than the rest, saunters over to Mark. She cocks a brow and says with a smirk, “If you were looking for a harem, you just hit the motherfucking jackpot, didn’t you?”


Mark, looking like he’s not sure whether to laugh or bolt, just nods, his eyes wide with a mix of fear and fascination. Yeah, this is one for the history books, alright.


Merging back into one, Clonica looks like a patchwork of all the survivors, her costume torn and cobbled together. She stands there, catching her breath, and runs a hand over the fabric, smoothing down the creases. “Well, shit, that was one fucked-up ordeal,” she mutters, her voice a mix of awe and disgust at the trap she’d walked into.


She turns to Mark, her posture straightening as she gets down to business. “So what now, boss? You wanna fuck me to celebrate your big win, or we doin’ this after dessert?” Her crude words hang in the air, a challenge and an offer all rolled into one.


Mark seems to relax a fraction, a tempted look crossing his face. But before he can answer, Sienna, who’s only answering to my commands, speaks up with a smirk. “Maybe let’s not roll around in the remains of the clone massacre? How ’bout we clean up this goddamn mess first?”


I can’t help but let out a dark chuckle at Sienna’s practicality. The place does look like a twisted crime scene from a superhero slasher flick. Cleaning up is the last thing I want to do, but she’s got a point. We’ve got a shit-ton of work to do before anyone’s getting their rocks off.


Clonica’s gaze is locked onto Mark, waiting for his command with a level of seriousness that nearly mirrors my own. I catch a flicker of something in her eyes, a reflection of my own reality, and I can’t help but wonder if that’s the same look others see in me when I’m waiting on Mark’s words.


And sure enough, when Mark takes in the disaster around us and nods, “Yeah, cleaning up first sounds like a good plan,” Clonica doesn’t hesitate. She sighs, her body tensing as she gears up to duplicate herself again. The effort seems to drain her, and only a handful of clones materialize with visible strain.


“I’m out of fucking juice,” she announces, her voice edged with fatigue. “I won’t be making more clones, so you all might wanna give me a hand.” She throws a glance at Sienna and me, a smirk pulling at her lips despite the exhaustion. “Guess the biggest superhero orgy of all time will have to wait until I’ve recovered from being turned into a nerd’s fuck toy by some of my most trusted friends.”


Her comment hangs in the air, laced with amusement and a hint of bitterness. It’s a messed-up situation, alright, but we’re all in it together now. And as much as the idea of an all-out super-powered fuckfest tickles my fancy, duty calls. We’ve got a lair to clean and a fresh heap of complications to sort through.


We finally get the lair looking like less of a superhero graveyard, and Mark’s looking around, probably wondering if he’s got some kind of cleanup crew superpower he never knew about. “What about the bodies?” he asks, that worried crease back between his brows.


Sienna, ever the one to cut through the bullshit, just pats his shoulder. “Don’t you worry your pretty little head about that.”


The Clonicas circle him like sharks with a smile. They’re throwing out offers left and right, each one cruder and more tempting than the last. Mark goes all shades of red, looking like he might just implode from the indecent proposals.


“Hey, relax,” One Clonica tells him, her voice dripping with that raw, vulgar charm she’s known for. “Whatever you want, we’re here to provide. Ain’t our first rodeo, you know.”


She’s right; Clonica’s reputation as the not-so-saintly superheroine precedes her, and now she’s got a twinkle in her eye that says she’s all in. One clone pipes up, “At least now you’ve got all of us focused on one man.” Another chimes in, “Unless you’re looking to add more to the party?”


Mark just scoffs and shakes his head. “I’m straight,” he says, which gets a shrug and a laugh from the third Clonica. “Your loss, buddy. But hey,” she looks around at her other selves, “does fucking your own clones count as being gay or just an advanced form of masturbation?”


The room erupts in laughter, and I can’t help but join in. It’s fucked up, it’s insane, but it’s our reality now. As the laughter dies down, I lean against the wall, letting my mind wander to the thought of Clonica joining us. The idea sends a jolt of anticipation through me, and I know damn well I’d enjoy every twisted second of it.
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Chapter 7 : Trouble in Paradise


As Mark steps into my lair, a place he’s never been before, I can see the curiosity light up his eyes. I greet him with a kiss, one that’s more for him than for me, but it doesn’t feel wrong. Not anymore. My hands roam over his back, pulling him close because he wants it, and I’m here to please.


Sienna’s standing off to the side, her arms crossed, her face a mask of anger and betrayal. She starts to lay into him, spewing accusations about manipulation and abuse. But with a sharp “Shut up, Sienna,” her rant cuts off mid-sentence, and she falls silent, head bowed obediently. She’s under the ray’s influence now, compelled to obey me, to want what I want.


I turn to Mark, my gaze apologetic. “This wasn’t the plan. I wanted to make her yours, but it didn’t work out that way.”


He mulls over the situation, running a hand through his hair. “So, she’s still going to do what you want, even knowing that you’re doing what I want?”


“Exactly,” I confirm, and I can see him relax a little at that.


His eyes slide over to Sienna, who’s watching us with a mix of disgust and resignation. As Mark approaches, she tenses, her frown deepening. He pauses before her and says, “Get naked.”


Sienna’s refusal is immediate, her voice laced with anger. But I’m here to give Mark what he wants, and if it’s Sienna’s compliance he desires, then that’s what he’ll get. “Sienna, do as he says,” I command, my voice firm.


Her face is a storm of fury, but she can’t resist the order. She strips, her movements sharp and reluctant. Her clothes fall to the floor, revealing the pale skin and fiery curls that cascade down her back. Her breasts are full, her nipples hard with either anger or arousal, maybe both. Her curves are more pronounced in the light, her hips leading down to long legs and a neatly trimmed pubic mound. She stands there, exposed and fuming, yet there’s a glimmer of something else in her eyes—a hint of the obedience that’s been forced upon her.


Mark’s gaze lingers on Sienna’s naked form, and I can tell he’s more than just admiring her. He turns back to me, a question in his eye. “Maybe you should explain to her what you want now.”


I understand what he’s getting at and can’t help but smirk, already a step ahead. I walk over to Sienna, taking my time to appreciate the curves and valleys of her body. I’m not into Mark, but Sienna? She’s always been able to stir something fierce within me. And I can’t help but hope Mark’s into the idea of a threesome.


“Sienna,” I start, my tone gentle but firm, “I want to serve Mark, to be whatever he wants, and to protect him from any threat. And maybe, if he’s into it, for you to join in on the fun.”


Sienna’s eyes, a mix of anger and confusion, search my face, but as my words sink in, I watch her body relax. “If you want to please and serve Mark, then I want to help you do it,” she says, her voice softening.


She lets out a resigned sigh, a glint of her old humor flickering to life. “Well, if Mark’s game, I sure wouldn’t mind joining in. I am bi, after all. Might even enjoy it more than you.”


Mark’s arms are folded as he watches Sienna, and I can tell he’s trying to piece together the situation. “Does anyone else know about… this?” he gestures vaguely, his eyes flicking between Sienna and me.


Sienna shifts, her nakedness almost forgotten in the gravity of the moment. She’s less hesitant than before, probably because she knows I want to please Mark, and because I’ve told her to obey him. “I… I may have mentioned to Clonica that Kat could be compromised,” she admits, her voice steadier than I expected. “Wasn’t specific, though. Just that she might have been hit by a mind-control ray. I was supposed to get back to her with more info.”


I feel a twinge of concern at the mention of Clonica. “We should probably make sure Clonica is on our side then,” I warn Mark. “She’s part of a big league of supers, and if word gets out…”


Sienna can’t help herself, a joke slipping out despite everything. “Mark might enjoy fucking Clonica and all her clones, though,” she says, her sarcasm tinged with a hint of seriousness. “Imagine the possibilities…”


I can feel my cheeks heat up with excitement at the thought, and I’m not ashamed to admit it. “I wouldn’t mind being a part of that,” I say, a little breathless.


Sienna looks at me, a slow smile spreading across her face. “Neither would I, honestly.”


Mark rubs his chin, clearly conflicted. “Using the ray on someone else again… I don’t know.” But there’s a gleam in his eyes as he imagines it—Sienna, Clonica, her clones, and me. “But I can’t say the idea doesn’t have its… appeal.”


Sienna nods, her determination cutting through the tension in the air. “I’ll contact Clonica and set up a meeting here,” she says, her voice steadier now, a testament to her resolve. “All you have to do is stay hidden with the ray, hit her as she comes in, and make sure Mark is the first person she sees after that. If we play this right, I don’t expect any problems.”


I give her a sharp nod of approval. I can’t help but let my gaze linger on her body; her curves are even more enticing when she’s standing there, so defiant yet so under my influence. She catches me staring and quirks a brow, a playful smirk on her lips. “Is there something you want from me, Kat?”


Her question hangs in the air, and Mark lets out a low chuckle. “What is it that you want from Sienna?” he asks, his tone laced with amusement.


For a moment, I’m caught off guard, unsure. I’m supposed to want what Mark wants, but he’s giving me the reins. “Well,” I say, my voice thick with a newfound authority, “I wouldn’t mind seeing Sienna on her knees, her head between my legs. Usually, she’s the one calling the shots, but I’d be lying if I said I didn’t want to flip the script.”


Sienna’s eyes glint with a mix of surprise and eagerness. “I’m more than receptive to that idea,” she responds, her voice a sultry purr.


Mark leans back against a console, his interest clearly piqued. “Then by all means, proceed. Just make sure I have a good view.” His words send a thrill through me, and I’m ready to take full advantage of this unexpected turn of events.


I watch Sienna, her bare skin glowing in the dim light of the lair, and I can feel the electricity crackling at my fingertips. She’s always been a force to reckon with, but now, she’s mine to command. As I approach her, I see the hunger in her eyes—the desire to please me, to do whatever I want, much like my own need to serve Mark.


“Get on your knees,” I command, my voice laced with authority. With a quick, obedient nod, Sienna sinks to the floor before me. I can’t help but shift forms, my clothes melting away and my body responding to the pleasure of control and the anticipation of what’s to come. My breasts swell slightly larger, my hips widen, and my thighs become even more toned, a physical manifestation of my arousal.


As Sienna’s mouth finds my wetness, I throw my head back, moaning at the contact. Her tongue is eager and skilled, swirling around my clit with a fervor that sends jolts of pleasure through my body. I glance over at Mark, who’s settled into a chair, his hand wrapped around his hardening cock, and I know I have to put on a show for him.


“Yes, just like that,” I groan, as Sienna’s lips envelop me, sucking gently. I can feel my form flicker and shift with each wave of ecstasy—my hair growing longer and then shortening, my skin taking on a golden sheen before returning to its sun-kissed hue. All the while, I maintain my focus on Mark, watching him stroke himself, a grin spreading across his face.


“Fuck, that’s it, Sienna,” I pant, my hands finding her head, guiding her movements to match the rhythm that I crave. Her submission to my will, her desire to please me—it’s intoxicating, and I can feel the climax building within me, a storm ready to break.


As the waves of ecstasy crash through me, my form flickers uncontrollably, echoing the intensity of my climax. My body shifts like the surface of a pond caught in a storm, my breasts swelling and shrinking, my hips widening then narrowing, my face cycling through expressions of pleasure. I ride out the orgasm, each shift bringing a fresh wave until I finally steady, panting and spent.


Looking up, I catch Mark’s smirk, his hand moving steadily over his cock. “Need any help with that?” I tease, my voice husky from my exertions.


He nods, the corners of his mouth quirking up further. I start to move towards him, but then I pause, glancing back at Sienna. “Actually, Mark, do you want her to take care of you?” My voice is thick with suggestion and newfound power.


His eyes glint with approval, and he confirms, “Yeah, I’d like that.”


Turning to Sienna, I command with a wicked pleasure, “Suck his cock, Sienna.” She doesn’t hesitate, moving towards Mark with a readiness that belies her earlier reluctance. Kneeling before him, she takes his length into her mouth, her eyes locked on mine. She’s not enjoying this as much as she did with me, that much is clear, but the desire to please me overrides everything else.


Mark groans as Sienna works him, her mouth warm and inviting. She’s good at this, her tongue swirling around the head, her lips tight as she takes him deeper. I watch, a thrill running through me at the sight. Mark’s breath hitches, his hips bucking slightly into her mouth, and I know he’s close. With a final, deep suck, he comes, his seed spilling into Sienna’s mouth. She swallows it down, meeting my gaze with a mix of defiance and submission.


Mark leans back, a self-satisfied smirk playing on his lips. “This is going to be a hell of a lot of fun, owning you both,” he says with a chuckle, his eyes roaming over Sienna and me.


Sienna’s quick to correct him, her tone firm yet resigned. “You don’t own me, Kat does.”


I can’t help but let out a laugh at Sienna’s defiance. Stepping behind her, I wrap an arm around her waist and pull her back against me. “Actually, sweetheart,” I whisper into her ear, “Mark owns you. Because what’s mine is his.”


Sienna lets out a long sigh, her body relaxing against mine as she accepts the new reality. “Fine,” she mutters, and I can feel Mark’s eyes on us, taking in the sight with glee.
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Chapter 13 : Feedback Loop


There we are, standing around the medical bed where Mystique Mirage lays strapped down, knocked out cold but looking like some twisted version of Sleeping Beauty. Dr. Mind is hovering over her, all those gadgets and gizmos I have collected over the years humming and flashing as they scan her brain. I can tell he has brought some of his own tech too, since he’s been on Mark’s team.


“It’s quite fascinating,” Dr. Mind mutters, more to himself than to anyone else, his eyes locked on the readouts.


Mark, who’s still looking a little pale and shaky, snaps, “Fascinating isn’t the word I’d use for almost getting my mind fucked out of my skull.”


The old villain, true to his gentleman villain shtick, offers a smooth apology. “I beg your pardon. It appears we’re dealing with a feedback loop.”


Clonica, who never had a filter to begin with, demands, “How about you skip the cryptic shit and spell it out for us?”


While I keep my eyes on Mirage’s still form, Dr. Mind explains. “Mystique Mirage possesses a latent form of passive mind control. It’s not something she can wield at will, but to create her illusions, she must tap into the minds around her. It’s a two-way street; she perceives minds to project into them.”


Mark’s frustration is palpable. “We had a rule about not fucking with mind readers.”


Dr. Mind continues, unphased by the interruption. “Her desire to please you was sexual in nature, and as she aroused you, she received that arousal back, reinforcing her actions. The ray has conditioned her to seek your pleasure, creating a loop. The more she satisfied you, the more she felt compelled to continue, escalating until… well, forever.”


I stand there, staring at the unconscious super, the pieces clicking together in my head. “So, her power to please got all tangled up in her head thanks to the ray, and she went haywire trying to make Mark happy,” I summarize, my tone laced with a mix of wonder and wariness.


Dr. Mind nods, confirming the twisted diagnosis. “Indeed, that’s what seems to have happened,” he says, adjusting his spectacles with the back of his gloved hand. Clonica, true to form, swears a streak that’d make a sailor blush, and I can’t help but frown at the entire mess.


Mark pushes his own nerdy glasses up the bridge of his nose. “So, how do we fix this?” he asks, the frustration clear in his voice.


I lean in, studying the sleeping form of Mystique Mirage. “Just how fucked up is she now?” I ask, my voice tight with concern.


Dr. Mind points to a monitor that might as well be displaying alien hieroglyphs for all the sense it makes to the rest of us. “It appears she’s… fried her brain, in layman’s terms. Or rather, her neural pathways have been rewired to seek that endless pleasure in Mark to the point of no return.”


Sienna, who’s been silent up until now, pipes up with a question. “What happens if we wake her up?”


Dr. Mind doesn’t miss a beat. “She’d likely continue to seek out sexual gratification for Mark until one or both of their brains couldn’t take it anymore.”


Clonica tries to lighten the mood with a crude joke about which brain would turn to mush first, but Mark’s stern look wipes the smirk right off her face. “Sorry, boss,” she says, suddenly serious. “Just trying to cut the tension, you know?”


I shake my head, looking down at Mystique. “Great, we’ve created a sexy French succubus.” I remember her schedule. “Shit, she’s supposed to be making the rounds to other leagues tomorrow.”


Mark catches my eye and smirks. “No need for a tour if she announces she’s joined our league.”


Confused, I start to ask how the hell she’s supposed to do that in her current state, but then it hits me. He’s looking at me with that grin, and I realize what he expects. I’m the shapeshifter here.


“Guess it’s time for me to put on a show,” I say, my voice a mix of resignation and a hint of excitement. “Volt Vixen, the master of masquerade, at your service.”


Mark chuckles but then turns towards Dr. Mind with a frown. “Doc, I don’t care how you do it, but you better fix Mystique asap!”

    
    
Author Note:


If you wish to support my work or are eager to discover the next chapters before everyone else, feel free to purchase the complete ebook of The Loyalty Ray. Feel free to check my other published stories as well!

    
  
Story: Loyalty Ray
Author: Dominic H. Hugh



← 13 of 18 →

What’s New ·
Titles ·
Authors ·
Categories  ·
Readers’ Picks ·
FAQ ·
The Garden of MC ·
MC Forum
Hosting generously provided by Daphne’s Fantasies

The Erotic Mind-Control Story Archive

What’s New ·
Titles ·
Authors ·
Categories  ·
Readers’ Picks ·
FAQ ·
The Garden of MC ·
MC Forum
Story: Loyalty Ray
Author: Dominic H. Hugh



← 14 of 18 →



    
Title: Loyalty Ray

Author: Dominic H. Hugh






Chapter 14 : French Mask


I’m standing in front of the mirror in one of the spacious changing rooms of my lair, a knot of nerves twisting in my stomach. Mark’s right beside me, offering reassurances in his own awkward, nerdy way.


“I’m shit at accents, especially French ones,” I grumble, my reflection frowning back at me.


“Just focus on the appearance first,” Mark advises, pushing up his glasses. “You nailed it when you became the perfect girlfriend for me. Remember?”


A chuckle escapes me as the memory floods in and I’m surprised to find a warm fondness for that time, despite the twisted circumstances. The lines between forced loyalty and genuine enjoyment blur uncomfortably in my mind.


On a whim, I let my form shift. My height shrinks, my skin lightens, and freckles dust across my nose. My hair lightens to a fiery red and cuts short, framing my face, while my eyes become a vibrant green. My chest swells, the weight of my new, big natural tits a familiar sensation. I turn to Mark, my voice altering to that smooth, gentle tone I used back then.


Mark’s eyes widen, and he gulps audibly, his arousal unmistakable. “We should visit my parents again soon,” he says, his voice tight. “They’ve been asking about you.”


“And I’d be happy to hang off your arm again,” I purr, the role settling over me like a second skin.


But then Mark clears his throat, pulling us back to the task at hand. “Focus, we need Mystique Mirage.”


I nod, letting the playful guise melt away. I watch in the mirror as my body elongates, my hair bleaching to a stunning platinum blonde that cascades down my back like a waterfall. My skin takes on a subtle tan, and my eyes shift to a hypnotic blue. The indigo bodysuit of Mystique Mirage wraps around my form, hugging every curve with a shimmer that makes it seem alive. Silver filigree snakes up my sides, and an elegant mask veils my eyes, leaving just enough mystery.


“There,” I say, my voice now carrying a hint of a French accent, though it’s not perfect. “How do I look?”


Mark steps back, eyeing me with a mix of admiration and calculation. “You look like her, but can you act like her?”


I clear my throat and try out Mystique’s voice, fumbling through a few sentences. It’s like trying to tune an instrument by ear, and I’m no virtuoso when it comes to accents. I keep at it, repeating phrases, tweaking the pitch, the cadence. Then, as I string together one long sentence, something clicks. It’s like my shapeshifter’s instinct finally syncs up with my vocal cords, and I’ve got it.


Mark’s staring at me with those wide eyes of his, and I can’t help but wonder if he’s getting turned on by the sight of me looking like the hot French super. The ray’s effects make me more than willing to give Mark what he wants, but does he want this?


I decide to just fucking ask him. “So, you fancy a go with me as Mystique Mirage, or you holding out for me to switch back?” I ask, eyebrows raised. “You haven’t fucked me in a while…”


He chuckles, a blush creeping up his neck. “Tempting as it is, the memories I have of her are a bit… disturbing. I’d rather have you in your natural glory—or as my cute redhead girlfriend,” he adds with that familiar, cheeky wink of his.


I nudge Mark playfully, my lips curling into a smirk. “How about we pencil in some quality time later today?” I suggest, and I’m genuinely pleased when he nods. It’s odd, considering I’m still very much into women—something that damn ray hasn’t changed—but I can’t shake the feeling of being a little left out with all the other hotties Mark’s got his hands on lately. Not to mention, there’s this gnawing desire to please him, and sex is one hell of an efficient way to do that.


The thought hits a little too close to home, mirroring the feedback loop that trapped Mystique Mirage. A shiver runs down my spine, but I shake it off and refocus on the task at hand.


With a sigh, I step out of the changing room and into the lab, Mark trailing behind me. The sight that greets me is both ridiculous and oddly heartwarming—a dozen Clonicas, all cheering and clapping. The cute Asian has pulled out all the stops, creating a one-woman fan club just for me.


I give them a bow, slipping into the role of the French seductress. “Merci, mes chéries, your support is très appreciated,” I say, my voice a sultry purr with just a touch of French flair. The Clonicas erupt into even louder cheers, and I can’t help but feel a bit of a thrill at playing the part so well.


Sienna strides over with Mystique Mirage’s smartphone in hand, a smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. “Here you go,” she says, handing me the device. “It’s unlocked, and all her social media accounts are ready for you.”


Taking the phone, I feel that familiar twinge of adrenaline, like I’m about to step onto a battlefield. Infiltrations are nothing new to me, but this… this is different. I scroll through the phone, finding the camera app and flipping it to selfie mode. The face of Mystique Mirage stares back at me, and I can’t help but marvel for a moment at the perfect illusion.


With a deep breath, I channel all those videos I’d studied of the French beauty, letting her mannerisms and poise seep into my bones. I hit record and flash the camera my most dazzling smile, the kind that’s made for the silver screen.


“Bonjour, my adoring fans,” I begin, my voice laced with that unmistakably French lilt. “I have some très exciting news! I have decided to join a new league here in Metrotown, and I must bid adieu to my tour. Merci to all the leagues who have offered me positions, and to the wonderful supers I’ve had the pleasure of meeting. But now, it’s time for a new adventure. So à bientôt, and stay fabulous!”


I end the recording with a flirty wink, the kind that Mystique Mirage would have nailed, and cut the feed. There’s a moment of silence before the Clonicas burst into applause, and I can’t help but feel a rush of pride. Mission fucking accomplished.


Mark’s eyes are practically glowing with pride. “You did great,” he tells me, and I can’t help feeling a little victorious at the praise.


“Let’s celebrate, then” I say, morphing into the redheaded girlfriend he loves so much. I even tweak her curves a bit more, nothing too drastic, but maybe enough to tip him over the edge.


He’s struggling to keep his composure now, and I can see the heat in his eyes. “Maybe you deserve a reward for a job well done,” he muses.


I cock an eyebrow, a playful smile on my lips. “Sounds more like a reward for you, doesn’t it? But I’m feeling generous today.”


Mark laughs, a sound that’s half embarrassment, half anticipation. “I’ll gladly accept that reward on your behalf,” he says, and then, with a mischievous glint in his eye, he adds, “Now, why don’t you get naked for me?”


The Clonicas, ever the crude bunch, holler from the sidelines. “Can we join in?” one of them shouts, but Mark shoots them down quick. “Why don’t you just play with yourselves?”


They don’t need telling twice, the sounds of their moans filling the lab as they get busy with their own bodies.


I start making my clothes vanish from the rest of me, but Mark stops me with a chuckle. “Do it the right way, strip for me.”


I’m about to remind him that these clothes are just an extension of my shapeshifting self, but fuck it, I go with it. I make a show of sliding each piece off, letting the material linger at the edge of existence before it disappears completely, garment by garment.


From the corner of my eye, I catch Sienna watching, her curiosity palpable. I wonder if she’s hoping for an invite or just enjoying the show.


As I pretend to drop the last piece of my shapeshifted clothes, standing in front of Mark completely bare, I can feel his eyes devouring the sight of me in my cute redhead girlfriend form. My large, natural tits stand perky and inviting, and my freckles seem to invite touches all over my smooth skin.


Mark can’t seem to contain himself; he strides toward me and his hands are instantly on me, groping my tits, causing a moan to escape my lips. It’s not arousal that wrings the sound from me—I’m still as gay as they come—but there’s a deep satisfaction in pleasing him that I can’t deny, a satisfaction that seems to grow stronger each time. I can’t help but wonder if all of us under Mark’s command are experiencing a watered-down version of Mystique Mirage’s mental rewiring. I make a mental note to keep an eye on that, just to be safe.


Then, without warning, he pushes me onto the cold ground of the lair. I gasp at the sudden chill, a giggle bubbling out of me despite the situation. He leans down, his breath hot against my ear, and whispers, “I’m going to fuck your pussy right here, right now.”


And fuck, if that isn’t exactly what I want him to do. My body may not crave him, but the desire to obey, to please him is overwhelming. “Then what are you waiting for?” I whisper back, spreading my legs in open invitation, ready for him to claim me as he pleases.


As Mark positions himself behind me, his cock slides into my pussy with a firm thrust, stretching me in that familiar, full way that makes my body react despite my mind’s protests. The drag of his dick in and out of me, the wet sound of our fucking, it’s all mechanical, but I can’t ignore the deep-rooted satisfaction I get from knowing I’m the cause of his grunts of pleasure. It’s a twisted feeling, one that’s got nothing to do with my own desire, but it’s there all the same, growing stronger with each thrust.


He’s panting now, leaning over me, and his hot breath fans my ear as he speaks, “I want something from you, Kat.”


“What is it?” I ask, desperate to fulfill whatever need he has, dutiful and eager.


“I want you to want me,” he gasps out between thrusts. “To love me.”


His words hit me like a ton of bricks. Fuck, that’s not something I can just pull out of my ass. My loyalty to him, that’s one thing, but love? Desire? I’m not wired for that, not when it comes to him. The ray compels me to please, but feelings aren’t so easily fabricated, not even for a shapeshifter. I’m dizzy with the conflict of it as he keeps moving inside me, his cock relentlessly fucking my pussy.


I glance over and catch Sienna’s eye. She’s biting her lip, clearly turned on by the sight of us. The Clonicas are a mess of limbs and moans, fucking each other without a care. It’s a scene straight out of a fever dream. But as Mark drives into me again, I can’t think about anything else but the here and now, the way he’s using my body, the way I’m wired to please. And if that’s what he wants, goddammit, I’ll give it my best shot.

    
    
Author Note:


If you wish to support my work or are eager to discover the next chapters before everyone else, feel free to purchase the complete ebook of The Loyalty Ray. Feel free to check my other published stories as well!

    
  
Story: Loyalty Ray
Author: Dominic H. Hugh



← 14 of 18 →

What’s New ·
Titles ·
Authors ·
Categories  ·
Readers’ Picks ·
FAQ ·
The Garden of MC ·
MC Forum
Hosting generously provided by Daphne’s Fantasies

The Erotic Mind-Control Story Archive

What’s New ·
Titles ·
Authors ·
Categories  ·
Readers’ Picks ·
FAQ ·
The Garden of MC ·
MC Forum
Story: Loyalty Ray
Author: Dominic H. Hugh



← 15 of 18 →



    
Title: Loyalty Ray

Author: Dominic H. Hugh






Chapter 15 : Loves by Design


I stride into the lair’s lab, the hum of machinery playing the soundtrack to my unexpected visit. Dr. Mind is there, of course, hunched over a workbench cluttered with tools and components. He’s piecing together some small device, no doubt for Mark.


He looks up as I enter, his eyes lighting up with that unholy mix of gentlemanly charm and supervillain cunning. “Ah, Miss Vixen, to what do I owe the pleasure? Has our illustrious leader sent you to check on my progress with dear Mystique Mirage?”


I nod, though it’s not entirely true. Mark didn’t send me, but the curiosity’s been eating at me. “Yeah, something like that. How’s it coming along?”


Dr. Mind sighs, setting down his tools with a clink. “Unfortunately, the French beauty’s grey matter has been scrambled beyond my current means of repair. However, I believe I may have an idea that could render her... serviceable for our needs.” His eyes glint with something that’s not quite hope, but maybe the next best thing.


I lean against a nearby table, only half-listening as I watch his hands deftly resume work on the device. “And what’s that you’re fiddling with?” I ask, nodding toward the gadget.


He holds it up, a small thing that could pass for an innocent remote. “A miniature ray gun,” he explains, “disguised as a garage door opener. Mark wishes to have something less conspicuous, easily carried.”


“Smart,” I mutter, though I can’t muster much enthusiasm. My mind’s churning with a heavier question. “Speaking of brains, how far does your knowledge about them go?”


Dr. Mind launches into a self-congratulatory rant about his unparalleled genius and unmatched understanding of the human psyche. I let him go on for a bit before I slice right through his monologue. “Can you make someone fall in love?”


He chuckles at that, giving me a look that’s all too teasing. “My dear, I didn’t take you for the romantic type.”


I roll my eyes, but there’s a knot in my stomach as I confess, “It’s not for me. Mark... he wants me to fall in love with him.”


Dr. Mind’s amusement fades, replaced by a more serious, calculating expression. “Love has never been my priority. Control, yes. Love, no. But for Mark...” He taps his chin thoughtfully. “Perhaps there’s a way to align your mind and heart in his direction.”


I find myself strangely excited at the prospect of loving Mark, the way my body tingles at the thought confirming the ray’s influence is strong. It’d make serving him easier, not that I’m struggling—the ray sees to that, keeping us all content in our servitude. Dr. Mind’s gaze is distant as he contemplates the challenge I’ve laid before him.


After a moment, he assures me he’ll dedicate time to my ‘little love problem’ once he’s done with his current project and Mystique Mirage’s fix. I’m about to leave, my mind racing with possibilities, when I remember something crucial.


“Wait, there’s more,” I say, turning back to him. “Mark wants me to desire him, sexually. And you know I’m all about the ladies.”


Dr. Mind laughs, a sound that’s a bit too knowing. “Love is complex, but lust? That’s simple to induce.”


My brows shoot up, surprised at his confidence. “Look, I wanna get hot for Mark, but I don’t wanna stop wanting women.”


He waves a hand dismissively. “Bisexuality is far easier to craft than flipping your sexual orientation. Besides, I suspect Mark would prefer you enjoy both. He does enjoy his… variety,” he chuckles.


I can’t help but crack a smirk, sensing a hint of something from Dr. Mind—not quite jealousy, but a desire, an envy of Mark’s position. I remember not so long ago when Dr. Mind had me under his control, right before Mark intervened, and I had the old villain’s dick in my mouth. “Maybe if you play your cards right, Mark might let you in on the fun,” I joke, then pause, realizing I might’ve just offered myself up on a silver platter.


The thought should repulse me, but instead, there’s a calm acceptance. If Mark commands it, I’d fuck Dr. Mind to please him, and that’s all there is to it.


Dr. Mind chuckles, clearly mulling over the tantalizing thought. “Do you truly believe that?” he questions, his curiosity piqued by the offer.


I nod, firm in my conviction. “Yeah, I do,” I assert, though part of me is relieved when he brushes it off, dedicated to what Mark wants above all else. “I would surely enjoy it,” Dr. Mind admits, “but only if I am confident that it aligns with Mark’s desires.”


With that, I excuse myself, my mind swirling with the complexities of my current situation. Ascending from the depths of the lab to the private quarters of my lair, I find Mark there, looking every bit the nerdy overlord in his big glasses.


“Where have you been?” he asks, his tone casual yet expectant. “Ready for today’s plans?”


He doesn’t need to say more. I know what he wants: Amber, the perfect girlfriend persona I’ve crafted for him. His parents still believe she’s real, and we’ve got a fancy dinner to attend—a weird double date with them.


Excitement bubbles within me at the thought of pleasing him, and without a word, I let my form shift. I’m suddenly shorter, my hair a vibrant red and cropped, my skin dotted with freckles, and my tits large, natural, and tempting. I’m Amber, innocent yet stunning, and the transformation sends a thrill through me.


Mark steps closer, his lips meeting my forehead in a tender kiss. “Perfect,” he murmurs with a satisfied smile. Hooking his arm with mine, we head out, ready to maintain the illusion of a perfect couple for one more night.
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Chapter 16 : Double the Charm


I’m squeezed into the booth next to Mark, his parents, Linda and Gary, sitting opposite us. Linda’s got that classic middle-class mom look, a neat bob and a cardigan that’s probably seen more church services than I’ve seen street fights. Gary’s sporting a polo shirt and a watch that screams ‘I golf on weekends’. They’re the picture of suburban cliché, and I can’t help but notice the undercurrent of disbelief in their eyes.


Linda leans in, her voice sugary sweet. “So, Amber, tell us more about how you and Mark met again. It’s just such a charming story.”


I give them the rundown, our ‘chance’ encounter at the library, with a sprinkle of embellishments. I can see it in their faces, they’re struggling to match their nerdy son to the hot chick recounting the tale. But hell, they’re trying, and there’s a sheen of pride when they glance at Mark.


Mark’s fidgeting with his glasses, clearly irritated by the insinuation that I’m out of his league. I slide my hand over his under the table, giving it a reassuring squeeze. I turn on Amber’s sweet voice, thick like honey, “Mark’s been such a gentleman, you’ve raised a wonderful son.”


Gary chuckles, “Well, we always hoped he’d find a nice girl. You, uh, you certainly exceed expectations, Amber.”


Mark’s annoyance fades a bit as I play the doting girlfriend, smoothing over the awkwardness. “He’s exceeded mine, too,” I say, looking at him with feigned adoration.


Gary’s words hang in the air, a not-so-subtle jab at Mark’s professional life. “Now that you’ve got the girl, it would be nice if you got the job,” he says, a half-hearted attempt at a joke that falls flat.


Mark tenses beside me, his jaw clenching in that way that spells trouble. Before I can jump to his defense, he’s blurting out something I didn’t see coming, something not part of the plan. “Actually, I’ve found a job,” he declares, “working for a new league of supers. Ever heard of Volt Vixen, Clonica, Mystique Mirage? They’re recruiting.”


Linda’s mouth drops open, a spoonful of her dessert forgotten in midair, while Gary’s eyes narrow, clearly wondering if his son’s pulling his leg. The silence weighs heavy, pressing down on us like a thick fog.


I can’t leave Mark hanging. The ray compels me, yes, but this is about backing him up, ray or no ray. “It’s true,” I chime in in Ambers’ voice, light but firm. “I’ve had the honor of meeting Volt Vixen and Clonica. They’re thrilled to be working with him.”


The skepticism in his parents’ eyes starts to fade, replaced by a flicker of pride mixed with confusion. “So, what exactly do you do for this league?” Linda asks, her tone cautious.


Mark’s chest puffs out, a touch of pride in his voice. “I’m an associate there,” he says, leaving it vague enough to avoid outright lying but bold enough to make a statement.


My heart races, a mix of adrenaline and frustration pumping through my veins. I’m caught between my unyielding loyalty to Mark and the instinct to protect him, to protect us. The idea of publicly advertising his involvement in the league—a league that’s not just a team of supers but his secret harem and set of sexy bodyguards—is reckless.


Gary’s skepticism is almost palpable as he leans forward, challenging the reality of Mark’s claim. “I’d love to meet these supers you’re talking about,” he says, a test in his tone.


The silence that follows is suffocating, and I know I have to say something. “It might be a bit complicated,” I start, trying to steer the conversation away, but Mark cuts me off with an eager smile.


“They could meet Volt Vixen tonight, here,” he suggests, his eyes alight with a dangerous excitement.


I can feel my frustration boiling over, but the ray’s influence is undeniable. I nod, my voice a forced chirp. “Yes, it’s possible,” I confirm, despite every muscle in my body screaming against it. Mark’s gaze locks onto mine, and I manage an awkward smile, my Amber persona nearly slipping away under the pressure. “She did say she might stop by…” I add, clenching my jaw as I prevent it from taking back its natural shape.


“Excuse me, I need to use the bathroom,” I mumble, standing up from the booth.


As I make my way across the restaurant, my mind races with the absurdity of the situation. I slip into the bathroom stall, making sure it’s empty before I let my form shift. My body stretches and reshapes, growing taller, my hair shortening and spiking up, the vibrant cobalt blue and electric yellow of my Volt Vixen suit clinging to my skin.


I step out of the stall, taking a deep breath to steady myself. This isn’t how I operate, but if it’s what Mark wants… I push the door open and stride back into the restaurant, my fiery field attitude in full force.


The murmurs ripple through the crowd as I approach the table. Mark’s parents gasp, their expressions a mix of awe and disbelief. Heads turn, cameras flash, and I can feel my cheeks burning hot with a mix of anger and embarrassment. “Please, give me some space,” I say to a bunch of eager fans with a polite smile that doesn’t quite reach my eyes. Inside, I’m fuming. I’m not some show pony to be paraded out in public, but for Mark… I’d do just about anything.


As I stand there in my Volt Vixen garb, Linda’s beaming smile is almost comical, and she eagerly gestures for me to sit down. I shake my head, the electric edges of my personality showing through the act. “Unfortunately, I can’t stay,” I tell them, “But it’s been a pleasure to meet you both. Mark has been invaluable in helping us build the league. We’re all really happy with him.”


Gary’s demeanor shifts like he’s been hit with one of my volts, his earlier doubt replaced by a father’s pride. “Always knew the kid had potential,” he boasts, “Glad to hear he’s putting it to good use.”


Mark’s grin is wide enough to split his face, and I can’t help but feel a little surge of satisfaction, his happiness somehow making this ridiculous charade worth it.


Linda, still riding the high of meeting a ‘real-life superhero’, insists I stay, “Amber just stepped out to the restroom; she should be back any minute.”


Jesus, this is both hilarious and a complete shitshow. “I’m actually expected back at the lair,” I say, keeping my tone light. “But it was nice seeing Mark out and about. I’m looking forward to working more closely with him.”


Mark plays it cool, nodding with a casual, “See you around, Vixen,” clearly enjoying the chance to show off in front of his folks.


I nod back and make a swift exit, slipping out of sight before morphing back into Amber. Once I’m sure I’m not being watched, I rejoin the table, all innocence and ignorance, feigning surprise at the excitement buzzing through the restaurant. “What’d I miss?” I ask, sliding back into the booth next to Mark.


Linda’s excitement is practically bouncing off the walls of the restaurant as she tells me, “You just missed Volt Vixen herself!”


I let out a small, surprised gasp, playing up Amber’s naivety, “Oh my gosh, really? That’s so unfortunate, but I’m not surprised. She was supposed to stop by, as I mentioned earlier.”


Gary’s gaze flicks from me to Mark, a hint of confusion in his eyes. “Funny, though,” he says with a chuckle, “Amber leaves and Volt Vixen appears. Could it be they’re the same person?”


I laugh, the sound light and airy, so different from my usual husky chuckle. It’s a delicate dance I’m doing, keeping Amber as far from Volt Vixen as possible. Mark joins in the laughter, though his is tinged with a hint of nervous energy. I wonder if he’s realized the mess he’s started.


Gary isn’t letting up, despite the jest in his voice. “Heard Volt Vixen can shapeshift, so it would make sense, wouldn’t it?” he teases.


I giggle again, shaking my head. “Oh, I wish! Imagine being the great Volt Vixen, fighting supervillains and all that jazz,” I say, my voice laced with wonder and a touch of wishful thinking.


Linda nudges Gary, a silent reprimand to stop teasing their son’s girlfriend. The tension at the table eases, mirroring the restaurant as the buzz of excitement dies down.


Gary’s curiosity about the league is evident as he turns to Mark, “So, what’s the plan with this league of yours?”


Gary’s question hangs in the air, his curiosity piqued about the league Mark and I are supposedly building. Mark shrugs nonchalantly, his voice casual as he explains, “We’re recruiting the best supers out there and looking for investors.” His words are vague, just as we practiced for scenarios we never anticipated.


But Linda, ever the inquisitive mother, presses further. “And what’s the name of this new league?” she asks, eyes darting between Mark and me.


I exchange a quick glance with Mark, both of us caught in the headlights of a question we should’ve seen coming but hadn’t prepared for. “We, uh, haven’t settled on a name yet,” I admit, feeling the tension rise.


Gary chuckles, a knowing look in his eyes as he comments, “It’s like you’re talking about a baby.”


The conversation takes an unexpected turn when Linda, half-joking, half-hoping, throws out, “Speaking of babies, have you two thought about having one?” The blush that creeps onto Mark’s cheeks is almost as red as my Amber persona’s hair.


I stare at Mark, a strange feeling bubbling up inside me. The thought of having a baby was never on my radar, but now, if Mark desires it, the idea of him breeding me stirs a warm sensation through my body. I remember his words from the day before, his wish for me to love him. I silently pray that Dr. Mind figures out how to amplify this ray-induced loyalty into genuine craving and love. It would make everything so much easier, no matter what Mark decides.


The night wraps up as we stand outside the restaurant on one of the bustling streets of Metrotown. We say our goodbyes, and Gary and Linda leave with broad smiles, impressed by their son’s stunning girlfriend and his seemingly amazing job with supers.


Once they’re out of sight, Mark lets out a deep sigh, his mind clearly on the league. “We really need to find a name for our league,” he muses, looking up at the night sky as if it might hold the answer.


I keep quiet, letting him work through his thoughts. But he catches my silence and turns to me, his expression a mix of frustration and concern. “Do you think I went overboard during dinner?” he groans.


Relief floods through me as I realize he’s inviting honesty. I gently scold him, “Mark, casually telling your parents about your links with me as Volt Vixen and the other supers… It’s risky. We’re building something that’s supposed to be secret.”


He rubs his chin, contemplating my words. “I know I got carried away, but I don’t want to hide forever,” he admits.


I let out a resigned sigh. “Well, if you want to be known to the public, we’ll have to craft a good cover for you,” I tell him, already thinking of the possibilities.


We fall into a contemplative silence, the noise of the city fading into the background. Suddenly, a question pops into my mind, and I blurt it out. “Do you want a baby?”


Mark nearly chokes on the air, his eyes wide as he stares at me. “Kat, we need to think about the moral implications,” he says cautiously, his voice low. “Breeding one of my mind-controlled supers to make me a child…”


The smirk that spreads across his face tells me he’s not entirely opposed to the idea, and I can’t help but chuckle at his reaction. “Maybe,” he finally says.


He’s serious again as he adds, “But only worth considering when our situation is more stable and secure.”


I nod, understanding his point. Whether a baby is in our future or not, we have a league to build and a cover to craft. And I’m going to make damn sure it’s the best one out there—for Mark.
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Chapter 17: The Loyalty Trap


Back at the lair, I walk in on Mark and Dr. Mind in the thick of an animated conversation. From the outside looking in, they’re the spitting image of two supervillains concocting a diabolical scheme—and in a way, they are, which sends a ripple of amusement through me.


“What’s brewing, boys?” I ask, cocking a hip and smirking at their secretive air. “Has Dr. Mind cracked the code to fix Mystique Mirage?”


Before they can answer, Mark’s command slices through the tension. “Kat, get naked,” he says, and it’s not a request. A moment of surprise flickers through me, but it’s swiftly extinguished by the eagerness to please that now comes as naturally as breathing. With a thought, my clothes vanish into the ether, leaving me gloriously naked before them.


Mark’s eyes roam over my exposed skin, a predator’s appreciation in his gaze—and I note Dr. Mind is similarly entranced. “Make your tits bigger,” Mark commands next, and I comply without hesitation. My breasts swell, growing heavy and more voluptuous with each second, pushing the boundaries of what’s natural. If I were free from his influence, I’d be disgusted, but instead, there’s a twisted pride in fulfilling his desires.


Once they’ve had their fill of the show, I ask with a wry tilt of my head, “Satisfied?” Mark nods, and so I let my body revert to its usual form. My tone is light, almost playful as I observe, “You’re really enjoying your power over me, now, aren’t you?”


Mark’s grin is unrepentant as he responds, “I am. I’m done letting my outdated sense of morality stop me from enjoying myself.”


I can’t help but wonder if Dr. Mind has something to do with that and if he is a bad influence, but then again, does it change anything for me? Much like Sienna when she was under my command, or when I was under Dr. Mind’s thrall, who in turn was under Mark’s, my only concern is fulfilling his desires, no matter where they are coming from. I realize this could be a problem—or an opportunity. Each member of Mark’s loyal club could, in theory, nudge him toward wanting things that give us some semblance of control. Our loyalty to him may be uniform, but our definitions of what’s good for him are not. Perhaps my vision of keeping Mark safe includes ensuring my brainwashed colleagues don’t manipulate him too far astray.


I’m about to pull Mark aside for a private chat when it hits me like a bolt of lightning—Dr. Mind, for all his villainy, is a damn genius, and he’s got the same hardwired drive to protect and serve Mark that I do. If we’re going to hash out the messy web of influence we’ve found ourselves in, having him in on the conversation is a no-brainer. He’ll see the angles we don’t.


“Mark, Dr. Mind,” I start, leaning against the cool metal of the lab table, “I think we’ve got a bit of a situation brewing. Everyone’s loyalty to you, thanks to the ray… it’s shaping up to be a double-edged sword.”


Mark’s brows furrow, and I continue, “We’re all wired to please you, right? But what ‘pleasing you’ means can be twisted six ways to Sunday depending on who’s doing the twisting. We could end up pulling you in a dozen different directions without even realizing it.”


Dr. Mind strokes his chin, the picture of contemplation. “Katrina raised an interesting problem,” he concedes. “Indeed, my own desire to delight you could inadvertently steer your decisions.”


I watch Mark groan in frustration, the weight of leadership heavy on his shoulders. “This is just like what Mystique Mirage did, isn’t it?” he says, running a hand through his hair. “Without meaning to, or maybe she did… Doesn’t make much difference…”


Dr. Mind interjects with a calming tone. “Mark, at the end of the day, you are not under the effects of any mind control. You are free to make your own decisions. If you find yourself influenced by one of the girls, or by me, it will be the old-fashioned way—because you would have allowed it.”


Mark pauses, his eyes flicking between Dr. Mind and me. “Still, we should be careful,” he finally says. “From now on, I want everyone to refrain from projecting their personal visions of right and wrong on me. I’ll take some time with each of you, alone, to understand what your own vision of loyalty sounds like.”


I smile, a little reassured. “That’s wise,” I say, and I mean it. Anything that keeps him safe and keeps us on the right track is good by me.


Mark looks relieved by our support but is quick to add, “Don’t hold back on telling me the hard truths, though. If you think I need to hear it, say it. But if you’re going to try to sway me, I want it out in the open, with everyone present. That way, I can hear different points of view.”


Mark seems to shake off the earlier discussion as if it were water from a duck’s back and turns his attention to me. “Kat, what Dr. Mind and I were just discussing is his… ‘needs’,” he explains, the word ‘needs’ hanging in the air with a weight that implies something more intimate.


A frown creases my brow as I turn to face the old gentleman supervillain. I give Dr. Mind a silent, piercing stare. The idea of him asking for rewards when we should all be focused on pleasing Mark doesn’t sit well with me. I remember him assuring me he wouldn’t broach such subjects with Mark unless it was certain to please him. This feels like a contradiction, a deviation from the path the ray’s effects should have ingrained in him.


Mark, noticing the tension, is quick to clarify. “Kat, relax. Dr. Mind hasn’t asked for anything. We got onto the topic while talking about the sex I’ve been having, and I was the one who asked him about his own desires.”


I relax slightly, my gaze softening as I listen to Mark. He chuckles, a hint of mischief in his eyes as he ogles me. “I want everyone to be happy here. And I know that sex can be an important part of that happiness,” he says with a grin that has the heat rising to my cheeks. “I’m speaking from experience, after all.”


Mark leans back against a console, his casual demeanor never wavering. “Thanks to Dr. Mind’s ray, I could provide everyone with partners for their own personal use, as long as those partners are loyal to me first. And as long as the current members of our league,” he adds with a smirk, his eyes locked onto mine, “remain available for my own relief.”


Understanding the direction of the conversation, I nod in agreement. It’s surprising to find myself not only accepting but also grateful for the ways Mark is considering our wellbeing. The thought of having other women at my beck and call sends a thrill down my spine, as I imagine the possibilities, the taste of power, and the taste of them.


The old me, the one who wore the mantle of Volt Vixen with a fierce sense of justice, would have been appalled at the thought of using mind control for personal, sexual gratification. But that version of me is long gone, replaced by one who has reconciled with the reality of our new world order. I’ve made peace with what we’ve become. Besides, if these hot chicks feel half as good about pleasing me for Mark as I feel about pleasing him, it isn’t such a bad fate after all.


Mark catches my eye with a knowing smirk. “So, Kat, you think Dr. Mind deserves a little… personal attention based on his work for me so far? How would you suggest we provide that?”


I pause, considering the implications pragmatically. “Based on his performance under your command, he’s put in the effort. Mystique Mirage’s meltdown was unpredictable so we can’t really blame him for that,” I say, my voice steady and sure. “It seems fair that he’d be rewarded with sexual relief since he does seem to have a penchant for that kind of thing.”


The words hang in the air, and I cant help but think about how Dr. Mind has always had a leering eye for me. The thought of submitting to him for Mark’s pleasure churns my stomach, but if it pleases Mark… “If it would please you, It’d make sense for me to take care of it,” I admit, a hint of disgust buried beneath layers of loyalty.


Dr. Mind’s eyes light up with arousal at the prospect, but Mark is quick to douse the flames. “No, I don’t plan on sharing you with anyone else, not right now,” he says with a wink, and I can feel the relief flood through me.


Mark turns to Dr. Mind, his tone serious. “Is there anyone else you have in mind who could… satisfy you?”


Dr. Mind’s gaze drifts for a moment, lost in thought, before snapping back to the present. “There is a name that comes to mind, yes,” he responds, a shadow of a smile playing on his lips. “Someone who may also prove useful to you.”
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Chapter 18: A Scoof of Amnesia


Blinking rapidly, I try to clear the fog that’s settled over my mind, but it clings stubbornly, muddying my thoughts. I’m standing in what looks like an underground warehouse, the dim light casting long shadows across rows of old crates. A black woman stands before me, her wide eyes filled with fear. She hesitates only a moment before turning on her heel and fleeing, her form disappearing between the crates.


I watch her go, an inexplicable pang of loss tightening in my chest. She’s striking—even in the poor lighting, her beauty is undeniable, and there’s an allure to her that I can’t ignore even as she vanishes from sight.


Glancing down at my hands, they seem foreign to me—normal, yet not. My gaze traces the lines of the cobalt blue and electric yellow suit clinging to my body, a costume I don’t recognize. A wave of confusion hits me, and as it does, my form wavers, morphing into an amorphous, humanoid shape, a mirror to my inner turmoil.


“Who am I?” The question echoes in my head, but it’s not the most pressing concern. My attention is drawn to a young man nearby. He’s the quintessential nerd—big glasses, an awkward stance, but there’s something about him that feels crucial to me. I can’t shake the feeling that he’s important, that his desires should be my priority.


Approaching him, I ask, “Who are you? What do you want from me?” There’s a part of me that wants to ask who I am, but it feels trivial next to the need to understand him.


He looks at me, his expression just as lost as I feel. “I…I don’t know who I am…” he admits, his voice laced with confusion.


Circling the young man, I scrutinize him, searching for any flicker of recognition in the blank canvas of my memories. The intense loyalty I feel towards him is baffling, an anchor in the sea of confusion that my mind has become. His requests are silent, yet my insistence bubbles to the surface.


“Tell me, what do you want from me?” I press, my tone edged with my usual directness despite the haze clouding my thoughts.


He meets my gaze, the confusion in his eyes mirroring my own. “I… I don’t know what I want,” he stammers, clearly overwhelmed by the situation.


I can see he needs guiding, a gentle hand to steer him through the fog. “I’m not sure what’s going on here,” I admit, “but there’s this one thing I’m fucking certain of: whatever you want, I want to give it to you. It’s like… it’s what I’m here for, even if I can’t remember why.”


The young man considers my words, his eyes roaming over my vague form. Despite the amnesia, I intuitively understand that I can mold my appearance, my body shifting a moment ago evidence of it. Men usually have a thing for attractive women, right? I can’t recall where I learned this, hell I can’t even recall ever meeting another man before, but it feels like an ingrained truth.


With that in mind, my shape shifts subtly, softening into a more feminine silhouette, my features gaining definition while remaining enigmatic. I watch his reaction closely.


“What are you doing?” he asks, his curiosity piqued.


I tilt my head, a smirk forming on my lips. “Do you find me attractive?” I challenge him, the words feeling natural even in this state of unknown.


His eyes linger on me, taking in the changes. There’s a spark there, a hint of something more. It’s all the confirmation I need.


As I circle the young man, my mind a blank slate, I can’t shake the compelling need to serve him, to mold myself into whatever form he desires. His eyes are on me, expectant and silent, and I interpret his lack of words as permission to proceed.


“Do you like me like this?” I ask him, my voice carrying the usual assertive tone I seem to naturally possess, “Sexier?” I can’t remember who I am, but I know what I’m capable of, and that’s enough for now.


He swallows hard, his eyes fixed on the larger tits I’ve crafted on my otherwise nebulous form. “Yes,” he admits, and I see the satisfaction in his gaze. It’s all the incentive I need to continue my transformation.


I concentrate, feeling the strange energy within me as I redefine my curves, sculpting my ass and legs into a more appealing shape, guided by an instinctive knowledge of what men generally find attractive. When his ogling intensifies, I take it as a sign to enhance those particular features further. If he shows a hint of displeasure or disinterest, I immediately retract the change, seeking his approval with every adjustment.


Finally, when I sense that I’ve reached the pinnacle of his desires—my body now the epitome of sexual allure, an exaggerated parody of femininity with voluptuous breasts, a cinched waist, and hips that promise sin—I stop and smirk, pleased with the result.


I’m not aroused by him, not in the slightest. My thoughts drift to the black woman who fled earlier, and I can tell I found her attractive. Yet, this doesn’t concern me; my satisfaction lies in fulfilling his wants, in being his perfect creation.


Noticing the growing bulge between his legs, I address it matter-of-factly. “Do you want me to take care of that for you?” I ask, ready to provide whatever service he requires, my voice dripping with the confidence of a woman who knows she’s got the power, even if she can’t remember why.


I don’t hesitate, my hands working with a purpose to free his hardness from the confines of his pants. Taking him into my mouth feels like second nature, the shape of his cock familiar against my tongue, even though I can’t recall ever doing this before. I bob my head, taking him deeper with each motion, drawing pleasure from the way he shudders above me.


Just as I’m getting into the rhythm, the sound of footsteps signals an intrusion. Two Asian women, identical down to the last detail, rush in wearing their super costumes. Their sudden appearance does little to deter me; my focus remains on the task at hand—pleasuring this man whose name I don’t even know.


“Why the fuck is this happening here? What about Memory Doe?” One of them spits out, her words crude and her gaze fixed on us with a mixture of shock and intrigue.


I let out a muffled laugh around his cock at their confusion, the sound vibrating against him. The name ‘Dr. Mind’ they call out sounds like a bad comic book villain, and it tickles me more than it probably should. But I keep sucking, determined to bring this man the relief he’s clearly seeking.


“Do you girls wanna join or what?” he gasps out between moans, and I can feel the vibration of his words through his body.


The twins exchange a conflicted glance, their eyes darting between Mark and me. After a moment of hesitation, one of them speaks up, her voice a mix of curiosity and concern. “Do you want us to?” she asks him, her tone suggesting she’s not entirely opposed to the idea.


The twins are visibly torn, but they don’t need much convincing after the young guy I’m blowing nods. As they look at each other, they begin to multiply, creating more eager copies of themselves. Their super costumes are tight and revealing, highlighting their slender figures and perky breasts—a sight that I can’t help but find arousing, my body responding to their presence.


They approach us, hesitancy giving way to a shared desire to please. Their hands, mouths, and bodies join the fray, and soon, the air is thick with the sounds of moans, skin slapping against skin, and the scent of lust. As the pleasure builds, I find myself lost in the sensations, the electricity of my power crackling beneath my skin, unused but thrumming with potential.


Finally, the man reaches his climax, his release filling my mouth as I swallow every drop. We collapse together, a tangle of limbs and heaving chests. I lay there, panting, the satisfaction of providing what he wanted coursing through me, even as my mind remains a blank slate.


Lying there amidst the tangled limbs and satisfied sighs, I hear a crackle in my ear—a voice that’s fierce yet smooth. My head’s still spinning, but I manage a chuckle, amused by the chaos of the situation.


“What the hell is going on? Why isn’t anyone responding?” the voice demands, urgency lacing every word.


I can’t help but laugh, the sound raw and genuine. “Well, I’ve been a little tied up,” I reply, my voice dripping with innuendo. “I’ve been fucking this guy.”


Confusion taints the voice in my ear. “What about Memory Doe? Weren’t you supposed to—”


I cut her off with a snort. “Who?” I say, my gaze still locked on the guy sprawled out beside me, his glasses askew, his breaths deep and even.


“Wait… And who exactly have you been fucking?” Now she sounds not just irritated but clearly confused.


I describe him as best I can without the details that don’t matter. Truth be told, he’s not that pretty, but he doesn’t need to hear that. “He’s this nerdy dude, tall, big glasses…”


There’s a pause, a moment of silence that’s almost palpable, and then a string of curses floods my ear.


The Asian woman, now singular again, looks just as disheveled as I feel. She grabs a communicator from her costume, speaking to the voice as well. “Sienna… Seems like Memory Doe wiped their memories and took off,” she explains, the realization dawning in her voice.


I giggle again, the information slotting into place. No wonder the nerd and I can’t remember a damn thing.


“We need to bring Mark back to the lair,” the voice orders, sounding like it’s on the edge of panic.


Lair? I’ve got no clue what she’s talking about, but the name ‘Mark’ catches my attention. I glance at the nerdy guy, who frowns at the mention of the name, just as lost as I am. His confusion is almost comical, and I notice an earpiece in his ear too. Is he… Mark? Did we have some secret mission with this Memory Doe everyone keeps yapping about? The black woman who bolted… could she be the one?


The Asian super, her costume slightly torn and sticking to her in all the right places, jumps in. “I don’t know if he wants to go back to the lair,” she says, her eyes flicking to the guy beside me. “He seems pretty fucking out of it.”


Before she can finish, the voice cuts her off, the panic now unmistakable. “I don’t want to hear what he wants right now!” There’s a desperation in her tone, like she’s fighting every instinct to stay professional. “I’ll keep going with what I know he wanted. Got it?”


The cute Asian super frowns deeply at her communicator before it goes silent. She turns to the guy who’s apparently Mark, and introduces herself in a way I can’t help but find amusingly crude.


“I’m Clonica,” she says. “Here’s the deal! So, we’re all part of this freaky-ass super league you created. We’ve all been zapped by some crazy ray gun a while ago that’s made us loyal as fuck to you. It’s why this chick here,” she points at me, “and me, are so damn eager to please you. We were in a mission to catch that chick, Memory Doe, to zap her too, but it seems she zapped you first.”


Her explanation sounds absolutely batshit, but it clicks. That’s why I’ve been so focused on satisfying Mark’s every desire. It’s absurd, yet it makes an odd sort of sense.


She continues, her expression serious despite her colorful language. “We all wanna do what you want, but right now, you’ve gotta realize we’re in some fucked up situation ’cause you can’t remember shit. The best thing would be to get you back home and to see how we can fix this mess.”


She kneels in front of him, her eyes locked onto his. “So, big guy, what do you wanna do?”


He chuckles, a sound that’s somehow both endearing and exasperating under the circumstances. “Honestly? I could fucking go for some ice cream.”


Clinica clenches her jaw, her frustration palpable. She looks to me, and I can only shrug in response. If he wants ice cream, then that’s what we should do. Simple as that.


She groans, running a hand through her hair. “Fine, let’s get some damn ice cream,” she mutters, her loyalty to him clear in her begrudging agreement.


We find a staircase leading to the surface, the steps cool and gritty beneath my bare feet. Clonica, her nerves practically visible, keeps throwing glances my way. I’m still rocking the bimbo look, my curves exaggerated beyond belief, my tits jiggling with every step.


“You might wanna tone it down, Vixen,” Clonica suggests. “You’re a walking wet dream, and we’re about to hit the streets. Maybe conjure up some clothes at least, be a bit more discreet?”


Mark, chuckles, his eyes roaming over me with unabashed delight. “I kinda like her this way,” he says, a mischievous grin playing on his lips. “Who knows when I’ll want another round with her, especially after some sweet ice cream.”


His words spark a warmth within me, my body eager to comply. I want to please him, that much is clear. Clonica looks like she’s about to pop a vein, torn between her desire to keep him safe and the compulsion to do as he wishes.


“Please, at least let her wear something,” Clonica pleads, her eyes darting around the dingy staircase. “This ain’t exactly the safest part of town, and we’re about to walk into a shit show with her looking like that.”


He gives a nod, conceding to Clonica’s request, but not without adding, “Make it hot, girl. Scorching.”


With a smirk, I let my body shift, keeping the sex appeal dialed up but adding a skimpy, form-hugging dress that leaves little to the imagination. It’s the kind of outfit that screams ‘look but don’t touch’—unless you’re him, of course. Clonica lets out an exasperated sigh, but there’s a hint of relief in her eyes as we continue our ascent. If he wants ice cream, then ice cream he shall have, and I’ll be the cherry on top.


I’ve got no idea what city we’re in, my mind’s a blank slate, but even without memories, I can tell this place has seen better days. We end up standing in front of a small corner store with Mark licking an ice cream cone that Clonica has just bought for him.


The hot asian, still in her superhero getup, shifts uncomfortably as people start to notice us. Her eyes dart back and forth, taking in the stares and the smartphones coming out to snap pictures. I can tell she’s pissed about the attention, but what did she expect, parading around in a costume in a place like this?


Some of the locals start to catcall, throwing lewd comments my way, but I don’t give a damn. I’ve only got eyes for Mark, and as I sidestep closer to him, I make sure my body language screams ‘taken’.


“Jesus, can’t you degenerates take a hint?” Clonica snaps, her voice carrying that edge that says she’s two seconds away from kicking ass. “She’s with him, so back the fuck off.”


The crowd around us thickens, held at bay by the simmering threat of Clonica’s posture. Her voice breaks through, laced with frustration. “Where the fuck is Dr. Mind?” she asks us, eyeing the crowd warily. “Either of you remember what happened to him?”


Mark snorts, his humor cutting through the tension. “Not remembering much is kinda the theme of the day, isn’t it?” His chuckle is infectious, and I join in, hoping to match his mood. It’s important that he sees I’m on his side, even in this amnesiac haze.


Clonica’s eyes fixate on the rapidly dwindling ice cream cone in Mark’s hand. “This thing is like a fucking ticking time bomb,” she mutters under her breath, voicing her concern about what he’ll ask for next.


I find myself wondering why Clonica’s so on edge. The ray’s effects make it so easy, so fulfilling to give Mark what he wants. Doesn’t she feel that same rush of satisfaction from serving him?


Mark’s frown deepens, the lines on his forehead betraying his annoyance at Clonica’s palpable anxiety. “Hey, you’re kinda killing the vibe here,” he says, his voice light but the undercurrent serious. “Can you just… chill a bit?”


Clinica lets out a nervous laugh, a sound that doesn’t quite reach her eyes. “It’s just… how do you expect me to give you what you want when what you want is for me to feel something I can’t fucking control?”


He contemplates her words, taking a slow lick of what’s left of his ice cream. “Follow her example,” he says, gesturing to me with a tilt of his head, his eyes appreciating my form. I stand proudly, my shapeshifted body an exaggerated vision of desire, my dress clinging to every curve like a second skin.


Clinica looks at him, searching for clarification. “What do you mean by that?”


Mark shrugs, a simple motion that seems to carry weight. “I don’t know, do something hot. Give everyone a little show or something.”


You can almost hear the cogs turning in Clonica’s head as she processes his words. The conflict is written all over her face, but the nod comes eventually. She takes a deep breath, steels herself, and steps closer to the onlookers. Her hand moves to the zipper of her costume, poised to peel the fabric away from her body for Mark’s entertainment.


An explosion rocks the ground a few blocks away, jolting everyone into high alert. Screams pierce the air as the bystanders scatter, fleeing the sudden danger. Mark drops to his knees, covering his head protectively, while Clonica and I, driven by pure instinct, prepare for a fight.


Clinica’s body begins to blur, multiplying until a dozen identical figures form a protective circle around Mark. I feel a surge of electricity crackling at my fingertips, my body shifting, muscles tensing for combat. Despite the gaping hole in my memory, my powers respond, ready to strike. It’s a strange comfort, knowing I can fight, even when I don’t remember learning how.


Then, cutting through the chaos, an old man in a ridiculous costume struts into view, and I’m ready to pounce. But Clonica’s body language shifts from defensive to recognition.


“Dr. Mind! Where the hell have you been?” one of her calls out.


The old man offers a polite, apologetic bow. “I do beg your pardon, ladies and Mark. I’ve been in pursuit of Memory Doe, quite successfully in the end, I must say.” he announces, his voice smooth as silk.


The black woman from the warehouse steps out from behind him, looking bewildered and out of place. Before any of us can react, her eyes glow with a luminescent power.


And just like that, the fog in my brain lifts. Every memory, every detail of my past rushes back in a flood of information.


End of Book 1

To be continued…
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Chapter 6 : Turning the Tables


Stealthily, I make my way back to my lair, slipping through the secret entrance with the grace of a shadow. I pause, scanning the darkened space for any sign of Sienna, but it’s clear. She’s not here.


I move to the secure vault where I keep the more dangerous toys, the ones pilfered from defeated villains. There it is, among the other sinister devices, the ray that Dr. Mind had intended to use on me. I pick up the accompanying note, the words a stark reminder of my current predicament. The device is designed to rewire neural pathways, creating unwavering loyalty to the first person the affected individual locks eyes with. The irony isn’t lost on me; I could’ve been Dr. Mind’s puppet, but fate had other plans. Instead, Mark was the beneficiary of my unintended gaze.


A trap. That’s what I need for Sienna. But how? How do I arrange for her to look into Mark’s eyes after she’s been hit with the ray? The logistics are a nightmare, and I’m not one for patience.


As I grasp the ray, preparing to leave and concoct some sort of plan, an unexpected hiss cuts through the silence, and a tranquilizer arrow lodges itself into the wall beside my head. I jump back, electricity crackling around my fists as I prepare for a fight.


I dodge another arrow, my body crackling with energy, a snarl twisting my lips. Sienna’s out for blood, or more accurately, out to put me to sleep. But my mind’s a fortress now, fortified by the will imposed by the ray. I can’t let her undo what’s been done; can’t let her free me from Mark’s hold. I need it. I want it. Does it matter that my desires are artificial? Not anymore.


“Sienna, stand down!” I shout, ducking behind a steel worktable as another tranquilizer arrow whizzes past. “This isn’t you!”


She replies with another shot, her voice echoing through the lair. “I’m saving you from yourself, Kat!”


It’s a dance of sparks and shadows, my electricity against her stealth. But I’ve got an ace up my sleeve. I catch a glimpse of her fiery hair through a gap in the equipment, and I don’t hesitate. I aim the ray, my finger twitching on the trigger, and let loose a burst of light.


Silence falls. A soft curse breaks it. “Shit…”


“Ready to stand down now?” I call out, peering cautiously from my cover.


Her voice comes, tinged with confusion. “Do you… want me to?”


“Yes, Sienna. I want you to surrender,” I reply, my tone firm yet laced with an undercurrent of sympathy.


A pause, then the sound of metal clattering to the ground. Sienna steps into the light, her weapon abandoned, her posture resigned. “Is this how it’s been with Mark? You just… wanting to do whatever he wants?”


I nod, a smirk playing on my lips. “It’s not that bad, really. It’s been… fun.”


She doesn’t look convinced. “You only think that ’cause the ray fucked with your head.”


I meet her gaze, my own eyes steady. “Does it matter? If what I want is because of the ray, does it change the fact that I want it?” I pause, letting the weight of my words sink in.


She frowns, a conflict playing out behind those once fierce, now subdued eyes. A sigh escapes her, and she nods. “I guess it doesn’t…”
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Chapter 13 : Feedback Loop


There we are, standing around the medical bed where Mystique Mirage lays strapped down, knocked out cold but looking like some twisted version of Sleeping Beauty. Dr. Mind is hovering over her, all those gadgets and gizmos I have collected over the years humming and flashing as they scan her brain. I can tell he has brought some of his own tech too, since he’s been on Mark’s team.


“It’s quite fascinating,” Dr. Mind mutters, more to himself than to anyone else, his eyes locked on the readouts.


Mark, who’s still looking a little pale and shaky, snaps, “Fascinating isn’t the word I’d use for almost getting my mind fucked out of my skull.”


The old villain, true to his gentleman villain shtick, offers a smooth apology. “I beg your pardon. It appears we’re dealing with a feedback loop.”


Clonica, who never had a filter to begin with, demands, “How about you skip the cryptic shit and spell it out for us?”


While I keep my eyes on Mirage’s still form, Dr. Mind explains. “Mystique Mirage possesses a latent form of passive mind control. It’s not something she can wield at will, but to create her illusions, she must tap into the minds around her. It’s a two-way street; she perceives minds to project into them.”


Mark’s frustration is palpable. “We had a rule about not fucking with mind readers.”


Dr. Mind continues, unphased by the interruption. “Her desire to please you was sexual in nature, and as she aroused you, she received that arousal back, reinforcing her actions. The ray has conditioned her to seek your pleasure, creating a loop. The more she satisfied you, the more she felt compelled to continue, escalating until… well, forever.”


I stand there, staring at the unconscious super, the pieces clicking together in my head. “So, her power to please got all tangled up in her head thanks to the ray, and she went haywire trying to make Mark happy,” I summarize, my tone laced with a mix of wonder and wariness.


Dr. Mind nods, confirming the twisted diagnosis. “Indeed, that’s what seems to have happened,” he says, adjusting his spectacles with the back of his gloved hand. Clonica, true to form, swears a streak that’d make a sailor blush, and I can’t help but frown at the entire mess.


Mark pushes his own nerdy glasses up the bridge of his nose. “So, how do we fix this?” he asks, the frustration clear in his voice.


I lean in, studying the sleeping form of Mystique Mirage. “Just how fucked up is she now?” I ask, my voice tight with concern.


Dr. Mind points to a monitor that might as well be displaying alien hieroglyphs for all the sense it makes to the rest of us. “It appears she’s… fried her brain, in layman’s terms. Or rather, her neural pathways have been rewired to seek that endless pleasure in Mark to the point of no return.”


Sienna, who’s been silent up until now, pipes up with a question. “What happens if we wake her up?”


Dr. Mind doesn’t miss a beat. “She’d likely continue to seek out sexual gratification for Mark until one or both of their brains couldn’t take it anymore.”


Clonica tries to lighten the mood with a crude joke about which brain would turn to mush first, but Mark’s stern look wipes the smirk right off her face. “Sorry, boss,” she says, suddenly serious. “Just trying to cut the tension, you know?”


I shake my head, looking down at Mystique. “Great, we’ve created a sexy French succubus.” I remember her schedule. “Shit, she’s supposed to be making the rounds to other leagues tomorrow.”


Mark catches my eye and smirks. “No need for a tour if she announces she’s joined our league.”


Confused, I start to ask how the hell she’s supposed to do that in her current state, but then it hits me. He’s looking at me with that grin, and I realize what he expects. I’m the shapeshifter here.


“Guess it’s time for me to put on a show,” I say, my voice a mix of resignation and a hint of excitement. “Volt Vixen, the master of masquerade, at your service.”


Mark chuckles but then turns towards Dr. Mind with a frown. “Doc, I don’t care how you do it, but you better fix Mystique asap!”
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Chapter 12 : Breaking the Spell


I’m waiting in the main hall of our not-so-humble lair when Mystique Mirage saunters through the door. She’s a sight for sore eyes, all elegance and mystery wrapped up in one hell of a package. Her costume clings to her like a second skin, a shimmering indigo bodysuit that seems to ripple with every movement, as if her very presence is an illusion. It’s accentuated with silver filigree that traces up her sides, highlighting her curves in a way that’s damn near hypnotic. Her mask is a simple, elegant design that covers her eyes, leaving just enough to the imagination while her long, platinum blonde hair cascades down her back.


“Mystique, ma chérie, welcome to our lair,” I greet her with a grin, feeling the familiar spark of electricity at the sight of an old friend. She’s got that air of French sophistication, looking like she stepped out of a high-class soirée instead of the gritty streets of a U.S. city.


“Katrina, it is always a pleasure,” she replies with a soft smile, her accent wrapping around each word like a caress. “Though I must confess, your invitation was unexpected. I have been approached by… more established leagues.” She gives a delicate shrug, her poise unshakable.


I lead her to the meeting room, the door sliding open with a hiss. “I know we’re the new kids on the block, but trust me, we’ve got potential,” I say, feeling the buzz of anticipation.


Inside, Mark stands up from the table, his big glasses almost comically large on his face and that nerdy charm turned up to eleven in his awkwardly fitted suit. “Mystique Mirage, it’s an honor,” he says with an earnestness that’s borderline adorable. “I’m Mark, co-founder and investor of what we’re hoping will become the next big thing in super leagues.”


Mystique extends a hand, her movements still graceful despite the informal setting. “Enchantée, Mark. Your vision for this league is… intriguing,” she says, her gaze flickering between us. “I am curious to see what you have planned.”


I cut in before Mark can nerd out too hard. “We’re aiming for power, versatility, and a dash of sex appeal,” I say, winking at Mystique. “You fit the bill perfectly, and your illusions could be a game-changer for us.”


She laughs, a sound as melodic as it is genuine. “Flattery will get you everywhere, ma chérie. But I will need more than sweet talk to be convinced.”


Mark nods, eager. “Of course, we’ll give you all the details. And don’t worry, we’ve got more than just talk to impress you.” He’s trying for suave, but the guy’s got all the smoothness of a brick wall. Still, if our little plan works as expected, it wont matter.


I slip away from Mystique Mirage with a nod and a smile, leaving her with Mark in the meeting room. Climbing the stairs, I can feel the tension in my gut, the same kind of buzz before a lightning strike. I find Dr. Mind upstairs, his eyes glued to a small monitor that’s wired to a discreet camera in the room below.


The hole in the wall is barely noticeable, but through it, he’s got a clear shot at Mystique. He’s holding his latest contraption, the new and improved ray gun, all sleek and silent. He doesn’t even need to whisper a countdown; his smirk tells me it’s go time.


Downstairs, Mark is doing his damnedest to keep Mystique occupied, talking her ear off about his big plans for the league. He’s as subtle as a sledgehammer, but it doesn’t matter. Mystique’s eyes suddenly sharpen on him, her expression shifting from polite interest to a dazed confusion.


“Mark, if it is your wish for me to join, bien sûr, I will,” she murmurs, her voice taking on a sultry note that wasn’t there before. Mark practically beams, and I can see the victory in his posture.


“And is there… anything else I can do for you?” Mystique’s words are heavy with a new intent, her body language shifting to something more inviting, more eager to please. She’s under, all right.


I turn to Dr. Mind, giving him a nod. “Impressive gadget, Doc.”


With his usual grandiose flair, he responds, “Thank you, Katrina. It is but a testament to my unparalleled genius.”


I can’t help but roll my eyes at his ego-stroking, but I can’t argue with results. Mystique Mirage, a super capable of creating flawless illusions, now stands ready to serve our cause. And if the look in her eyes is anything to go by, she’s ready to use all her assets for Mark’s satisfaction.


I make my way back downstairs, the hum of electricity under my skin a steady reminder of the charged situation. As I step into the meeting room, I catch the tail end of Mark’s awkward explanation to Mystique Mirage about her sudden and involuntary induction into our ranks.


Mystique turns to me, a playful smirk on her full lips. “Katrina, chérie, did you lure me into a trap?” she teases, her eyes alight with faux betrayal. “And here I thought we were amies.”


I tense up, ready for a fight or flight, but then I remember: she’s one of us now. She can’t be pissed, not really. “Looks like you’re caught in the web, Mirage,” I reply, my voice steady.


She chuckles, the sound rich and throaty. “I suppose I might have to suck Mark’s cock now, non?” The joke lands with the precision of a well-aimed dagger, and she follows it up with a sudden, serious tilt of her head towards Mark. “Would you like that, monsieur?”


Mark’s face turns a shade that’d make a ripe tomato jealous, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. I can’t help but laugh, breaking the tension. “I’d bet my last bolt he’d love that, Mirage. And if you need some privacy, I can make myself scarce.”


Mark scoffs, regaining some composure. “Maybe later,” he manages to get out, clearing his throat. “But right now, we’ve got a briefing to get through.”


Mark, still a bit red in the face, turns back to Mystique Mirage. “You’re essential to giving our league credibility,” he tells her, trying to regain his professional demeanor. “You’re the first high-level super we’re inviting to join.”


Mystique finds that more than amusing, and she glances down at her own body as if she’s just realized how it curves and swells in all the right places. “Ah, I see,” she purrs. “You are also recruiting based on looks, n’est-ce pas?”


Mark’s blush deepens, and he stammers for a moment before recovering. “It’s not just about attractiveness. It’s about protecting me and my… new assets.”


With a playful giggle, Mystique Mirage runs her hands provocatively over her ample breasts, which strain against the fabric of her suit. Her powers kick in, and suddenly erotic moans fill the air, accompanied by vivid images of her body in various states of undress. “Like these assets?” she teases, her eyes locked on Mark.


I watch, a frown pulling at my lips. I’m conflicted. On one hand, Mirage seems pretty goddamn eager to please, using her powers to create a sensual display that’s obviously working on Mark. On the other, I’ve got orders to keep this meeting on track, and right now, we’re derailing faster than a bullet train. With a throat-clearing cough from me, Mirage halts her display, and the room returns to normal.


Taking a moment to adjust himself, Mark quickly switches gears back to business. “You’ve met a lot of supers on your league tour. We’re hoping you can introduce us to more—bring them in,” he says with a forced steadiness.


Mystique smiles coyly, her voice dripping with implications. “I’d have no problem bringing in some hot, and of course, powerful supers,” she assures him. “Is that why I am the first to be recruited, monsieur?”


I jump in before Mark can respond, my tone matter-of-fact. “Technically, Clonica’s our first recruit. But I can tell that you’re going to be a great second.”


Mark nods at Mystique Mirage, his voice steady despite the earlier fluster. “Vixen will provide you with the list of supers we’re targeting,” he explains. “But it’s crucial you keep the… nature of your recruitment to yourself.”


Mystique’s lips curl into a mischievous smile, and she leans forward, her breasts pressing against the tight fabric of her suit. “I would never do anything to deprive you of your new toy,” she purrs, her gaze fixed on Mark, obviously referring to herself.


I’m standing there, trying not to let my unease show. The first time I came to Mark, spilling out my newfound loyalty, there was a part of me that was eager to please him in any way he desired. But watching Mystique now, I can’t shake the feeling that her eagerness is cranked up to an eleven. She’s always been a seductress, using her charm like a weapon, but this… this is something else.


As if on cue, Mystique turns to me, her smile as intoxicating as a fine wine. “I will wait with anticipation for your list, ma chérie,” she says. Mark chimes in, “While your loyalty is to me, you’ll be working under Vixen’s command for this operation.”


Mystique’s laugh is light, tinged with seduction. “Quelle chance, Katrina,” she teases, tossing me a wink. “I seem to remember you have a penchant for beautiful women, oui?”


The room seems to grow hotter, and I feel a tightness in my chest that’s got nothing to do with my suit. The thought of ordering Mystique to her knees, to see her between my legs, sends a jolt of electricity down my spine. I shake off the thought; there’s a time and place, and this ain’t it.


As Mark turns to leave, Mystique Mirage’s eyes feast on him with an intensity that’s hard to ignore. He pauses, sensing her gaze, and turns back with a question that hangs heavy in the air. “Would you like to join me in my bedroom?” he asks, his voice a low murmur.


Mystique Mirage responds with an innocence that’s anything but, her eyes twinkling with mischief. “Would you like me to join you in your bedroom?” Her powers activate, and the room is suddenly filled with erotic images: visions of her naked, writhing body; her lips wrapped around a cock; her hands bound as she’s taken from behind. The illusions are vivid, leaving nothing to the imagination, and it’s clear she’s more than willing to indulge him.


Mark’s gaze flickers to me, and I lean back against the wall, a smirk playing on my lips. “Do you want me to join as well?” I ask clearly, shifting my form subtly, enhancing my curves in a futile attempt to compete with Mystique’s allure.


He hesitates for a fraction of a second before his eyes lock with Mystique’s, who bites her lower lip in anticipation. “Vixen, you have work to do,” he says, his voice firm.


I watch them leave, Mystique Mirage’s hand sliding around Mark’s arm, pressing her body against his side. A twinge of something—jealousy, maybe?—tugs at my chest, and I have to admit, there’s a part of me that’s not thrilled about it. But as they disappear from view, there’s a warmth that spreads through me, thinking about Mark getting the relief he craves. I have to thank the damn mind control ray for making me feel good about his satisfaction.


I step back into the living room of the lair, my eyes instantly drawn to the peculiar sight before me. Two identical figures, both Clonica, are hunched over a chessboard, their fingers deftly moving pieces in a silent battle of wits. My eyebrow arches in curiosity; it’s not every day you see someone playing chess against themselves in such a straightforward way.


One of the Asian supers glances up, catching my intrigued gaze. “Each Clonica is her own person once we split,” she explains, her voice laced with her usual raw vulgarity. “It’s fucking handy for shit like this. We play, we learn, and when we merge back together, we remember it all.”


The other clone adds with a sly grin, “It’s also kick-ass for sex, as you might have noticed.”


I chuckle, can’t help but be curious about the mechanics of it all. “So how do you know which one of you is the original? And how long can you Clonicas exist apart before you start going all Sybil on us?”


They both shrug in unison, a mirrored gesture that’s almost comical. “There’s no ‘original’ as far as we can tell,” one says. “We can stay separate indefinitely, but we’d start to differ more over time with different experiences. We don’t usually let it get to that point.”


“Speaking of,” I ask, leaning against the wall with a casual air, “are all Clonicas accounted for?”


The atmosphere shifts, a hint of somberness slipping in as they recount the tale. “Ten years ago, one of us, during some rebellious teen phase, fucked off and never came back. We figure she’s dead since we haven’t heard squat.”


Dead or not, it’s a hell of a thing to consider—the idea of a part of you wandering out there, living a life, dying a death, all separate from the you that’s standing here. It’s the kind of shit that can give you an existential crisis if you think too hard on it.


The unmistakable cacophony of sex spills out from the bedroom adjacent to the living room, where I’ve just been chatting with the Clonicas. Moans, groans, and the rhythmic sound of flesh slapping against flesh make it unmistakably clear what’s happening beyond the thin wall. The noises multiply, echoing around us with such intensity and variety that it’s impossible to believe they’re all coming from just Mark and Mystique Mirage.


The two Clonicas exchange a knowing glance and chuckle. “Seems like the newcomer’s fitting in,” one comments, her eyes sparkling with mischief.


The other doesn’t wait for me to chime in, her voice teasing as she adds, “Sounds like Mark’s fitting inside Mystique Mirage quite nicely.”


I shoot back a jest, but there’s an edge of discomfort in my tone. “Yeah, but she’s maybe a tad too… dedicated for my taste…”


One clone cocks her head, her eyes narrowing slightly. “You reckon she’s fucking with us somehow? Despite getting zapped by the ray and all that shit?”


The second Clonica pipes up, her tone curious. “You think the new ray Doc cooked up might be a bit too… efficient?”


I pause, my ears picking up a sound that cuts through the symphony of sex coming from the bedroom next to us. A scream? No, it can’t be—not with all that pleasure-filled noise. But then I see it, one of the Clonicas cocking an eyebrow, her attention snagged by the same thing. The other Clonica, oblivious, makes her move on the chessboard, then looks up, catching the alarmed expression on her twin’s face and mine.


“What’s up with you two?” she asks, just as the sound comes again, unmistakable this time. It’s Mark, and it’s definitely not a moan of pleasure.


We don’t hesitate, the three of us. I bark into my communicator, “Sienna, get your ass here, now!” and we’re moving, charging towards the bedroom. The door bursts open under our combined force, and we’re hit with a scene that’s straight out of some twisted, erotic fever dream.


The bedroom has transformed into a tropical beach, but not one you’d ever want to vacation on. Every element of the landscape is constructed of writhing sexual organs—palm trees with phallic trunks and leaves that quiver like clits in the breeze, the sand a mosaic of flesh, waves crashing with the wet slap of skin on skin. The air is thick with a chorus of moans so loud, it’s a wonder the entire lair isn’t vibrating.


At the center of this carnal chaos is Mystique Mirage—or rather, an army of her—all on their knees, surrounding a wide-eyed Mark. They’re a desperate sea of Mirages, each one begging, pleading to serve him, to drown him in more pleasure, their voices laced with insatiable need.


“Please, monsieur, let us make you feel good,” they cry, each clone a mirror of desire.


Mark looks like he’s two seconds from being swallowed whole by the illusions, and it’s up to us to snap him back to reality.


Despite the gravity of the situation, I can’t deny the surge of arousal that courses through me, the environment tickling at the edges of my desire. But is it me, or Mirage’s powers worming their way into my mind?


The Clonicas and I stumble through the phantasmagoria, the real furniture of the bedroom colliding with our limbs, sometimes taking on the form of Mirage’s sexual beach, other times invisible beneath the veil of her powers. We finally reach the horde of naked French seductresses crowding around Mark, only to find that each Mirage we lunge for is nothing but a mirage, vanishing at our touch.


“Got the bitch!” one Clonica exclaims, and we converge on her. I reach out, my hand closing on the real Mirage’s flesh, and with a surge of my super strength, I knock her out cold.


Her illusions wail at us in a final, erotic display of near cosmic horror, then fade, leaving us standing in Mark’s actual bedroom. It’s a mess—clothes strewn everywhere, bedsheets twisted. Clonicas stand scattered, gawking at the sudden return to reality. I’m towering over Mystique Mirage’s unconscious body, and there’s Mark, naked and gasping for breath, trying to regain his bearings after the ordeal. It’s over, but the echo of that moaning beach lingers in my ears.


One of the Clonicas, tucked away in a corner, snaps her attention to Mark. “You alright, boss? What the fuck was that all about?” she demands, her tone sharp with concern.


My gaze is locked on the still form of Mystique Mirage. I’m kicking myself internally, my instincts had been screaming that something was off with that French bitch. Should’ve listened, I think, my gut churning with a mix of anger and confusion.


Mark, still catching his breath, pieces his thoughts together. “At first, it was all good, hot even,” he begins, his voice shaky. “But after I came the second time, she… she wouldn’t stop. She kept conjuring up these visions, more intense each time, to get me ready again.” He swallows hard, the fear still evident in his eyes. “I felt like I was losing my fucking mind. It was like she was in there, poking around, making me crave her endlessly. And the more I wanted her, the more she cranked it up, until I couldn’t take it anymore. I just remember screaming as I felt my sanity slipping away.”


Sienna, my fiery redhead assistant, is now standing under the doorway, her eyes wide as she takes in the scene. “Something’s not right,” she says, pointing out the obvious. “Something must’ve gone wrong with the ray.”


Pissed off and on edge, I snap, “Where the hell is Dr. Mind?” My voice echoes in the now silent room, the urgency clear. Something’s fucked up, and we need answers, fast.
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Chapter 11 : Heroes, Villains and Cereal


I wake up with a pounding in my skull that feels like I’ve been hit with my own damn lightning bolt. Groaning, I stumble out of bed and drag my ass to the kitchen for some coffee, hoping it’ll zap me back to life. Clonica’s already there, nursing a cup of joe and munching on pastries like it’s the end of the world.


As soon as she sees me, Clonica grins, her mouth full. “Looks like you’ve got a case of the brain-fucks too, huh? Must be that damn ray gun hangover.” She’s always had a way with words…


She smirks, licking some pastry filling off her finger. “Oh, he’s up, alright,” she says with a wink. “But still in bed, if you catch my drift.”


I pour myself a cup of coffee, noticing the lack of Sienna’s usual early bird routine. She’s always been the one to make sure I start my day with a decent breakfast, and I feel a twinge of sadness realizing she’s not just out from under my thumb, but now directly under Mark’s. It’s like losing a piece of my morning ritual.


“Sienna’s with him, isn’t she?” I ask, though it’s more of a statement. “Fucking him?”


Clonica’s grin widens. “Like a champ. She went to wake him up with her mouth. Seems pretty damn eager about it, too.”


I raise an eyebrow at her. “And why aren’t you in there, joining the party? Not like you to pass up on a good time.”


She leans back, a playful glint in her eyes. “Who says I’m not?” she teases.


As I rub the sleep from my eyes and try to shake off the headache, I can’t help but feel the pull of my loyalty to Mark. “Should I… go join them?” I ask, half out of duty, half out of a desire to be where the action is.


Clonica, with a mouthful of pastry, waves a hand dismissively. “Trust me, sweetheart, that room’s got more tail than a pet store. I doubt there’s room for you to even breathe in there,” she says, and I can tell she’s only half-joking.


Slightly frustrated but weirdly okay with it, I grab a croissant from the basket and take a big bite. I’m just realizing that knowing Mark’s getting his rocks off has a strange way of making me feel content, even if I’m not the one doing the pleasing.


Just as I’m pouring myself another cup of coffee, Dr. Mind strolls into the kitchen like he owns the place, which is a fucking weird sight to see. “Good morning, ladies,” he greets us, with that polished accent of his that makes everything sound like a royal decree.


Clonica and I exchange a look before we return the greeting, the air thick with the oddity of having a former supervillain casually searching for breakfast among us.


He chuckles, pulling out a box of cereal from the cupboard. “I must say, the young master does seem to be having quite the delightful morning,” he says, and even though his words are light, there’s a weight behind them that tells me he’s still adjusting to this new reality.


I frown, the weight of reality sinking in. “You’ve been careful, right? No one can trace you back here?” I ask Dr. Mind, the paranoia gnawing at me despite the absurdity of the situation. The old man just chuckles, clearly amused by the idea.


“My dear, your lair is the absolute last place anyone would expect to find me. I assure you, my escape was meticulous,” he replies, his confidence almost irritating.


Clonica, ever the pragmatist despite her crude sense of humor, chimes in. “We’d better keep our eyes peeled for any heat about your little ‘vacation’ from the slammer, though,” she says. Dr. Mind nods in agreement, shoveling in another spoonful of cereal.


For a few minutes, there’s nothing but the sound of us munching on our breakfast, sipping coffee, lost in our own thoughts. Then it hits me—the sheer ridiculousness of it all. I burst out laughing, and soon Dr. Mind and Clonica join in, their chuckles filling the kitchen.


It’s a bizarre picture: two superpowered women and one supervillain, all sharing a meal and bound by mind control to some average Joe who got lucky. The irony of it is just too damn funny.


My head’s still pounding like a bad hangover as I pour myself another cup of coffee, and then the bedroom door swings open. In walks Mark, flanked by a small army of sweaty and thoroughly disheveled Clonicas and one particularly satisfied-looking Sienna. They’re a mess of tangled hair and flushed skin, and it’s clear they’ve had one hell of a morning.


As the Clonicas saunter in, they start to merge back into the original, standing next to me at the counter with a satisfied smirk on her face. Her hair’s sticking up in places it wasn’t before, and her clothes are twisted in a way that says she’s been rolling around in the sheets.


Mark plops down at the table with Sienna, who’s looking more content than I’ve ever seen her. I can’t stop my gaze from lingering on her, my fiery assistant, who’s always been more to me than just a sidekick. Jealousy should be gnawing at me, but instead, there’s this strange sense of pride that she’s served Mark well.


Mark turns to Dr. Mind, who’s still polishing off his breakfast like he’s got all the time in the world. “Any bright ideas on how you can put that big brain to work for me?” Mark asks, with a hint of challenge in his voice.


Dr. Mind sets his spoon down, ready to launch into a monologue about his intellectual prowess. But then he catches himself, realizing that all his smarts don’t mean jack if he doesn’t know what Mark wants. “What is it you desire, sir?” he asks, with a deference that’s almost comical coming from someone who used to be top dog.


Mark’s smirk spreads across his face like a crackling current, and he leans back in his chair, all casual-like. “Can we make the ray gun a bit more… discreet? Smaller, maybe? Something that doesn’t look like a damn retro toy. Oh, and can you make the ray invisible and silent while you’re at it?”


Dr. Mind’s bushy eyebrows twitch, and for a second it looks like he’s about to launch into a defense of his masterpiece’s aesthetic, but he cuts himself off. He strokes his chin thoughtfully, the gears clearly turning in that big brain of his. “I’ll do my best,” he concedes after a moment, the old pride of an artist surrendering to the practicality of a craftsman.


“And what about the whole ‘having to gaze into my eyes’ thing?” Mark presses on, clearly not done with his wish list. “Can’t we skip that step? Make it automatic or something?”


The question seems to prick at Dr. Mind’s ego just a tad, but he’s quick to school his features into that placid, servant’s mask. “It’s… tricky,” he admits, pushing his cereal bowl aside. “Even if I could weave the imprinting process into the ray’s effect, it would never be as effective as the victims seeing you in person immediately after being zapped. The direct connection is essential for the loyalty to take hold.”


I lean against the kitchen counter, my headache subsiding enough to let curiosity take the wheel. “So, Mark, what’s the endgame here? How can we help?” I watch him closely, my instincts still sharp as ever despite the ray’s influence.


Mark takes a moment, his smirk lingering as he contemplates his next move. “Last night was a close call. We need to be more careful, more discreet. You and Clonica are tough as nails, but two supers ain’t gonna cut it if shit hits the fan. We need a wider variety of skills around here.”


Clonica, who’s still smoothing out her hair from the merge, snorts. “Variety, huh? I bet you’re talking about more than just combat skills.” Her voice drips with innuendo, and Mark’s confirming nod and smirk tells me she’s hit the nail on the head.


An idea sparks in my head, bright as the electricity I wield. “I’ve been chatting with some high rollers, thinking about starting my own league of supers. It’d be the perfect cover for what you’re looking for,” I tell him, the plan unfolding in my mind like a blueprint.


I turn to Clonica, who’s already eyeing me with interest. “You could leave your current gig, help me kickstart this new league. Staying here’s raising eyebrows, and we need to play this smart.”


Mark nods, clearly on board. “I like it, Kat. I want to help you make it happen,” he says, his voice gentle but determined. “Outside of keeping me safe and satisfying a few… urges, you’ve got free rein to do your thing.”


It’s a strange sort of freedom, all things considered. But it’s enough to get the wheels turning, and I’m already listing potential recruits in my head. If we’re gonna do this, we’re gonna do it big—and we’re gonna do it right.


Dr. Mind speaks up with a refined tone, “If I am to make the suggested modifications to the ray gun, we could potentially persuade even the most formidable supers to join our ranks. It would certainly cover Mark’s needs.” He pauses, a calculating glint in his eye. “And perhaps, recruiting some villains might be beneficial if we are to have a full spectrum of abilities at our disposal.”


I nod along, but Clonica’s frown cuts through the planning session. “We gotta tread lightly, people,” she warns, her voice laced with a seriousness that’s rare for her. “There are supers out there who can read minds. Don’t think for a second they won’t pick up on us being brainwashed.” She’s right, and the gravity of her words sinks in.


Mark considers this, his smirk fading into a look of contemplation. “If we turn some of those mind readers to our side, and maybe snag a couple of mind controllers, it could work to our advantage,” he muses, the wheels clearly turning in his head.


Dr. Mind, however, isn’t one to let optimism cloud his judgment. “While I have been perfecting rays that could potentially control even those with psychic defenses, I cannot guarantee efficacy across the board. Mind readers are a tricky bunch,” he admits, his spoon clinking against the bowl as he stirs his thoughts with his breakfast.


Everyone around the table shares a moment of silent understanding. The plan is solid, but the risks are as high as the city’s skyscrapers. I take a deep breath, feeling the electric charge of challenge in the air. This is going to be one hell of a ride.


Mark’s got that look in his eye, the one that says he’s done talking strategy for now. “We’re steering clear of mind readers for the time being,” he says, and I can’t help but agree. “Kat, I want you to start on that league. Get me a list of the best supers you think we can convince with the updated ray gun.” He pauses and gives me a look that’s downright serious. “They need to be powerful, skillful, and hot as fuck.”


I can’t help but let out a snort, and Clonica joins me with a laugh, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “What a shocker,” she quips, “Mark wants his own supermodel army.”


We all share a good laugh, the tension easing out of the room like air from a balloon. I’m already flipping through my mental rolodex of heroes, ticking off names and abilities, and yeah, hotness.


“I’ll get on it,” I tell Mark, feeling that familiar thrill of a new mission. It’s fucked up, sure, forming a league by playing puppeteer with the best heroes out there. But considering I’m now wired to serve the whims of a kid who stumbled into super-villainy, things could be a hell of a lot worse. Mark’s not out to hurt anyone beyond his growing harem, and hell, this league could actually do some good around town.


Time to get to work.

    
    
Author Note:
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Chapter 10 : Mastering the Mastermind


As dusk turns to darkness, the lair falls into a stillness, broken only by the occasional sound of someone knocking on what’s now Mark’s bedroom door, followed by his gruff demand for privacy. With no news from him, we all eventually retreat to our respective rooms for the night. I find myself in one of the guest rooms, feeling an odd dislocation in my own lair, but if Mark wants solitude, I’m damn well going to give it to him.


Brushing my teeth, I’m suddenly on high alert as I hear a sound from the bedroom. Toothbrush in hand, I morph into a more combat-ready form, ready to pounce at a moment’s notice. I barely register the figure in the room before a familiar beam of light hits me, my eyes tracking the dancing particles as they settle.


Dr. Mind stands before me, his aged appearance belying a keen intellect. His hair, a distinguished silver, is swept back neatly, and his glasses rest on the bridge of his nose, catching the light as he smirks at me. The usual white lab coat he wears is pristine, contrasting with the dark leather gloves fitted snugly on his hands.


“Did you really think I’d let our last encounter be the end, Volt Vixen. Or should I call you Katrina?” His voice is smooth, almost charming, but the gleam in his eye is pure triumph. “I was so certain I had you with my ray last time. But no matter, you’re mine now.”


A frown creases my brow as I realize he’s right. The urge to please him is overwhelming, as if it’s been etched into my very being. But then, Mark flashes across my mind and a surge of conflict roils within me. I no longer feel the loyalty that had been so strong, replaced by a sense of disgust at the memories of what I’ve done for him, despite my natural inclinations. Yet, there’s a niggling thought that maybe it wasn’t all bad—that I actually had some good times with him.


I can’t help but let out a laugh, looking at Dr. Mind. “Well, aren’t you the cat that caught the canary? You’ve got me. I want what you want, and it seems you’ve got exactly that.”


He adjusts his glasses, his expression one of refined satisfaction. “My dear, let’s not dwell on the past. We have a future to build. Together.” His gentlemanly demeanor is almost convincing, but we both know the truth—his ray has made me his puppet, and for now, I can’t resist the strings.


As I stand there, toothpaste frothing at the corner of my mouth, a strange sense of déjà vu washes over me. It’s almost comical how quickly my invincible self has been flipped on its head… again.


“Dr. Mind,” I begin, spitting into the sink and wiping my mouth, “you should know, your ray actually did work on me the first time around. But, see, I… kinda fell for Mark, one of your hostages at the time.”


His laughter fills the room, rich and full of genuine amusement. “My, my, that’s quite the twist. The man has been exceptionally lucky, and apparently quite shrewd to evade capture this long.” Dr. Mind strokes his chin thoughtfully. “I’ll give him that. And I suppose I should be grateful; it simplifies matters for me considerably. I might not even punish him too severely for his interference.”


I’m surprised to find myself feeling a twinge of relief at his words, even though I’m aware I could snuff out Mark without a second thought if commanded.


“There’s also the matter of Clonica. One of her copies is here, bound to Mark,” I report dutifully, my newfound loyalty dictating my actions.


Dr. Mind chuckles, a low, knowing sound. “Ah, I’ve already addressed that little complication.” He turns and calls out, “Clonica, darling, come here.”


The door swings open, and in struts Clonica with her characteristic swagger, a smirk on her lips. “Looks like I’m the hot potato, passing from hand to hand,” she quips, her voice laced with her usual crass humor.


Before I can respond, Dr. Mind interjects, “I’ve been informed the other Clonica is out playing hero. She won’t return until it’s too late.” The clone at our side nods in confirmation, her smirk unwavering.


“And Sienna?” I add, feeling the need to lay all the cards on the table. “She’s under my influence thanks to the ray. But she’s no threat; she’ll do anything I want, even if what I want is controlled by someone else.”


Dr. Mind nods, his expression one of approval. “Excellent. Then it seems we have everything in order. Your loyalty is most appreciated, Katrina, or should I simply call you Kat now?” His tone is polite, the epitome of a gentleman, yet behind that civility, we both understand the gravity of his control.


I can’t help but chuckle at the absurdity of it all. “You can call me whatever the fuck you want,” I tell Dr. Mind with a wry smile. “I’ll be more than glad for it.”



Dr. Mind nods, a sinister amusement in his eyes, and declares, “Then Whore it is, for all the pain you’ve caused me.” He launches into his tale of escape from supermax, pride swelling in his voice. “Even stripped of my gadgets, I’ve proven that the mind is the greatest tool. Those simpleton guards never stood a chance against classic hypnosis.”


Clonica and I exchange a glance, knowing full well that stroking his ego is the game we’re playing now. We feed into it, nodding and hanging on his every word as if they’re gospel.


His gaze sweeps over me, and he commands, “Strip, Whore.”


Without hesitation, my clothes vanish, and I stand there naked, the cool air of the room making my nipples harden. It’s almost routine now, the way these guys demand I get naked, but there’s a part of me that’s fucking thrilled to oblige because of that stupid mind ray. I don’t mind, of course, I don’t…


Clonica, ever the crude one, pipes up, “Should I get in on this action too?”


Dr. Mind waves her off, “Not now. I have a score to settle with our dear Vixen.” His eyes fix on me as he unzips his pants. “Get on your knees and show me how a Whore pleases.”


And so I do. I kneel before him, taking his aging cock into my mouth. I’m not thrilled to be sucking him off; he’s a man, I’m a dyke, and he’s not exactly my type. But it’s not about what I want. It’s about pleasing him, and damn if I don’t want to do that.


I’m working my mouth around Dr. Mind’s shaft, my tongue swirling, when suddenly there’s a fucking commotion behind him. A blast of light slams into the old man’s back, and he groans, completely thrown off.


“Mark!” Clonica screeches, her voice laced with urgency. She’s splitting faster than a cell in mitosis, tackling Mark and sending his ray gun skittering across the floor.


I pop off Dr. Mind’s dick and stand, ready to throw down for him, which is all sorts of fucked up. But there he is, looking lost as a kid in a carnival, and here I am, muscles rippling, ready to rumble. Clonica’s got Mark pinned, the poor bastard gasping like a fish out of water.


Dr. Mind is begging, “Stop, please!” and he’s looking at Mark with these goddamn puppy eyes. What the actual fuck?


Then it clicks. Mark’s got Dr. Mind wrapped around his little finger now. Clonica’s cackling, and I can’t help but smirk. “Looks like you’ve got yourself a new plaything, Mark. Doubt he’ll be as fun to fuck, though.”


Dr. Mind’s face is redder than a baboon’s ass, but he’s still got that gentlemanly tone. “If Mr. Mark desires to… engage with me, I shall endeavor to meet his needs, though I would prefer otherwise…”


Sienna bursts in, her eyes wide with confusion. “What the hell is going on here?” She spots Dr. Mind and her brow furrows deeper. “Who’s controlling who?”


I rub my temples, feeling a migraine coming on. “It’s a clusterfuck, Sienna. Mark’s got Dr. Mind. Dr. Mind’s got me and Clonica. And Clonica’s got jokes for days.”


The crude Clonica chimes in with a snort, “More like a daisy chain of domination.”


Sienna sighs, looking as if she’s ready to walk the fuck out. “Great, just what we needed. Another Tuesday.”


The Clonicas, each one straddling Mark, look over to Dr. Mind for the go-ahead, their bodies tense with anticipation. With a slight nod from the old man, they release their grip and converge back into a single form, standing beside me with a smirk.


Sienna’s confusion is palpable, and I get it, I really fucking do. My loyalty is supposed to be with Dr. Mind, but he’s all puppy-eyed for Mark now. I’m taking orders from a man who’s taking orders from another man. It’s a twisted game of telephone, and it’s giving me a headache.


Sienna catches my eye, her own expression a mix of sympathy and I-told-you-so. “Looks like you and Clonica finally get how shitty it is to be at the bottom of the food chain,” she says with a bitter half-smile.


Dr. Mind, still displaying that composed facade, turns to Mark. “What would you have us do, sir?” His voice is steady, but there’s an undercurrent of something I can’t quite place.


Mark stands, dusting himself off, the picture of determination. “I want the girls back under my control,” he says, his voice firm.


Dr. Mind explains, “The original ray, the one you just zapped me with, Mark, it’s a one-shot deal. Use it twice on someone, and you’ll cook their brains.” We all flinch at the thought. “But,” he continues, “I came prepared with an upgraded version. It realigns neural pathways without frying them. It’s what I used on Clonica and Vixen here. We can reset as often as necessary.”


Mark scoops up Dr. Mind’s fancy new ray gun from where it lies next to the old man’s still-dropped trousers. He turns the device over in his hands, clearly impressed. Dr. Mind, his cheeks still flushed from the previous events, launches into a spiel about the ingenuity of his creation, his ego somehow remaining intact despite the recent shift in power dynamics. “I must admit,” he says with a chuckle that doesn’t quite reach his eyes, “I never imagined I’d find myself on this end of the device. An odd sense of tranquility, indeed.”


Clonica, Sienna, and I can’t help but let out a laugh at the irony of it all. We’ve all been on the receiving end of that ray more times than we’d care to admit.


Mark points the gun at Sienna, who’s frowning now, a mix of annoyance and resignation on her face. “You’re shitting me, right? I’m already doing Vixen’s bidding happily here,” she protests, but we all know it’s a futile argument. She’s aware that resistance is pointless; Mark only has to pull a few strings to get what he wants.


With a zap, Sienna’s body relaxes, and she looks up at Mark, a chuckle escaping her lips. “Well, at least I’m not the bottom bitch anymore,” she quips, shaking her head.


He turns the ray on Clonica next, and then finally, it’s my turn. I’m uneasy, feeling like I’m about to betray Dr. Mind, even though I know it’s what he would want—what Mark wants. As the ray hits me, my body floods with that familiar, unwelcome allegiance to Mark, and a visceral disgust for Dr. Mind washes over me. Fuck, this is one hell of a mess we’re in.


Mark steps closer to Dr. Mind, who looks up at him with a calm, almost serene expression. “You’re working for me now,” Mark states, a note of command in his voice that’s new but not entirely unwelcome.


Dr. Mind inclines his head, the picture of servitude. “I would be more than happy to employ my considerable intellect in your service,” he replies, his tone still dripping with that gentlemanly charm even as his new position humbles him.


The room is thick with a sense of victory, and we can’t help but feel a surge of gladness that the bastard is under someone’s thumb for once. There’s an unspoken acknowledgment among us that while Mark might have a hint of supervillain in him now, he’s still a damn sight better than Dr. Mind ever was. Plus, the loyalty we feel towards him is familiar, a comforting anchor in the chaos of the past few days.


Mark looks my way, and I’m more than ready to oblige. “Kat, can you provide the good doctor with the tools and space he needs to work for me?”


“Absolutely,” I reply, already thinking of the empty labs downstairs that’ll suit Dr. Mind’s brainy ass just fine. There’s a part of me that still resents him for all the shit he’s put us through, but I’m not about to whine about it. If anything, it’s a relief not having to plot revenge or worry about being under his control again.


Sienna’s eyes are locked on Mark, and I notice the shift in her gaze. There’s a new kind of respect there, or maybe it’s just the ray doing its thing. Either way, it’s a far cry from the repulsion she used to barely hide.
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Chapter 9 : The Ultimate Reward


The air in my bedroom is thick with lust, charged with the kind of raw, sexual electricity that could power a city. Mark’s sprawled out on the bed, his naked body a canvas for our debauchery. One of Clonica’s clones is straddling his face, her hips grinding against his mouth, while another is on her knees between his legs, her head bobbing eagerly as she sucks his cock. The sounds of wet, sloppy pleasure fill the room, mingled with Mark’s muffled moans.


On the side of the bed, two more clones of Clonica are wrapped around each other, their naked bodies pressed tight in a heated make-out session. Their hands roam freely, exploring each other with an intensity that’s fucking captivating.


And me? I’m right by Mark’s side, my own enlarged tits—thanks to a little shapeshifting—pressed against his arm, brushing against his skin with every breath I take. Sienna, that diligent little minx, is nestled between my thighs, her tongue working me over with a fervor that’s got me biting my lip to keep from screaming.


Pleasure rips through me as Sienna’s relentless tongue brings me to climax. I’m panting, my body still quivering with the aftershocks when I hear Mark’s breath hitch. It’s the cue we’d all been waiting for. The Clonicas immediately swarm to him, their circle tight around his throbbing cock. They take turns, their tongues flicking over the head, their hands a blur of movement as they stroke him, each one eager to coax out his release.


Sienna glances at me, a hint of reluctance in her eyes. I lock eyes with her, my gaze stern. “Do as you’re told,” I remind her firmly. She’s not under Mark’s spell, but she answers to me, and I intend to make damn sure she follows through on what he, what we, want. She nods, understanding her place, and joins the circle.


As the six of us—Sienna, the Clonicas, and I—focus on the task at hand, Mark finally tips over the edge. His cum jets out, thick ropes that we play up for all it’s worth. We make a show of it, our laughter and moans mixing as we share and savor his release, ensuring it’s a spectacle hot enough to sear into anyone’s memory.


Merging back into one, Clonica stands there, glistening with sweat, the very image of debauched satisfaction. She lets out a throaty chuckle and throws us a look that’s pure sin. “Fuck, I’ve still got a whole list of dirty positions we haven’t tried yet,” she says, her voice thick with promise.


As Sienna gets off the bed, there’s a flash of annoyance flickering across her face, but it’s quickly masked by compliance. She’s here for me, after all, and whatever I want, she’s going to deliver. Clonica, catching that same look, grins and asks her, “Heading for a shower?” Without waiting for an answer, she adds, “Come on then, I don’t usually do girls but I’m in the mood to see how well you can wash my back.” Sienna’s eyes light up with a mix of relief and anticipation at the prospect of finally getting her own release.


Left in the room with Mark, I watch him, still catching his breath on the bed. I let out a low, satisfied smirk. “So, are you happy with how things turned out?” I ask him, my voice a purr of dark amusement.


He nods, a lazy smile spreading across his face. “Yeah, I am,” he replies, then his eyes meet mine, a new depth to his gaze. “But what about you, Kat? Are you?”


I open my mouth to give him the usual line about my desires being nothing but a reflection of his. But I stop, the words catching in my throat as I actually consider his question. It’s a surprise to even myself when I admit, “You know what? The last few days have been more fun than I’ve had in years. If the ray’s effects were to wear off…” I trail off, my mind racing with the implications. “I… I might actually miss this. Hell, I might even ask to be zapped again.” I shake my head, a wry grin tugging at my lips. “Although, I’m not in any position to know for sure. Life’s a fuckin’ rollercoaster, isn’t it?”


Mark’s laugh is genuine and it eases the tension in the room. “I’m terrified of actual rollercoasters,” he admits, “but this one? I’m all in.”


I can’t help but tease him, “Yeah, you must be, landing a harem of supers like us. You’re one lucky nerd.”


He scoffs, tossing a pillow my way, “Hey, no shame in my game. Being a nerd is my superpower.”


I wince, realizing my jab might have stung deeper than intended. I’m about to make amends when his question catches me off guard. “You ever get into any of this nerd stuff? Battlestar Galactica?”


I grin, playing along. “I’d love to check it out.”


But he’s not buying it, his frown deepening. “Because I want you to, or because you’d actually enjoy it?”


I pause, the answer not as clear-cut as I thought. The silence stretches until he groans, rising from the bed, leaving me alone with my thoughts. Naked and conflicted, I stand and rush after him, shifting into that ‘perfect girlfriend’ look we’d decided on earlier—short red hair, green eyes, and freckles.


“Mark,” I call out, my voice now dripping with that sweet, honey-like quality. “Whether it’s the ray speaking or not, making you happy makes me happy. So why worry about the why?” I give him a playful wink, letting him know that, for now, his desires are my desires.


I watch Mark’s shoulders slump as he tries to express the whirlwind of emotions he’s grappling with. “I mean, I’ve had the most incredible sex with the most powerful and beautiful women in town,” he confesses, his voice a mix of wonder and concern. “But at the end of the day, you’re all here because of that damn ray. You don’t love me by choice.”


I chew on my lip, considering his words before replying. “You know, I think I might actually love you anyway, even without the ray’s effect.” It’s a bold statement, and I’m not entirely sure where it comes from.


Mark scoffs, his skepticism written all over his face. “Come on, Kat. Without the ray, you wouldn’t have given me a second glance. And let’s not forget, you’re into women. At best, we’d be friends—platonic friends.”


We’re in the thick of our disagreement when Sienna and Clonica step out from the bathroom, their smiles wide, especially Sienna’s, who seems to radiate post-orgasmic bliss. They pause, sensing the tension in the room. Mark’s gaze flickers toward them before he shakes his head, “I need some time alone,” he mutters and starts to leave.


Sienna, ever the outspoken one, can’t help but comment. “Always so dramatic, isn’t he?”


Before she can finish, Clonica and I simultaneously give her a silencing glare. “Not another word,” I warn her, my loyalty to Mark, ray-induced or not, kicking in. “He’s had a lot to process, and we should respect that.” Sienna’s mouth snaps shut, and she nods, understanding the unspoken rule between us—Mark’s well-being comes first.


Clonica, with her usual lack of filter, chimes in, her voice dripping with crude humor. “Our situation might seem more fucked up than Mark’s, but at least our brains are wired to accept it without all that moral hand-wringing. All we gotta worry about is keeping his dick happy,” she says with a snort. “Meanwhile, Mark’s gotta deal with the fact he’s got three hot pieces of ass at his beck and call.”


Sienna pipes up, a playful smirk on her lips, “Well, technically, he’s only the owner of two. I belong to our dear Vixen here, not Mark.” She points at me, her eyes glinting with mischief.


I can’t help but laugh, a mix of frustration and amusement bubbling up inside me. “He’s the owner of two and a half, I’d say. Since I’m under his spell, and you’re under mine, Sienna. That makes you at least partially his,” I explain, the absurdity of the situation not lost on me.


Sienna’s sigh is heavy with resignation as she nods, her ever-present desire to please me overriding any reluctance. “Is there anything you want me to do right now? Something that’s not coming from Mark?” she asks, her gaze searching mine for an answer.


I can’t help but feel a spark of irritation at her attitude when it comes to Mark. But then, an idea strikes me—a way to assert my control and maybe get a little sweetness back into the situation. “Yeah, actually,” I say with a smirk. “There’s this shop down on Fifth, ‘Sugar Rush Confections’. Go fetch me some of their sea salt caramel truffles, will you? Like a good assistant.” I watch as her demeanor shifts, the task not dictated by Mark making it all the more appealing to her.


With a nod and a much brighter smile, Sienna heads off to get dressed and complete the errand. I turn to Clonica, whose smirk mirrors my own. “How are you holding up?” I ask her, genuinely curious about her state of mind.


Clonica’s response is as blunt as ever. “Same as you, Kat. Fucked up situation, but hey, at least we’re getting off.” We both chuckle at that.


Clonica’s communicator buzzes again, and she hesitates, giving me a look that screams she’s out of her depth. My eyebrow arches in surprise as she admits it’s the second time it’s rung today, and she’s unsure if she should answer it.


“Jesus, Eun, the last thing we need is to rouse suspicion. Answer it,” I say, a hint of panic edging my voice. “You have to act as you normally would, or it’ll look off.”


Clonica snorts, her tone laced with her typical vulgarity. “Well, it’s not every day I play fuck-doll to some random dude,” she retorts. But I’m not in the mood for her jokes.


“Cut the crap. This is serious,” I snap back. When she sees the gravity in my eyes, she pauses, mulling it over.


“Should I… go ask Mark what to do?” she muses aloud, but I’m already shaking my head.


“No, just go,” I insist, remembering the conversation I had with Mark. “He said to keep things normal.”


Without another word, Clonica splits into two. One clone stands there, still wrapped in a towel, while the other is suddenly stark naked. My cheeks flush despite myself, and I can’t help but steal a glance at her toned, bare figure.


The naked clone winks at me, a devilish grin on her face. “I’ll stick around for Mark,” she says, her voice dripping with innuendo. “Lucky for us, I can be in two places at once.”


With that, the towel-wrapped clone heads off to get dressed and play the hero, leaving me with her naked counterpart.


Mark keeps to himself all day, holed up in my bedroom—I guess it’s his now. I respect his need for space, even if the silence from that part of the lair feels heavy, like a storm cloud hanging overhead.


Sienna and I fall back into the rhythm of our day-to-day work, monitoring the criminal underworld, liaising with the authorities, and keeping the streets clean from scum. She’s focused, typing away at her computer, while I scan through the latest reports, the glow of my goggles casting a blue tint on the papers.


The Clonica who stayed behind shifts restlessly between assisting us and lounging around the lair. I catch glimpses of her sprawled on the couch, flipping through channels, or raiding the fridge, a look of boredom etched on her face. She’s like a caged tiger, all that power and nowhere to burn it off.


“Anything on the radar?” Sienna asks, breaking the quiet that’s settled between us.


I shake my head, “Nah, it’s been quiet. Too quiet.”


She nods, her fingers pausing on the keyboard. “The calm before the storm?” There’s a hint of excitement in her voice, the thrill of the unknown.


“Always is,” I reply, my eyes never leaving the screens. “Always is.”
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Chapter 8 : Double the Trouble


Perched in the shadows, I meld my form into the darkness, my body slimmed and stretched to minimize my presence. The room below, vast and dimly lit, is the perfect stage for our trap. Sienna, acting the part of the dutiful assistant, is already downstairs, her voice carrying up to me as she invites Clonica in.


“Come in and wait here, I’ll be right back,” Sienna says, a hint of urgency in her voice to sell the ruse.


From my vantage point, I watch Clonica enter, her youthful Asian features partially concealed by a light mask that does little to hide her cuteness. She’s thin, but there are curves where they count, accentuated by her tight superhero costume—a splash of vibrant colors against her petite frame.


Mark, trying to play it cool, greets her with a nervous, “Hi there.”


Clonica’s eyes narrow, her gaze darting around the room. “Who the hell are you?” she asks, her voice sharpened with suspicion. She takes a step back, and I can tell she’s putting the pieces together, her instincts screaming trap.


Before she can react, I take aim and fire. The ray hits her square in the back, and she groans, spinning with a fighter’s grace, ready to lash out. But then her eyes meet Mark’s, and I see the fight leave her body, her shoulders slumping even as she breathes out a defeated “fuck…”


Riding high on the thrill of another successful strike, I start to climb down to meet my new partner in crime. Suddenly, my body is slammed against the hard metal of the catwalk, the ray clattering away from my grasp. Dazed, I look up into the furious eyes of another Clonica, this one having snuck up behind me unnoticed.


“Didn’t expect me, did you?” she spits, her voice thick with anger. And just like that, our plan’s gone to shit.


Pinned beneath Clonica’s grip, my mind raced for a solution. I tried to shift my form — to slip away or overpower her — but she anticipated my every move. Then, in a split second, the single Clonica before me became many, her body duplicating itself with a series of rapid pops that echoed through the room. I was now held down by a sea of identical, determined faces.


But the chaos didn’t end there. The Clonica we zapped downstairs appeared at the bottom of the stairwell, wearing a conflicted frown as she surveyed the scene. “What the hell are you doing?” one of the clones holding me down demanded, her voice sharp with confusion.


The shot Clonica hesitated, then stepped back, her form quivering as if she was fighting an internal battle. Suddenly, she duplicated herself, creating more clones that immediately turned on the original ones. The room erupted into a brawl, Clonica against Clonica, as they grappled with the impossibility of their own disobedience.


I seized the opportunity, wriggling free from the distracted clones. “Mark, get to safety!” I yelled, spotting the ray gun on the floor. I snatched it up, ready to fire into the fray. But I hesitated, a wild idea forming. What if I shot some clones and they looked at themselves instead of Mark? Would they want to obey themselves?


The room’s a fucking mess, bodies of Clonicas strewn about like ragdolls at a toddler’s tea party. It’s a surreal sight, each one a mirror image of the other, some still, others squirming under the weight of their victorious counterparts. I can’t tell which side’s come out on top until one of the Clonicas yells out, her voice slicing through the chaos, “Someone bring that boy and the fucking ray gun over here!”


That’s my cue; the Mark-loyal Clonica has won the clone wars. I descend the stairs, stepping over the fallen, and join the clone holding a couple of her sisters. They’re bruised and battered, but the glare in their eyes screams they ain’t done fighting yet.


I can’t help but ask the obvious. “Why don’t you just merge back with them?” I’m curious, despite the shitstorm we’re in.


The Clonica with a grip on her sisters snorts, her usual crass tone laced with annoyance. “Usually I would, but since these bitches haven’t been hit by the ray or ain’t clones of those who have been, I can’t tell if I’d be a mindless drone or a rebel afterward.”


I nod, understanding the dilemma. The clone’s got a point — fuse with an unaffected version, and she’s gambling with her own compliance. Ain’t that a bitch.


Sienna arrives, almost dragging a slightly rattled Mark back into the room. He’s got that ‘I just dodged a bullet’ look plastered all over his face, but he’s unharmed. I grab him by the arm and position him in front of the unconverted Clonicas, their wrists and ankles held tight by their once-sisters-now-masters.


“Alright, eyes on the prize, ladies,” I bark, leveling the ray gun at each of them in turn. The loyal Clonicas make damn sure Mark’s mug is the first thing they see when the ray’s effects kick in. One of them’s a real fighter, clamping her eyes shut, so we have to pry her eyelids open, Clockwork Orange style. It’s a bitch, but once she catches sight of Mark, her body goes slack, another puppet added to the collection.


When the dust settles, there’s a grim sort of silence. The surviving Clonicas survey the carnage, their crude humor breaking through the grim reality. “Well, fuck me sideways,” one of them mutters with a twisted grin, “never thought I’d be offing myself today.”


Another clone, less battle-worn than the rest, saunters over to Mark. She cocks a brow and says with a smirk, “If you were looking for a harem, you just hit the motherfucking jackpot, didn’t you?”


Mark, looking like he’s not sure whether to laugh or bolt, just nods, his eyes wide with a mix of fear and fascination. Yeah, this is one for the history books, alright.


Merging back into one, Clonica looks like a patchwork of all the survivors, her costume torn and cobbled together. She stands there, catching her breath, and runs a hand over the fabric, smoothing down the creases. “Well, shit, that was one fucked-up ordeal,” she mutters, her voice a mix of awe and disgust at the trap she’d walked into.


She turns to Mark, her posture straightening as she gets down to business. “So what now, boss? You wanna fuck me to celebrate your big win, or we doin’ this after dessert?” Her crude words hang in the air, a challenge and an offer all rolled into one.


Mark seems to relax a fraction, a tempted look crossing his face. But before he can answer, Sienna, who’s only answering to my commands, speaks up with a smirk. “Maybe let’s not roll around in the remains of the clone massacre? How ’bout we clean up this goddamn mess first?”


I can’t help but let out a dark chuckle at Sienna’s practicality. The place does look like a twisted crime scene from a superhero slasher flick. Cleaning up is the last thing I want to do, but she’s got a point. We’ve got a shit-ton of work to do before anyone’s getting their rocks off.


Clonica’s gaze is locked onto Mark, waiting for his command with a level of seriousness that nearly mirrors my own. I catch a flicker of something in her eyes, a reflection of my own reality, and I can’t help but wonder if that’s the same look others see in me when I’m waiting on Mark’s words.


And sure enough, when Mark takes in the disaster around us and nods, “Yeah, cleaning up first sounds like a good plan,” Clonica doesn’t hesitate. She sighs, her body tensing as she gears up to duplicate herself again. The effort seems to drain her, and only a handful of clones materialize with visible strain.


“I’m out of fucking juice,” she announces, her voice edged with fatigue. “I won’t be making more clones, so you all might wanna give me a hand.” She throws a glance at Sienna and me, a smirk pulling at her lips despite the exhaustion. “Guess the biggest superhero orgy of all time will have to wait until I’ve recovered from being turned into a nerd’s fuck toy by some of my most trusted friends.”


Her comment hangs in the air, laced with amusement and a hint of bitterness. It’s a messed-up situation, alright, but we’re all in it together now. And as much as the idea of an all-out super-powered fuckfest tickles my fancy, duty calls. We’ve got a lair to clean and a fresh heap of complications to sort through.


We finally get the lair looking like less of a superhero graveyard, and Mark’s looking around, probably wondering if he’s got some kind of cleanup crew superpower he never knew about. “What about the bodies?” he asks, that worried crease back between his brows.


Sienna, ever the one to cut through the bullshit, just pats his shoulder. “Don’t you worry your pretty little head about that.”


The Clonicas circle him like sharks with a smile. They’re throwing out offers left and right, each one cruder and more tempting than the last. Mark goes all shades of red, looking like he might just implode from the indecent proposals.


“Hey, relax,” One Clonica tells him, her voice dripping with that raw, vulgar charm she’s known for. “Whatever you want, we’re here to provide. Ain’t our first rodeo, you know.”


She’s right; Clonica’s reputation as the not-so-saintly superheroine precedes her, and now she’s got a twinkle in her eye that says she’s all in. One clone pipes up, “At least now you’ve got all of us focused on one man.” Another chimes in, “Unless you’re looking to add more to the party?”


Mark just scoffs and shakes his head. “I’m straight,” he says, which gets a shrug and a laugh from the third Clonica. “Your loss, buddy. But hey,” she looks around at her other selves, “does fucking your own clones count as being gay or just an advanced form of masturbation?”


The room erupts in laughter, and I can’t help but join in. It’s fucked up, it’s insane, but it’s our reality now. As the laughter dies down, I lean against the wall, letting my mind wander to the thought of Clonica joining us. The idea sends a jolt of anticipation through me, and I know damn well I’d enjoy every twisted second of it.
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Chapter 14 : French Mask


I’m standing in front of the mirror in one of the spacious changing rooms of my lair, a knot of nerves twisting in my stomach. Mark’s right beside me, offering reassurances in his own awkward, nerdy way.


“I’m shit at accents, especially French ones,” I grumble, my reflection frowning back at me.


“Just focus on the appearance first,” Mark advises, pushing up his glasses. “You nailed it when you became the perfect girlfriend for me. Remember?”


A chuckle escapes me as the memory floods in and I’m surprised to find a warm fondness for that time, despite the twisted circumstances. The lines between forced loyalty and genuine enjoyment blur uncomfortably in my mind.


On a whim, I let my form shift. My height shrinks, my skin lightens, and freckles dust across my nose. My hair lightens to a fiery red and cuts short, framing my face, while my eyes become a vibrant green. My chest swells, the weight of my new, big natural tits a familiar sensation. I turn to Mark, my voice altering to that smooth, gentle tone I used back then.


Mark’s eyes widen, and he gulps audibly, his arousal unmistakable. “We should visit my parents again soon,” he says, his voice tight. “They’ve been asking about you.”


“And I’d be happy to hang off your arm again,” I purr, the role settling over me like a second skin.


But then Mark clears his throat, pulling us back to the task at hand. “Focus, we need Mystique Mirage.”


I nod, letting the playful guise melt away. I watch in the mirror as my body elongates, my hair bleaching to a stunning platinum blonde that cascades down my back like a waterfall. My skin takes on a subtle tan, and my eyes shift to a hypnotic blue. The indigo bodysuit of Mystique Mirage wraps around my form, hugging every curve with a shimmer that makes it seem alive. Silver filigree snakes up my sides, and an elegant mask veils my eyes, leaving just enough mystery.


“There,” I say, my voice now carrying a hint of a French accent, though it’s not perfect. “How do I look?”


Mark steps back, eyeing me with a mix of admiration and calculation. “You look like her, but can you act like her?”


I clear my throat and try out Mystique’s voice, fumbling through a few sentences. It’s like trying to tune an instrument by ear, and I’m no virtuoso when it comes to accents. I keep at it, repeating phrases, tweaking the pitch, the cadence. Then, as I string together one long sentence, something clicks. It’s like my shapeshifter’s instinct finally syncs up with my vocal cords, and I’ve got it.


Mark’s staring at me with those wide eyes of his, and I can’t help but wonder if he’s getting turned on by the sight of me looking like the hot French super. The ray’s effects make me more than willing to give Mark what he wants, but does he want this?


I decide to just fucking ask him. “So, you fancy a go with me as Mystique Mirage, or you holding out for me to switch back?” I ask, eyebrows raised. “You haven’t fucked me in a while…”


He chuckles, a blush creeping up his neck. “Tempting as it is, the memories I have of her are a bit… disturbing. I’d rather have you in your natural glory—or as my cute redhead girlfriend,” he adds with that familiar, cheeky wink of his.


I nudge Mark playfully, my lips curling into a smirk. “How about we pencil in some quality time later today?” I suggest, and I’m genuinely pleased when he nods. It’s odd, considering I’m still very much into women—something that damn ray hasn’t changed—but I can’t shake the feeling of being a little left out with all the other hotties Mark’s got his hands on lately. Not to mention, there’s this gnawing desire to please him, and sex is one hell of an efficient way to do that.


The thought hits a little too close to home, mirroring the feedback loop that trapped Mystique Mirage. A shiver runs down my spine, but I shake it off and refocus on the task at hand.


With a sigh, I step out of the changing room and into the lab, Mark trailing behind me. The sight that greets me is both ridiculous and oddly heartwarming—a dozen Clonicas, all cheering and clapping. The cute Asian has pulled out all the stops, creating a one-woman fan club just for me.


I give them a bow, slipping into the role of the French seductress. “Merci, mes chéries, your support is très appreciated,” I say, my voice a sultry purr with just a touch of French flair. The Clonicas erupt into even louder cheers, and I can’t help but feel a bit of a thrill at playing the part so well.


Sienna strides over with Mystique Mirage’s smartphone in hand, a smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. “Here you go,” she says, handing me the device. “It’s unlocked, and all her social media accounts are ready for you.”


Taking the phone, I feel that familiar twinge of adrenaline, like I’m about to step onto a battlefield. Infiltrations are nothing new to me, but this… this is different. I scroll through the phone, finding the camera app and flipping it to selfie mode. The face of Mystique Mirage stares back at me, and I can’t help but marvel for a moment at the perfect illusion.


With a deep breath, I channel all those videos I’d studied of the French beauty, letting her mannerisms and poise seep into my bones. I hit record and flash the camera my most dazzling smile, the kind that’s made for the silver screen.


“Bonjour, my adoring fans,” I begin, my voice laced with that unmistakably French lilt. “I have some très exciting news! I have decided to join a new league here in Metrotown, and I must bid adieu to my tour. Merci to all the leagues who have offered me positions, and to the wonderful supers I’ve had the pleasure of meeting. But now, it’s time for a new adventure. So à bientôt, and stay fabulous!”


I end the recording with a flirty wink, the kind that Mystique Mirage would have nailed, and cut the feed. There’s a moment of silence before the Clonicas burst into applause, and I can’t help but feel a rush of pride. Mission fucking accomplished.


Mark’s eyes are practically glowing with pride. “You did great,” he tells me, and I can’t help feeling a little victorious at the praise.


“Let’s celebrate, then” I say, morphing into the redheaded girlfriend he loves so much. I even tweak her curves a bit more, nothing too drastic, but maybe enough to tip him over the edge.


He’s struggling to keep his composure now, and I can see the heat in his eyes. “Maybe you deserve a reward for a job well done,” he muses.


I cock an eyebrow, a playful smile on my lips. “Sounds more like a reward for you, doesn’t it? But I’m feeling generous today.”


Mark laughs, a sound that’s half embarrassment, half anticipation. “I’ll gladly accept that reward on your behalf,” he says, and then, with a mischievous glint in his eye, he adds, “Now, why don’t you get naked for me?”


The Clonicas, ever the crude bunch, holler from the sidelines. “Can we join in?” one of them shouts, but Mark shoots them down quick. “Why don’t you just play with yourselves?”


They don’t need telling twice, the sounds of their moans filling the lab as they get busy with their own bodies.


I start making my clothes vanish from the rest of me, but Mark stops me with a chuckle. “Do it the right way, strip for me.”


I’m about to remind him that these clothes are just an extension of my shapeshifting self, but fuck it, I go with it. I make a show of sliding each piece off, letting the material linger at the edge of existence before it disappears completely, garment by garment.


From the corner of my eye, I catch Sienna watching, her curiosity palpable. I wonder if she’s hoping for an invite or just enjoying the show.


As I pretend to drop the last piece of my shapeshifted clothes, standing in front of Mark completely bare, I can feel his eyes devouring the sight of me in my cute redhead girlfriend form. My large, natural tits stand perky and inviting, and my freckles seem to invite touches all over my smooth skin.


Mark can’t seem to contain himself; he strides toward me and his hands are instantly on me, groping my tits, causing a moan to escape my lips. It’s not arousal that wrings the sound from me—I’m still as gay as they come—but there’s a deep satisfaction in pleasing him that I can’t deny, a satisfaction that seems to grow stronger each time. I can’t help but wonder if all of us under Mark’s command are experiencing a watered-down version of Mystique Mirage’s mental rewiring. I make a mental note to keep an eye on that, just to be safe.


Then, without warning, he pushes me onto the cold ground of the lair. I gasp at the sudden chill, a giggle bubbling out of me despite the situation. He leans down, his breath hot against my ear, and whispers, “I’m going to fuck your pussy right here, right now.”


And fuck, if that isn’t exactly what I want him to do. My body may not crave him, but the desire to obey, to please him is overwhelming. “Then what are you waiting for?” I whisper back, spreading my legs in open invitation, ready for him to claim me as he pleases.


As Mark positions himself behind me, his cock slides into my pussy with a firm thrust, stretching me in that familiar, full way that makes my body react despite my mind’s protests. The drag of his dick in and out of me, the wet sound of our fucking, it’s all mechanical, but I can’t ignore the deep-rooted satisfaction I get from knowing I’m the cause of his grunts of pleasure. It’s a twisted feeling, one that’s got nothing to do with my own desire, but it’s there all the same, growing stronger with each thrust.


He’s panting now, leaning over me, and his hot breath fans my ear as he speaks, “I want something from you, Kat.”


“What is it?” I ask, desperate to fulfill whatever need he has, dutiful and eager.


“I want you to want me,” he gasps out between thrusts. “To love me.”


His words hit me like a ton of bricks. Fuck, that’s not something I can just pull out of my ass. My loyalty to him, that’s one thing, but love? Desire? I’m not wired for that, not when it comes to him. The ray compels me to please, but feelings aren’t so easily fabricated, not even for a shapeshifter. I’m dizzy with the conflict of it as he keeps moving inside me, his cock relentlessly fucking my pussy.


I glance over and catch Sienna’s eye. She’s biting her lip, clearly turned on by the sight of us. The Clonicas are a mess of limbs and moans, fucking each other without a care. It’s a scene straight out of a fever dream. But as Mark drives into me again, I can’t think about anything else but the here and now, the way he’s using my body, the way I’m wired to please. And if that’s what he wants, goddammit, I’ll give it my best shot.
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Chapter 15 : Loves by Design


I stride into the lair’s lab, the hum of machinery playing the soundtrack to my unexpected visit. Dr. Mind is there, of course, hunched over a workbench cluttered with tools and components. He’s piecing together some small device, no doubt for Mark.


He looks up as I enter, his eyes lighting up with that unholy mix of gentlemanly charm and supervillain cunning. “Ah, Miss Vixen, to what do I owe the pleasure? Has our illustrious leader sent you to check on my progress with dear Mystique Mirage?”


I nod, though it’s not entirely true. Mark didn’t send me, but the curiosity’s been eating at me. “Yeah, something like that. How’s it coming along?”


Dr. Mind sighs, setting down his tools with a clink. “Unfortunately, the French beauty’s grey matter has been scrambled beyond my current means of repair. However, I believe I may have an idea that could render her... serviceable for our needs.” His eyes glint with something that’s not quite hope, but maybe the next best thing.


I lean against a nearby table, only half-listening as I watch his hands deftly resume work on the device. “And what’s that you’re fiddling with?” I ask, nodding toward the gadget.


He holds it up, a small thing that could pass for an innocent remote. “A miniature ray gun,” he explains, “disguised as a garage door opener. Mark wishes to have something less conspicuous, easily carried.”


“Smart,” I mutter, though I can’t muster much enthusiasm. My mind’s churning with a heavier question. “Speaking of brains, how far does your knowledge about them go?”


Dr. Mind launches into a self-congratulatory rant about his unparalleled genius and unmatched understanding of the human psyche. I let him go on for a bit before I slice right through his monologue. “Can you make someone fall in love?”


He chuckles at that, giving me a look that’s all too teasing. “My dear, I didn’t take you for the romantic type.”


I roll my eyes, but there’s a knot in my stomach as I confess, “It’s not for me. Mark... he wants me to fall in love with him.”


Dr. Mind’s amusement fades, replaced by a more serious, calculating expression. “Love has never been my priority. Control, yes. Love, no. But for Mark...” He taps his chin thoughtfully. “Perhaps there’s a way to align your mind and heart in his direction.”


I find myself strangely excited at the prospect of loving Mark, the way my body tingles at the thought confirming the ray’s influence is strong. It’d make serving him easier, not that I’m struggling—the ray sees to that, keeping us all content in our servitude. Dr. Mind’s gaze is distant as he contemplates the challenge I’ve laid before him.


After a moment, he assures me he’ll dedicate time to my ‘little love problem’ once he’s done with his current project and Mystique Mirage’s fix. I’m about to leave, my mind racing with possibilities, when I remember something crucial.


“Wait, there’s more,” I say, turning back to him. “Mark wants me to desire him, sexually. And you know I’m all about the ladies.”


Dr. Mind laughs, a sound that’s a bit too knowing. “Love is complex, but lust? That’s simple to induce.”


My brows shoot up, surprised at his confidence. “Look, I wanna get hot for Mark, but I don’t wanna stop wanting women.”


He waves a hand dismissively. “Bisexuality is far easier to craft than flipping your sexual orientation. Besides, I suspect Mark would prefer you enjoy both. He does enjoy his… variety,” he chuckles.


I can’t help but crack a smirk, sensing a hint of something from Dr. Mind—not quite jealousy, but a desire, an envy of Mark’s position. I remember not so long ago when Dr. Mind had me under his control, right before Mark intervened, and I had the old villain’s dick in my mouth. “Maybe if you play your cards right, Mark might let you in on the fun,” I joke, then pause, realizing I might’ve just offered myself up on a silver platter.


The thought should repulse me, but instead, there’s a calm acceptance. If Mark commands it, I’d fuck Dr. Mind to please him, and that’s all there is to it.


Dr. Mind chuckles, clearly mulling over the tantalizing thought. “Do you truly believe that?” he questions, his curiosity piqued by the offer.


I nod, firm in my conviction. “Yeah, I do,” I assert, though part of me is relieved when he brushes it off, dedicated to what Mark wants above all else. “I would surely enjoy it,” Dr. Mind admits, “but only if I am confident that it aligns with Mark’s desires.”


With that, I excuse myself, my mind swirling with the complexities of my current situation. Ascending from the depths of the lab to the private quarters of my lair, I find Mark there, looking every bit the nerdy overlord in his big glasses.


“Where have you been?” he asks, his tone casual yet expectant. “Ready for today’s plans?”


He doesn’t need to say more. I know what he wants: Amber, the perfect girlfriend persona I’ve crafted for him. His parents still believe she’s real, and we’ve got a fancy dinner to attend—a weird double date with them.


Excitement bubbles within me at the thought of pleasing him, and without a word, I let my form shift. I’m suddenly shorter, my hair a vibrant red and cropped, my skin dotted with freckles, and my tits large, natural, and tempting. I’m Amber, innocent yet stunning, and the transformation sends a thrill through me.


Mark steps closer, his lips meeting my forehead in a tender kiss. “Perfect,” he murmurs with a satisfied smile. Hooking his arm with mine, we head out, ready to maintain the illusion of a perfect couple for one more night.
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Chapter 16 : Double the Charm


I’m squeezed into the booth next to Mark, his parents, Linda and Gary, sitting opposite us. Linda’s got that classic middle-class mom look, a neat bob and a cardigan that’s probably seen more church services than I’ve seen street fights. Gary’s sporting a polo shirt and a watch that screams ‘I golf on weekends’. They’re the picture of suburban cliché, and I can’t help but notice the undercurrent of disbelief in their eyes.


Linda leans in, her voice sugary sweet. “So, Amber, tell us more about how you and Mark met again. It’s just such a charming story.”


I give them the rundown, our ‘chance’ encounter at the library, with a sprinkle of embellishments. I can see it in their faces, they’re struggling to match their nerdy son to the hot chick recounting the tale. But hell, they’re trying, and there’s a sheen of pride when they glance at Mark.


Mark’s fidgeting with his glasses, clearly irritated by the insinuation that I’m out of his league. I slide my hand over his under the table, giving it a reassuring squeeze. I turn on Amber’s sweet voice, thick like honey, “Mark’s been such a gentleman, you’ve raised a wonderful son.”


Gary chuckles, “Well, we always hoped he’d find a nice girl. You, uh, you certainly exceed expectations, Amber.”


Mark’s annoyance fades a bit as I play the doting girlfriend, smoothing over the awkwardness. “He’s exceeded mine, too,” I say, looking at him with feigned adoration.


Gary’s words hang in the air, a not-so-subtle jab at Mark’s professional life. “Now that you’ve got the girl, it would be nice if you got the job,” he says, a half-hearted attempt at a joke that falls flat.


Mark tenses beside me, his jaw clenching in that way that spells trouble. Before I can jump to his defense, he’s blurting out something I didn’t see coming, something not part of the plan. “Actually, I’ve found a job,” he declares, “working for a new league of supers. Ever heard of Volt Vixen, Clonica, Mystique Mirage? They’re recruiting.”


Linda’s mouth drops open, a spoonful of her dessert forgotten in midair, while Gary’s eyes narrow, clearly wondering if his son’s pulling his leg. The silence weighs heavy, pressing down on us like a thick fog.


I can’t leave Mark hanging. The ray compels me, yes, but this is about backing him up, ray or no ray. “It’s true,” I chime in in Ambers’ voice, light but firm. “I’ve had the honor of meeting Volt Vixen and Clonica. They’re thrilled to be working with him.”


The skepticism in his parents’ eyes starts to fade, replaced by a flicker of pride mixed with confusion. “So, what exactly do you do for this league?” Linda asks, her tone cautious.


Mark’s chest puffs out, a touch of pride in his voice. “I’m an associate there,” he says, leaving it vague enough to avoid outright lying but bold enough to make a statement.


My heart races, a mix of adrenaline and frustration pumping through my veins. I’m caught between my unyielding loyalty to Mark and the instinct to protect him, to protect us. The idea of publicly advertising his involvement in the league—a league that’s not just a team of supers but his secret harem and set of sexy bodyguards—is reckless.


Gary’s skepticism is almost palpable as he leans forward, challenging the reality of Mark’s claim. “I’d love to meet these supers you’re talking about,” he says, a test in his tone.


The silence that follows is suffocating, and I know I have to say something. “It might be a bit complicated,” I start, trying to steer the conversation away, but Mark cuts me off with an eager smile.


“They could meet Volt Vixen tonight, here,” he suggests, his eyes alight with a dangerous excitement.


I can feel my frustration boiling over, but the ray’s influence is undeniable. I nod, my voice a forced chirp. “Yes, it’s possible,” I confirm, despite every muscle in my body screaming against it. Mark’s gaze locks onto mine, and I manage an awkward smile, my Amber persona nearly slipping away under the pressure. “She did say she might stop by…” I add, clenching my jaw as I prevent it from taking back its natural shape.


“Excuse me, I need to use the bathroom,” I mumble, standing up from the booth.


As I make my way across the restaurant, my mind races with the absurdity of the situation. I slip into the bathroom stall, making sure it’s empty before I let my form shift. My body stretches and reshapes, growing taller, my hair shortening and spiking up, the vibrant cobalt blue and electric yellow of my Volt Vixen suit clinging to my skin.


I step out of the stall, taking a deep breath to steady myself. This isn’t how I operate, but if it’s what Mark wants… I push the door open and stride back into the restaurant, my fiery field attitude in full force.


The murmurs ripple through the crowd as I approach the table. Mark’s parents gasp, their expressions a mix of awe and disbelief. Heads turn, cameras flash, and I can feel my cheeks burning hot with a mix of anger and embarrassment. “Please, give me some space,” I say to a bunch of eager fans with a polite smile that doesn’t quite reach my eyes. Inside, I’m fuming. I’m not some show pony to be paraded out in public, but for Mark… I’d do just about anything.


As I stand there in my Volt Vixen garb, Linda’s beaming smile is almost comical, and she eagerly gestures for me to sit down. I shake my head, the electric edges of my personality showing through the act. “Unfortunately, I can’t stay,” I tell them, “But it’s been a pleasure to meet you both. Mark has been invaluable in helping us build the league. We’re all really happy with him.”


Gary’s demeanor shifts like he’s been hit with one of my volts, his earlier doubt replaced by a father’s pride. “Always knew the kid had potential,” he boasts, “Glad to hear he’s putting it to good use.”


Mark’s grin is wide enough to split his face, and I can’t help but feel a little surge of satisfaction, his happiness somehow making this ridiculous charade worth it.


Linda, still riding the high of meeting a ‘real-life superhero’, insists I stay, “Amber just stepped out to the restroom; she should be back any minute.”


Jesus, this is both hilarious and a complete shitshow. “I’m actually expected back at the lair,” I say, keeping my tone light. “But it was nice seeing Mark out and about. I’m looking forward to working more closely with him.”


Mark plays it cool, nodding with a casual, “See you around, Vixen,” clearly enjoying the chance to show off in front of his folks.


I nod back and make a swift exit, slipping out of sight before morphing back into Amber. Once I’m sure I’m not being watched, I rejoin the table, all innocence and ignorance, feigning surprise at the excitement buzzing through the restaurant. “What’d I miss?” I ask, sliding back into the booth next to Mark.


Linda’s excitement is practically bouncing off the walls of the restaurant as she tells me, “You just missed Volt Vixen herself!”


I let out a small, surprised gasp, playing up Amber’s naivety, “Oh my gosh, really? That’s so unfortunate, but I’m not surprised. She was supposed to stop by, as I mentioned earlier.”


Gary’s gaze flicks from me to Mark, a hint of confusion in his eyes. “Funny, though,” he says with a chuckle, “Amber leaves and Volt Vixen appears. Could it be they’re the same person?”


I laugh, the sound light and airy, so different from my usual husky chuckle. It’s a delicate dance I’m doing, keeping Amber as far from Volt Vixen as possible. Mark joins in the laughter, though his is tinged with a hint of nervous energy. I wonder if he’s realized the mess he’s started.


Gary isn’t letting up, despite the jest in his voice. “Heard Volt Vixen can shapeshift, so it would make sense, wouldn’t it?” he teases.


I giggle again, shaking my head. “Oh, I wish! Imagine being the great Volt Vixen, fighting supervillains and all that jazz,” I say, my voice laced with wonder and a touch of wishful thinking.


Linda nudges Gary, a silent reprimand to stop teasing their son’s girlfriend. The tension at the table eases, mirroring the restaurant as the buzz of excitement dies down.


Gary’s curiosity about the league is evident as he turns to Mark, “So, what’s the plan with this league of yours?”


Gary’s question hangs in the air, his curiosity piqued about the league Mark and I are supposedly building. Mark shrugs nonchalantly, his voice casual as he explains, “We’re recruiting the best supers out there and looking for investors.” His words are vague, just as we practiced for scenarios we never anticipated.


But Linda, ever the inquisitive mother, presses further. “And what’s the name of this new league?” she asks, eyes darting between Mark and me.


I exchange a quick glance with Mark, both of us caught in the headlights of a question we should’ve seen coming but hadn’t prepared for. “We, uh, haven’t settled on a name yet,” I admit, feeling the tension rise.


Gary chuckles, a knowing look in his eyes as he comments, “It’s like you’re talking about a baby.”


The conversation takes an unexpected turn when Linda, half-joking, half-hoping, throws out, “Speaking of babies, have you two thought about having one?” The blush that creeps onto Mark’s cheeks is almost as red as my Amber persona’s hair.


I stare at Mark, a strange feeling bubbling up inside me. The thought of having a baby was never on my radar, but now, if Mark desires it, the idea of him breeding me stirs a warm sensation through my body. I remember his words from the day before, his wish for me to love him. I silently pray that Dr. Mind figures out how to amplify this ray-induced loyalty into genuine craving and love. It would make everything so much easier, no matter what Mark decides.


The night wraps up as we stand outside the restaurant on one of the bustling streets of Metrotown. We say our goodbyes, and Gary and Linda leave with broad smiles, impressed by their son’s stunning girlfriend and his seemingly amazing job with supers.


Once they’re out of sight, Mark lets out a deep sigh, his mind clearly on the league. “We really need to find a name for our league,” he muses, looking up at the night sky as if it might hold the answer.


I keep quiet, letting him work through his thoughts. But he catches my silence and turns to me, his expression a mix of frustration and concern. “Do you think I went overboard during dinner?” he groans.


Relief floods through me as I realize he’s inviting honesty. I gently scold him, “Mark, casually telling your parents about your links with me as Volt Vixen and the other supers… It’s risky. We’re building something that’s supposed to be secret.”


He rubs his chin, contemplating my words. “I know I got carried away, but I don’t want to hide forever,” he admits.


I let out a resigned sigh. “Well, if you want to be known to the public, we’ll have to craft a good cover for you,” I tell him, already thinking of the possibilities.


We fall into a contemplative silence, the noise of the city fading into the background. Suddenly, a question pops into my mind, and I blurt it out. “Do you want a baby?”


Mark nearly chokes on the air, his eyes wide as he stares at me. “Kat, we need to think about the moral implications,” he says cautiously, his voice low. “Breeding one of my mind-controlled supers to make me a child…”


The smirk that spreads across his face tells me he’s not entirely opposed to the idea, and I can’t help but chuckle at his reaction. “Maybe,” he finally says.


He’s serious again as he adds, “But only worth considering when our situation is more stable and secure.”


I nod, understanding his point. Whether a baby is in our future or not, we have a league to build and a cover to craft. And I’m going to make damn sure it’s the best one out there—for Mark.
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Chapter 17: The Loyalty Trap


Back at the lair, I walk in on Mark and Dr. Mind in the thick of an animated conversation. From the outside looking in, they’re the spitting image of two supervillains concocting a diabolical scheme—and in a way, they are, which sends a ripple of amusement through me.


“What’s brewing, boys?” I ask, cocking a hip and smirking at their secretive air. “Has Dr. Mind cracked the code to fix Mystique Mirage?”


Before they can answer, Mark’s command slices through the tension. “Kat, get naked,” he says, and it’s not a request. A moment of surprise flickers through me, but it’s swiftly extinguished by the eagerness to please that now comes as naturally as breathing. With a thought, my clothes vanish into the ether, leaving me gloriously naked before them.


Mark’s eyes roam over my exposed skin, a predator’s appreciation in his gaze—and I note Dr. Mind is similarly entranced. “Make your tits bigger,” Mark commands next, and I comply without hesitation. My breasts swell, growing heavy and more voluptuous with each second, pushing the boundaries of what’s natural. If I were free from his influence, I’d be disgusted, but instead, there’s a twisted pride in fulfilling his desires.


Once they’ve had their fill of the show, I ask with a wry tilt of my head, “Satisfied?” Mark nods, and so I let my body revert to its usual form. My tone is light, almost playful as I observe, “You’re really enjoying your power over me, now, aren’t you?”


Mark’s grin is unrepentant as he responds, “I am. I’m done letting my outdated sense of morality stop me from enjoying myself.”


I can’t help but wonder if Dr. Mind has something to do with that and if he is a bad influence, but then again, does it change anything for me? Much like Sienna when she was under my command, or when I was under Dr. Mind’s thrall, who in turn was under Mark’s, my only concern is fulfilling his desires, no matter where they are coming from. I realize this could be a problem—or an opportunity. Each member of Mark’s loyal club could, in theory, nudge him toward wanting things that give us some semblance of control. Our loyalty to him may be uniform, but our definitions of what’s good for him are not. Perhaps my vision of keeping Mark safe includes ensuring my brainwashed colleagues don’t manipulate him too far astray.


I’m about to pull Mark aside for a private chat when it hits me like a bolt of lightning—Dr. Mind, for all his villainy, is a damn genius, and he’s got the same hardwired drive to protect and serve Mark that I do. If we’re going to hash out the messy web of influence we’ve found ourselves in, having him in on the conversation is a no-brainer. He’ll see the angles we don’t.


“Mark, Dr. Mind,” I start, leaning against the cool metal of the lab table, “I think we’ve got a bit of a situation brewing. Everyone’s loyalty to you, thanks to the ray… it’s shaping up to be a double-edged sword.”


Mark’s brows furrow, and I continue, “We’re all wired to please you, right? But what ‘pleasing you’ means can be twisted six ways to Sunday depending on who’s doing the twisting. We could end up pulling you in a dozen different directions without even realizing it.”


Dr. Mind strokes his chin, the picture of contemplation. “Katrina raised an interesting problem,” he concedes. “Indeed, my own desire to delight you could inadvertently steer your decisions.”


I watch Mark groan in frustration, the weight of leadership heavy on his shoulders. “This is just like what Mystique Mirage did, isn’t it?” he says, running a hand through his hair. “Without meaning to, or maybe she did… Doesn’t make much difference…”


Dr. Mind interjects with a calming tone. “Mark, at the end of the day, you are not under the effects of any mind control. You are free to make your own decisions. If you find yourself influenced by one of the girls, or by me, it will be the old-fashioned way—because you would have allowed it.”


Mark pauses, his eyes flicking between Dr. Mind and me. “Still, we should be careful,” he finally says. “From now on, I want everyone to refrain from projecting their personal visions of right and wrong on me. I’ll take some time with each of you, alone, to understand what your own vision of loyalty sounds like.”


I smile, a little reassured. “That’s wise,” I say, and I mean it. Anything that keeps him safe and keeps us on the right track is good by me.


Mark looks relieved by our support but is quick to add, “Don’t hold back on telling me the hard truths, though. If you think I need to hear it, say it. But if you’re going to try to sway me, I want it out in the open, with everyone present. That way, I can hear different points of view.”


Mark seems to shake off the earlier discussion as if it were water from a duck’s back and turns his attention to me. “Kat, what Dr. Mind and I were just discussing is his… ‘needs’,” he explains, the word ‘needs’ hanging in the air with a weight that implies something more intimate.


A frown creases my brow as I turn to face the old gentleman supervillain. I give Dr. Mind a silent, piercing stare. The idea of him asking for rewards when we should all be focused on pleasing Mark doesn’t sit well with me. I remember him assuring me he wouldn’t broach such subjects with Mark unless it was certain to please him. This feels like a contradiction, a deviation from the path the ray’s effects should have ingrained in him.


Mark, noticing the tension, is quick to clarify. “Kat, relax. Dr. Mind hasn’t asked for anything. We got onto the topic while talking about the sex I’ve been having, and I was the one who asked him about his own desires.”


I relax slightly, my gaze softening as I listen to Mark. He chuckles, a hint of mischief in his eyes as he ogles me. “I want everyone to be happy here. And I know that sex can be an important part of that happiness,” he says with a grin that has the heat rising to my cheeks. “I’m speaking from experience, after all.”


Mark leans back against a console, his casual demeanor never wavering. “Thanks to Dr. Mind’s ray, I could provide everyone with partners for their own personal use, as long as those partners are loyal to me first. And as long as the current members of our league,” he adds with a smirk, his eyes locked onto mine, “remain available for my own relief.”


Understanding the direction of the conversation, I nod in agreement. It’s surprising to find myself not only accepting but also grateful for the ways Mark is considering our wellbeing. The thought of having other women at my beck and call sends a thrill down my spine, as I imagine the possibilities, the taste of power, and the taste of them.


The old me, the one who wore the mantle of Volt Vixen with a fierce sense of justice, would have been appalled at the thought of using mind control for personal, sexual gratification. But that version of me is long gone, replaced by one who has reconciled with the reality of our new world order. I’ve made peace with what we’ve become. Besides, if these hot chicks feel half as good about pleasing me for Mark as I feel about pleasing him, it isn’t such a bad fate after all.


Mark catches my eye with a knowing smirk. “So, Kat, you think Dr. Mind deserves a little… personal attention based on his work for me so far? How would you suggest we provide that?”


I pause, considering the implications pragmatically. “Based on his performance under your command, he’s put in the effort. Mystique Mirage’s meltdown was unpredictable so we can’t really blame him for that,” I say, my voice steady and sure. “It seems fair that he’d be rewarded with sexual relief since he does seem to have a penchant for that kind of thing.”


The words hang in the air, and I cant help but think about how Dr. Mind has always had a leering eye for me. The thought of submitting to him for Mark’s pleasure churns my stomach, but if it pleases Mark… “If it would please you, It’d make sense for me to take care of it,” I admit, a hint of disgust buried beneath layers of loyalty.


Dr. Mind’s eyes light up with arousal at the prospect, but Mark is quick to douse the flames. “No, I don’t plan on sharing you with anyone else, not right now,” he says with a wink, and I can feel the relief flood through me.


Mark turns to Dr. Mind, his tone serious. “Is there anyone else you have in mind who could… satisfy you?”


Dr. Mind’s gaze drifts for a moment, lost in thought, before snapping back to the present. “There is a name that comes to mind, yes,” he responds, a shadow of a smile playing on his lips. “Someone who may also prove useful to you.”
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Chapter 18: A Scoof of Amnesia


Blinking rapidly, I try to clear the fog that’s settled over my mind, but it clings stubbornly, muddying my thoughts. I’m standing in what looks like an underground warehouse, the dim light casting long shadows across rows of old crates. A black woman stands before me, her wide eyes filled with fear. She hesitates only a moment before turning on her heel and fleeing, her form disappearing between the crates.


I watch her go, an inexplicable pang of loss tightening in my chest. She’s striking—even in the poor lighting, her beauty is undeniable, and there’s an allure to her that I can’t ignore even as she vanishes from sight.


Glancing down at my hands, they seem foreign to me—normal, yet not. My gaze traces the lines of the cobalt blue and electric yellow suit clinging to my body, a costume I don’t recognize. A wave of confusion hits me, and as it does, my form wavers, morphing into an amorphous, humanoid shape, a mirror to my inner turmoil.


“Who am I?” The question echoes in my head, but it’s not the most pressing concern. My attention is drawn to a young man nearby. He’s the quintessential nerd—big glasses, an awkward stance, but there’s something about him that feels crucial to me. I can’t shake the feeling that he’s important, that his desires should be my priority.


Approaching him, I ask, “Who are you? What do you want from me?” There’s a part of me that wants to ask who I am, but it feels trivial next to the need to understand him.


He looks at me, his expression just as lost as I feel. “I…I don’t know who I am…” he admits, his voice laced with confusion.


Circling the young man, I scrutinize him, searching for any flicker of recognition in the blank canvas of my memories. The intense loyalty I feel towards him is baffling, an anchor in the sea of confusion that my mind has become. His requests are silent, yet my insistence bubbles to the surface.


“Tell me, what do you want from me?” I press, my tone edged with my usual directness despite the haze clouding my thoughts.


He meets my gaze, the confusion in his eyes mirroring my own. “I… I don’t know what I want,” he stammers, clearly overwhelmed by the situation.


I can see he needs guiding, a gentle hand to steer him through the fog. “I’m not sure what’s going on here,” I admit, “but there’s this one thing I’m fucking certain of: whatever you want, I want to give it to you. It’s like… it’s what I’m here for, even if I can’t remember why.”


The young man considers my words, his eyes roaming over my vague form. Despite the amnesia, I intuitively understand that I can mold my appearance, my body shifting a moment ago evidence of it. Men usually have a thing for attractive women, right? I can’t recall where I learned this, hell I can’t even recall ever meeting another man before, but it feels like an ingrained truth.


With that in mind, my shape shifts subtly, softening into a more feminine silhouette, my features gaining definition while remaining enigmatic. I watch his reaction closely.


“What are you doing?” he asks, his curiosity piqued.


I tilt my head, a smirk forming on my lips. “Do you find me attractive?” I challenge him, the words feeling natural even in this state of unknown.


His eyes linger on me, taking in the changes. There’s a spark there, a hint of something more. It’s all the confirmation I need.


As I circle the young man, my mind a blank slate, I can’t shake the compelling need to serve him, to mold myself into whatever form he desires. His eyes are on me, expectant and silent, and I interpret his lack of words as permission to proceed.


“Do you like me like this?” I ask him, my voice carrying the usual assertive tone I seem to naturally possess, “Sexier?” I can’t remember who I am, but I know what I’m capable of, and that’s enough for now.


He swallows hard, his eyes fixed on the larger tits I’ve crafted on my otherwise nebulous form. “Yes,” he admits, and I see the satisfaction in his gaze. It’s all the incentive I need to continue my transformation.


I concentrate, feeling the strange energy within me as I redefine my curves, sculpting my ass and legs into a more appealing shape, guided by an instinctive knowledge of what men generally find attractive. When his ogling intensifies, I take it as a sign to enhance those particular features further. If he shows a hint of displeasure or disinterest, I immediately retract the change, seeking his approval with every adjustment.


Finally, when I sense that I’ve reached the pinnacle of his desires—my body now the epitome of sexual allure, an exaggerated parody of femininity with voluptuous breasts, a cinched waist, and hips that promise sin—I stop and smirk, pleased with the result.


I’m not aroused by him, not in the slightest. My thoughts drift to the black woman who fled earlier, and I can tell I found her attractive. Yet, this doesn’t concern me; my satisfaction lies in fulfilling his wants, in being his perfect creation.


Noticing the growing bulge between his legs, I address it matter-of-factly. “Do you want me to take care of that for you?” I ask, ready to provide whatever service he requires, my voice dripping with the confidence of a woman who knows she’s got the power, even if she can’t remember why.


I don’t hesitate, my hands working with a purpose to free his hardness from the confines of his pants. Taking him into my mouth feels like second nature, the shape of his cock familiar against my tongue, even though I can’t recall ever doing this before. I bob my head, taking him deeper with each motion, drawing pleasure from the way he shudders above me.


Just as I’m getting into the rhythm, the sound of footsteps signals an intrusion. Two Asian women, identical down to the last detail, rush in wearing their super costumes. Their sudden appearance does little to deter me; my focus remains on the task at hand—pleasuring this man whose name I don’t even know.


“Why the fuck is this happening here? What about Memory Doe?” One of them spits out, her words crude and her gaze fixed on us with a mixture of shock and intrigue.


I let out a muffled laugh around his cock at their confusion, the sound vibrating against him. The name ‘Dr. Mind’ they call out sounds like a bad comic book villain, and it tickles me more than it probably should. But I keep sucking, determined to bring this man the relief he’s clearly seeking.


“Do you girls wanna join or what?” he gasps out between moans, and I can feel the vibration of his words through his body.


The twins exchange a conflicted glance, their eyes darting between Mark and me. After a moment of hesitation, one of them speaks up, her voice a mix of curiosity and concern. “Do you want us to?” she asks him, her tone suggesting she’s not entirely opposed to the idea.


The twins are visibly torn, but they don’t need much convincing after the young guy I’m blowing nods. As they look at each other, they begin to multiply, creating more eager copies of themselves. Their super costumes are tight and revealing, highlighting their slender figures and perky breasts—a sight that I can’t help but find arousing, my body responding to their presence.


They approach us, hesitancy giving way to a shared desire to please. Their hands, mouths, and bodies join the fray, and soon, the air is thick with the sounds of moans, skin slapping against skin, and the scent of lust. As the pleasure builds, I find myself lost in the sensations, the electricity of my power crackling beneath my skin, unused but thrumming with potential.


Finally, the man reaches his climax, his release filling my mouth as I swallow every drop. We collapse together, a tangle of limbs and heaving chests. I lay there, panting, the satisfaction of providing what he wanted coursing through me, even as my mind remains a blank slate.


Lying there amidst the tangled limbs and satisfied sighs, I hear a crackle in my ear—a voice that’s fierce yet smooth. My head’s still spinning, but I manage a chuckle, amused by the chaos of the situation.


“What the hell is going on? Why isn’t anyone responding?” the voice demands, urgency lacing every word.


I can’t help but laugh, the sound raw and genuine. “Well, I’ve been a little tied up,” I reply, my voice dripping with innuendo. “I’ve been fucking this guy.”


Confusion taints the voice in my ear. “What about Memory Doe? Weren’t you supposed to—”


I cut her off with a snort. “Who?” I say, my gaze still locked on the guy sprawled out beside me, his glasses askew, his breaths deep and even.


“Wait… And who exactly have you been fucking?” Now she sounds not just irritated but clearly confused.


I describe him as best I can without the details that don’t matter. Truth be told, he’s not that pretty, but he doesn’t need to hear that. “He’s this nerdy dude, tall, big glasses…”


There’s a pause, a moment of silence that’s almost palpable, and then a string of curses floods my ear.


The Asian woman, now singular again, looks just as disheveled as I feel. She grabs a communicator from her costume, speaking to the voice as well. “Sienna… Seems like Memory Doe wiped their memories and took off,” she explains, the realization dawning in her voice.


I giggle again, the information slotting into place. No wonder the nerd and I can’t remember a damn thing.


“We need to bring Mark back to the lair,” the voice orders, sounding like it’s on the edge of panic.


Lair? I’ve got no clue what she’s talking about, but the name ‘Mark’ catches my attention. I glance at the nerdy guy, who frowns at the mention of the name, just as lost as I am. His confusion is almost comical, and I notice an earpiece in his ear too. Is he… Mark? Did we have some secret mission with this Memory Doe everyone keeps yapping about? The black woman who bolted… could she be the one?


The Asian super, her costume slightly torn and sticking to her in all the right places, jumps in. “I don’t know if he wants to go back to the lair,” she says, her eyes flicking to the guy beside me. “He seems pretty fucking out of it.”


Before she can finish, the voice cuts her off, the panic now unmistakable. “I don’t want to hear what he wants right now!” There’s a desperation in her tone, like she’s fighting every instinct to stay professional. “I’ll keep going with what I know he wanted. Got it?”


The cute Asian super frowns deeply at her communicator before it goes silent. She turns to the guy who’s apparently Mark, and introduces herself in a way I can’t help but find amusingly crude.


“I’m Clonica,” she says. “Here’s the deal! So, we’re all part of this freaky-ass super league you created. We’ve all been zapped by some crazy ray gun a while ago that’s made us loyal as fuck to you. It’s why this chick here,” she points at me, “and me, are so damn eager to please you. We were in a mission to catch that chick, Memory Doe, to zap her too, but it seems she zapped you first.”


Her explanation sounds absolutely batshit, but it clicks. That’s why I’ve been so focused on satisfying Mark’s every desire. It’s absurd, yet it makes an odd sort of sense.


She continues, her expression serious despite her colorful language. “We all wanna do what you want, but right now, you’ve gotta realize we’re in some fucked up situation ’cause you can’t remember shit. The best thing would be to get you back home and to see how we can fix this mess.”


She kneels in front of him, her eyes locked onto his. “So, big guy, what do you wanna do?”


He chuckles, a sound that’s somehow both endearing and exasperating under the circumstances. “Honestly? I could fucking go for some ice cream.”


Clinica clenches her jaw, her frustration palpable. She looks to me, and I can only shrug in response. If he wants ice cream, then that’s what we should do. Simple as that.


She groans, running a hand through her hair. “Fine, let’s get some damn ice cream,” she mutters, her loyalty to him clear in her begrudging agreement.


We find a staircase leading to the surface, the steps cool and gritty beneath my bare feet. Clonica, her nerves practically visible, keeps throwing glances my way. I’m still rocking the bimbo look, my curves exaggerated beyond belief, my tits jiggling with every step.


“You might wanna tone it down, Vixen,” Clonica suggests. “You’re a walking wet dream, and we’re about to hit the streets. Maybe conjure up some clothes at least, be a bit more discreet?”


Mark, chuckles, his eyes roaming over me with unabashed delight. “I kinda like her this way,” he says, a mischievous grin playing on his lips. “Who knows when I’ll want another round with her, especially after some sweet ice cream.”


His words spark a warmth within me, my body eager to comply. I want to please him, that much is clear. Clonica looks like she’s about to pop a vein, torn between her desire to keep him safe and the compulsion to do as he wishes.


“Please, at least let her wear something,” Clonica pleads, her eyes darting around the dingy staircase. “This ain’t exactly the safest part of town, and we’re about to walk into a shit show with her looking like that.”


He gives a nod, conceding to Clonica’s request, but not without adding, “Make it hot, girl. Scorching.”


With a smirk, I let my body shift, keeping the sex appeal dialed up but adding a skimpy, form-hugging dress that leaves little to the imagination. It’s the kind of outfit that screams ‘look but don’t touch’—unless you’re him, of course. Clonica lets out an exasperated sigh, but there’s a hint of relief in her eyes as we continue our ascent. If he wants ice cream, then ice cream he shall have, and I’ll be the cherry on top.


I’ve got no idea what city we’re in, my mind’s a blank slate, but even without memories, I can tell this place has seen better days. We end up standing in front of a small corner store with Mark licking an ice cream cone that Clonica has just bought for him.


The hot asian, still in her superhero getup, shifts uncomfortably as people start to notice us. Her eyes dart back and forth, taking in the stares and the smartphones coming out to snap pictures. I can tell she’s pissed about the attention, but what did she expect, parading around in a costume in a place like this?


Some of the locals start to catcall, throwing lewd comments my way, but I don’t give a damn. I’ve only got eyes for Mark, and as I sidestep closer to him, I make sure my body language screams ‘taken’.


“Jesus, can’t you degenerates take a hint?” Clonica snaps, her voice carrying that edge that says she’s two seconds away from kicking ass. “She’s with him, so back the fuck off.”


The crowd around us thickens, held at bay by the simmering threat of Clonica’s posture. Her voice breaks through, laced with frustration. “Where the fuck is Dr. Mind?” she asks us, eyeing the crowd warily. “Either of you remember what happened to him?”


Mark snorts, his humor cutting through the tension. “Not remembering much is kinda the theme of the day, isn’t it?” His chuckle is infectious, and I join in, hoping to match his mood. It’s important that he sees I’m on his side, even in this amnesiac haze.


Clonica’s eyes fixate on the rapidly dwindling ice cream cone in Mark’s hand. “This thing is like a fucking ticking time bomb,” she mutters under her breath, voicing her concern about what he’ll ask for next.


I find myself wondering why Clonica’s so on edge. The ray’s effects make it so easy, so fulfilling to give Mark what he wants. Doesn’t she feel that same rush of satisfaction from serving him?


Mark’s frown deepens, the lines on his forehead betraying his annoyance at Clonica’s palpable anxiety. “Hey, you’re kinda killing the vibe here,” he says, his voice light but the undercurrent serious. “Can you just… chill a bit?”


Clinica lets out a nervous laugh, a sound that doesn’t quite reach her eyes. “It’s just… how do you expect me to give you what you want when what you want is for me to feel something I can’t fucking control?”


He contemplates her words, taking a slow lick of what’s left of his ice cream. “Follow her example,” he says, gesturing to me with a tilt of his head, his eyes appreciating my form. I stand proudly, my shapeshifted body an exaggerated vision of desire, my dress clinging to every curve like a second skin.


Clinica looks at him, searching for clarification. “What do you mean by that?”


Mark shrugs, a simple motion that seems to carry weight. “I don’t know, do something hot. Give everyone a little show or something.”


You can almost hear the cogs turning in Clonica’s head as she processes his words. The conflict is written all over her face, but the nod comes eventually. She takes a deep breath, steels herself, and steps closer to the onlookers. Her hand moves to the zipper of her costume, poised to peel the fabric away from her body for Mark’s entertainment.


An explosion rocks the ground a few blocks away, jolting everyone into high alert. Screams pierce the air as the bystanders scatter, fleeing the sudden danger. Mark drops to his knees, covering his head protectively, while Clonica and I, driven by pure instinct, prepare for a fight.


Clinica’s body begins to blur, multiplying until a dozen identical figures form a protective circle around Mark. I feel a surge of electricity crackling at my fingertips, my body shifting, muscles tensing for combat. Despite the gaping hole in my memory, my powers respond, ready to strike. It’s a strange comfort, knowing I can fight, even when I don’t remember learning how.


Then, cutting through the chaos, an old man in a ridiculous costume struts into view, and I’m ready to pounce. But Clonica’s body language shifts from defensive to recognition.


“Dr. Mind! Where the hell have you been?” one of her calls out.


The old man offers a polite, apologetic bow. “I do beg your pardon, ladies and Mark. I’ve been in pursuit of Memory Doe, quite successfully in the end, I must say.” he announces, his voice smooth as silk.


The black woman from the warehouse steps out from behind him, looking bewildered and out of place. Before any of us can react, her eyes glow with a luminescent power.


And just like that, the fog in my brain lifts. Every memory, every detail of my past rushes back in a flood of information.


End of Book 1

To be continued…

    
    
Author Note:


If you wish to support my work or are eager to discover the next chapters before everyone else, feel free to purchase the complete ebook of The Loyalty Ray. Feel free to check my other published stories as well!

    
  
Story: Loyalty Ray
Author: Dominic H. Hugh



← 18 of 18    

What’s New ·
Titles ·
Authors ·
Categories  ·
Readers’ Picks ·
FAQ ·
The Garden of MC ·
MC Forum
Hosting generously provided by Daphne’s Fantasies

The Erotic Mind-Control Story Archive

What’s New ·
Titles ·
Authors ·
Categories  ·
Readers’ Picks ·
FAQ ·
The Garden of MC ·
MC Forum
Story: Loyalty Ray
Author: Dominic H. Hugh



← 7 of 18 →



    
Title: Loyalty Ray

Author: Dominic H. Hugh






Chapter 7 : Trouble in Paradise


As Mark steps into my lair, a place he’s never been before, I can see the curiosity light up his eyes. I greet him with a kiss, one that’s more for him than for me, but it doesn’t feel wrong. Not anymore. My hands roam over his back, pulling him close because he wants it, and I’m here to please.


Sienna’s standing off to the side, her arms crossed, her face a mask of anger and betrayal. She starts to lay into him, spewing accusations about manipulation and abuse. But with a sharp “Shut up, Sienna,” her rant cuts off mid-sentence, and she falls silent, head bowed obediently. She’s under the ray’s influence now, compelled to obey me, to want what I want.


I turn to Mark, my gaze apologetic. “This wasn’t the plan. I wanted to make her yours, but it didn’t work out that way.”


He mulls over the situation, running a hand through his hair. “So, she’s still going to do what you want, even knowing that you’re doing what I want?”


“Exactly,” I confirm, and I can see him relax a little at that.


His eyes slide over to Sienna, who’s watching us with a mix of disgust and resignation. As Mark approaches, she tenses, her frown deepening. He pauses before her and says, “Get naked.”


Sienna’s refusal is immediate, her voice laced with anger. But I’m here to give Mark what he wants, and if it’s Sienna’s compliance he desires, then that’s what he’ll get. “Sienna, do as he says,” I command, my voice firm.


Her face is a storm of fury, but she can’t resist the order. She strips, her movements sharp and reluctant. Her clothes fall to the floor, revealing the pale skin and fiery curls that cascade down her back. Her breasts are full, her nipples hard with either anger or arousal, maybe both. Her curves are more pronounced in the light, her hips leading down to long legs and a neatly trimmed pubic mound. She stands there, exposed and fuming, yet there’s a glimmer of something else in her eyes—a hint of the obedience that’s been forced upon her.


Mark’s gaze lingers on Sienna’s naked form, and I can tell he’s more than just admiring her. He turns back to me, a question in his eye. “Maybe you should explain to her what you want now.”


I understand what he’s getting at and can’t help but smirk, already a step ahead. I walk over to Sienna, taking my time to appreciate the curves and valleys of her body. I’m not into Mark, but Sienna? She’s always been able to stir something fierce within me. And I can’t help but hope Mark’s into the idea of a threesome.


“Sienna,” I start, my tone gentle but firm, “I want to serve Mark, to be whatever he wants, and to protect him from any threat. And maybe, if he’s into it, for you to join in on the fun.”


Sienna’s eyes, a mix of anger and confusion, search my face, but as my words sink in, I watch her body relax. “If you want to please and serve Mark, then I want to help you do it,” she says, her voice softening.


She lets out a resigned sigh, a glint of her old humor flickering to life. “Well, if Mark’s game, I sure wouldn’t mind joining in. I am bi, after all. Might even enjoy it more than you.”


Mark’s arms are folded as he watches Sienna, and I can tell he’s trying to piece together the situation. “Does anyone else know about… this?” he gestures vaguely, his eyes flicking between Sienna and me.


Sienna shifts, her nakedness almost forgotten in the gravity of the moment. She’s less hesitant than before, probably because she knows I want to please Mark, and because I’ve told her to obey him. “I… I may have mentioned to Clonica that Kat could be compromised,” she admits, her voice steadier than I expected. “Wasn’t specific, though. Just that she might have been hit by a mind-control ray. I was supposed to get back to her with more info.”


I feel a twinge of concern at the mention of Clonica. “We should probably make sure Clonica is on our side then,” I warn Mark. “She’s part of a big league of supers, and if word gets out…”


Sienna can’t help herself, a joke slipping out despite everything. “Mark might enjoy fucking Clonica and all her clones, though,” she says, her sarcasm tinged with a hint of seriousness. “Imagine the possibilities…”


I can feel my cheeks heat up with excitement at the thought, and I’m not ashamed to admit it. “I wouldn’t mind being a part of that,” I say, a little breathless.


Sienna looks at me, a slow smile spreading across her face. “Neither would I, honestly.”


Mark rubs his chin, clearly conflicted. “Using the ray on someone else again… I don’t know.” But there’s a gleam in his eyes as he imagines it—Sienna, Clonica, her clones, and me. “But I can’t say the idea doesn’t have its… appeal.”


Sienna nods, her determination cutting through the tension in the air. “I’ll contact Clonica and set up a meeting here,” she says, her voice steadier now, a testament to her resolve. “All you have to do is stay hidden with the ray, hit her as she comes in, and make sure Mark is the first person she sees after that. If we play this right, I don’t expect any problems.”


I give her a sharp nod of approval. I can’t help but let my gaze linger on her body; her curves are even more enticing when she’s standing there, so defiant yet so under my influence. She catches me staring and quirks a brow, a playful smirk on her lips. “Is there something you want from me, Kat?”


Her question hangs in the air, and Mark lets out a low chuckle. “What is it that you want from Sienna?” he asks, his tone laced with amusement.


For a moment, I’m caught off guard, unsure. I’m supposed to want what Mark wants, but he’s giving me the reins. “Well,” I say, my voice thick with a newfound authority, “I wouldn’t mind seeing Sienna on her knees, her head between my legs. Usually, she’s the one calling the shots, but I’d be lying if I said I didn’t want to flip the script.”


Sienna’s eyes glint with a mix of surprise and eagerness. “I’m more than receptive to that idea,” she responds, her voice a sultry purr.


Mark leans back against a console, his interest clearly piqued. “Then by all means, proceed. Just make sure I have a good view.” His words send a thrill through me, and I’m ready to take full advantage of this unexpected turn of events.


I watch Sienna, her bare skin glowing in the dim light of the lair, and I can feel the electricity crackling at my fingertips. She’s always been a force to reckon with, but now, she’s mine to command. As I approach her, I see the hunger in her eyes—the desire to please me, to do whatever I want, much like my own need to serve Mark.


“Get on your knees,” I command, my voice laced with authority. With a quick, obedient nod, Sienna sinks to the floor before me. I can’t help but shift forms, my clothes melting away and my body responding to the pleasure of control and the anticipation of what’s to come. My breasts swell slightly larger, my hips widen, and my thighs become even more toned, a physical manifestation of my arousal.


As Sienna’s mouth finds my wetness, I throw my head back, moaning at the contact. Her tongue is eager and skilled, swirling around my clit with a fervor that sends jolts of pleasure through my body. I glance over at Mark, who’s settled into a chair, his hand wrapped around his hardening cock, and I know I have to put on a show for him.


“Yes, just like that,” I groan, as Sienna’s lips envelop me, sucking gently. I can feel my form flicker and shift with each wave of ecstasy—my hair growing longer and then shortening, my skin taking on a golden sheen before returning to its sun-kissed hue. All the while, I maintain my focus on Mark, watching him stroke himself, a grin spreading across his face.


“Fuck, that’s it, Sienna,” I pant, my hands finding her head, guiding her movements to match the rhythm that I crave. Her submission to my will, her desire to please me—it’s intoxicating, and I can feel the climax building within me, a storm ready to break.


As the waves of ecstasy crash through me, my form flickers uncontrollably, echoing the intensity of my climax. My body shifts like the surface of a pond caught in a storm, my breasts swelling and shrinking, my hips widening then narrowing, my face cycling through expressions of pleasure. I ride out the orgasm, each shift bringing a fresh wave until I finally steady, panting and spent.


Looking up, I catch Mark’s smirk, his hand moving steadily over his cock. “Need any help with that?” I tease, my voice husky from my exertions.


He nods, the corners of his mouth quirking up further. I start to move towards him, but then I pause, glancing back at Sienna. “Actually, Mark, do you want her to take care of you?” My voice is thick with suggestion and newfound power.


His eyes glint with approval, and he confirms, “Yeah, I’d like that.”


Turning to Sienna, I command with a wicked pleasure, “Suck his cock, Sienna.” She doesn’t hesitate, moving towards Mark with a readiness that belies her earlier reluctance. Kneeling before him, she takes his length into her mouth, her eyes locked on mine. She’s not enjoying this as much as she did with me, that much is clear, but the desire to please me overrides everything else.


Mark groans as Sienna works him, her mouth warm and inviting. She’s good at this, her tongue swirling around the head, her lips tight as she takes him deeper. I watch, a thrill running through me at the sight. Mark’s breath hitches, his hips bucking slightly into her mouth, and I know he’s close. With a final, deep suck, he comes, his seed spilling into Sienna’s mouth. She swallows it down, meeting my gaze with a mix of defiance and submission.


Mark leans back, a self-satisfied smirk playing on his lips. “This is going to be a hell of a lot of fun, owning you both,” he says with a chuckle, his eyes roaming over Sienna and me.


Sienna’s quick to correct him, her tone firm yet resigned. “You don’t own me, Kat does.”


I can’t help but let out a laugh at Sienna’s defiance. Stepping behind her, I wrap an arm around her waist and pull her back against me. “Actually, sweetheart,” I whisper into her ear, “Mark owns you. Because what’s mine is his.”


Sienna lets out a long sigh, her body relaxing against mine as she accepts the new reality. “Fine,” she mutters, and I can feel Mark’s eyes on us, taking in the sight with glee.
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Chapter 14 : French Mask


I’m standing in front of the mirror in one of the spacious changing rooms of my lair, a knot of nerves twisting in my stomach. Mark’s right beside me, offering reassurances in his own awkward, nerdy way.


“I’m shit at accents, especially French ones,” I grumble, my reflection frowning back at me.


“Just focus on the appearance first,” Mark advises, pushing up his glasses. “You nailed it when you became the perfect girlfriend for me. Remember?”


A chuckle escapes me as the memory floods in and I’m surprised to find a warm fondness for that time, despite the twisted circumstances. The lines between forced loyalty and genuine enjoyment blur uncomfortably in my mind.


On a whim, I let my form shift. My height shrinks, my skin lightens, and freckles dust across my nose. My hair lightens to a fiery red and cuts short, framing my face, while my eyes become a vibrant green. My chest swells, the weight of my new, big natural tits a familiar sensation. I turn to Mark, my voice altering to that smooth, gentle tone I used back then.


Mark’s eyes widen, and he gulps audibly, his arousal unmistakable. “We should visit my parents again soon,” he says, his voice tight. “They’ve been asking about you.”


“And I’d be happy to hang off your arm again,” I purr, the role settling over me like a second skin.


But then Mark clears his throat, pulling us back to the task at hand. “Focus, we need Mystique Mirage.”


I nod, letting the playful guise melt away. I watch in the mirror as my body elongates, my hair bleaching to a stunning platinum blonde that cascades down my back like a waterfall. My skin takes on a subtle tan, and my eyes shift to a hypnotic blue. The indigo bodysuit of Mystique Mirage wraps around my form, hugging every curve with a shimmer that makes it seem alive. Silver filigree snakes up my sides, and an elegant mask veils my eyes, leaving just enough mystery.


“There,” I say, my voice now carrying a hint of a French accent, though it’s not perfect. “How do I look?”


Mark steps back, eyeing me with a mix of admiration and calculation. “You look like her, but can you act like her?”


I clear my throat and try out Mystique’s voice, fumbling through a few sentences. It’s like trying to tune an instrument by ear, and I’m no virtuoso when it comes to accents. I keep at it, repeating phrases, tweaking the pitch, the cadence. Then, as I string together one long sentence, something clicks. It’s like my shapeshifter’s instinct finally syncs up with my vocal cords, and I’ve got it.


Mark’s staring at me with those wide eyes of his, and I can’t help but wonder if he’s getting turned on by the sight of me looking like the hot French super. The ray’s effects make me more than willing to give Mark what he wants, but does he want this?


I decide to just fucking ask him. “So, you fancy a go with me as Mystique Mirage, or you holding out for me to switch back?” I ask, eyebrows raised. “You haven’t fucked me in a while…”


He chuckles, a blush creeping up his neck. “Tempting as it is, the memories I have of her are a bit… disturbing. I’d rather have you in your natural glory—or as my cute redhead girlfriend,” he adds with that familiar, cheeky wink of his.


I nudge Mark playfully, my lips curling into a smirk. “How about we pencil in some quality time later today?” I suggest, and I’m genuinely pleased when he nods. It’s odd, considering I’m still very much into women—something that damn ray hasn’t changed—but I can’t shake the feeling of being a little left out with all the other hotties Mark’s got his hands on lately. Not to mention, there’s this gnawing desire to please him, and sex is one hell of an efficient way to do that.


The thought hits a little too close to home, mirroring the feedback loop that trapped Mystique Mirage. A shiver runs down my spine, but I shake it off and refocus on the task at hand.


With a sigh, I step out of the changing room and into the lab, Mark trailing behind me. The sight that greets me is both ridiculous and oddly heartwarming—a dozen Clonicas, all cheering and clapping. The cute Asian has pulled out all the stops, creating a one-woman fan club just for me.


I give them a bow, slipping into the role of the French seductress. “Merci, mes chéries, your support is très appreciated,” I say, my voice a sultry purr with just a touch of French flair. The Clonicas erupt into even louder cheers, and I can’t help but feel a bit of a thrill at playing the part so well.


Sienna strides over with Mystique Mirage’s smartphone in hand, a smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. “Here you go,” she says, handing me the device. “It’s unlocked, and all her social media accounts are ready for you.”


Taking the phone, I feel that familiar twinge of adrenaline, like I’m about to step onto a battlefield. Infiltrations are nothing new to me, but this… this is different. I scroll through the phone, finding the camera app and flipping it to selfie mode. The face of Mystique Mirage stares back at me, and I can’t help but marvel for a moment at the perfect illusion.


With a deep breath, I channel all those videos I’d studied of the French beauty, letting her mannerisms and poise seep into my bones. I hit record and flash the camera my most dazzling smile, the kind that’s made for the silver screen.


“Bonjour, my adoring fans,” I begin, my voice laced with that unmistakably French lilt. “I have some très exciting news! I have decided to join a new league here in Metrotown, and I must bid adieu to my tour. Merci to all the leagues who have offered me positions, and to the wonderful supers I’ve had the pleasure of meeting. But now, it’s time for a new adventure. So à bientôt, and stay fabulous!”


I end the recording with a flirty wink, the kind that Mystique Mirage would have nailed, and cut the feed. There’s a moment of silence before the Clonicas burst into applause, and I can’t help but feel a rush of pride. Mission fucking accomplished.


Mark’s eyes are practically glowing with pride. “You did great,” he tells me, and I can’t help feeling a little victorious at the praise.


“Let’s celebrate, then” I say, morphing into the redheaded girlfriend he loves so much. I even tweak her curves a bit more, nothing too drastic, but maybe enough to tip him over the edge.


He’s struggling to keep his composure now, and I can see the heat in his eyes. “Maybe you deserve a reward for a job well done,” he muses.


I cock an eyebrow, a playful smile on my lips. “Sounds more like a reward for you, doesn’t it? But I’m feeling generous today.”


Mark laughs, a sound that’s half embarrassment, half anticipation. “I’ll gladly accept that reward on your behalf,” he says, and then, with a mischievous glint in his eye, he adds, “Now, why don’t you get naked for me?”


The Clonicas, ever the crude bunch, holler from the sidelines. “Can we join in?” one of them shouts, but Mark shoots them down quick. “Why don’t you just play with yourselves?”


They don’t need telling twice, the sounds of their moans filling the lab as they get busy with their own bodies.


I start making my clothes vanish from the rest of me, but Mark stops me with a chuckle. “Do it the right way, strip for me.”


I’m about to remind him that these clothes are just an extension of my shapeshifting self, but fuck it, I go with it. I make a show of sliding each piece off, letting the material linger at the edge of existence before it disappears completely, garment by garment.


From the corner of my eye, I catch Sienna watching, her curiosity palpable. I wonder if she’s hoping for an invite or just enjoying the show.


As I pretend to drop the last piece of my shapeshifted clothes, standing in front of Mark completely bare, I can feel his eyes devouring the sight of me in my cute redhead girlfriend form. My large, natural tits stand perky and inviting, and my freckles seem to invite touches all over my smooth skin.


Mark can’t seem to contain himself; he strides toward me and his hands are instantly on me, groping my tits, causing a moan to escape my lips. It’s not arousal that wrings the sound from me—I’m still as gay as they come—but there’s a deep satisfaction in pleasing him that I can’t deny, a satisfaction that seems to grow stronger each time. I can’t help but wonder if all of us under Mark’s command are experiencing a watered-down version of Mystique Mirage’s mental rewiring. I make a mental note to keep an eye on that, just to be safe.


Then, without warning, he pushes me onto the cold ground of the lair. I gasp at the sudden chill, a giggle bubbling out of me despite the situation. He leans down, his breath hot against my ear, and whispers, “I’m going to fuck your pussy right here, right now.”


And fuck, if that isn’t exactly what I want him to do. My body may not crave him, but the desire to obey, to please him is overwhelming. “Then what are you waiting for?” I whisper back, spreading my legs in open invitation, ready for him to claim me as he pleases.


As Mark positions himself behind me, his cock slides into my pussy with a firm thrust, stretching me in that familiar, full way that makes my body react despite my mind’s protests. The drag of his dick in and out of me, the wet sound of our fucking, it’s all mechanical, but I can’t ignore the deep-rooted satisfaction I get from knowing I’m the cause of his grunts of pleasure. It’s a twisted feeling, one that’s got nothing to do with my own desire, but it’s there all the same, growing stronger with each thrust.


He’s panting now, leaning over me, and his hot breath fans my ear as he speaks, “I want something from you, Kat.”


“What is it?” I ask, desperate to fulfill whatever need he has, dutiful and eager.


“I want you to want me,” he gasps out between thrusts. “To love me.”


His words hit me like a ton of bricks. Fuck, that’s not something I can just pull out of my ass. My loyalty to him, that’s one thing, but love? Desire? I’m not wired for that, not when it comes to him. The ray compels me to please, but feelings aren’t so easily fabricated, not even for a shapeshifter. I’m dizzy with the conflict of it as he keeps moving inside me, his cock relentlessly fucking my pussy.


I glance over and catch Sienna’s eye. She’s biting her lip, clearly turned on by the sight of us. The Clonicas are a mess of limbs and moans, fucking each other without a care. It’s a scene straight out of a fever dream. But as Mark drives into me again, I can’t think about anything else but the here and now, the way he’s using my body, the way I’m wired to please. And if that’s what he wants, goddammit, I’ll give it my best shot.
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Chapter 13 : Feedback Loop


There we are, standing around the medical bed where Mystique Mirage lays strapped down, knocked out cold but looking like some twisted version of Sleeping Beauty. Dr. Mind is hovering over her, all those gadgets and gizmos I have collected over the years humming and flashing as they scan her brain. I can tell he has brought some of his own tech too, since he’s been on Mark’s team.


“It’s quite fascinating,” Dr. Mind mutters, more to himself than to anyone else, his eyes locked on the readouts.


Mark, who’s still looking a little pale and shaky, snaps, “Fascinating isn’t the word I’d use for almost getting my mind fucked out of my skull.”


The old villain, true to his gentleman villain shtick, offers a smooth apology. “I beg your pardon. It appears we’re dealing with a feedback loop.”


Clonica, who never had a filter to begin with, demands, “How about you skip the cryptic shit and spell it out for us?”


While I keep my eyes on Mirage’s still form, Dr. Mind explains. “Mystique Mirage possesses a latent form of passive mind control. It’s not something she can wield at will, but to create her illusions, she must tap into the minds around her. It’s a two-way street; she perceives minds to project into them.”


Mark’s frustration is palpable. “We had a rule about not fucking with mind readers.”


Dr. Mind continues, unphased by the interruption. “Her desire to please you was sexual in nature, and as she aroused you, she received that arousal back, reinforcing her actions. The ray has conditioned her to seek your pleasure, creating a loop. The more she satisfied you, the more she felt compelled to continue, escalating until… well, forever.”


I stand there, staring at the unconscious super, the pieces clicking together in my head. “So, her power to please got all tangled up in her head thanks to the ray, and she went haywire trying to make Mark happy,” I summarize, my tone laced with a mix of wonder and wariness.


Dr. Mind nods, confirming the twisted diagnosis. “Indeed, that’s what seems to have happened,” he says, adjusting his spectacles with the back of his gloved hand. Clonica, true to form, swears a streak that’d make a sailor blush, and I can’t help but frown at the entire mess.


Mark pushes his own nerdy glasses up the bridge of his nose. “So, how do we fix this?” he asks, the frustration clear in his voice.


I lean in, studying the sleeping form of Mystique Mirage. “Just how fucked up is she now?” I ask, my voice tight with concern.


Dr. Mind points to a monitor that might as well be displaying alien hieroglyphs for all the sense it makes to the rest of us. “It appears she’s… fried her brain, in layman’s terms. Or rather, her neural pathways have been rewired to seek that endless pleasure in Mark to the point of no return.”


Sienna, who’s been silent up until now, pipes up with a question. “What happens if we wake her up?”


Dr. Mind doesn’t miss a beat. “She’d likely continue to seek out sexual gratification for Mark until one or both of their brains couldn’t take it anymore.”


Clonica tries to lighten the mood with a crude joke about which brain would turn to mush first, but Mark’s stern look wipes the smirk right off her face. “Sorry, boss,” she says, suddenly serious. “Just trying to cut the tension, you know?”


I shake my head, looking down at Mystique. “Great, we’ve created a sexy French succubus.” I remember her schedule. “Shit, she’s supposed to be making the rounds to other leagues tomorrow.”


Mark catches my eye and smirks. “No need for a tour if she announces she’s joined our league.”


Confused, I start to ask how the hell she’s supposed to do that in her current state, but then it hits me. He’s looking at me with that grin, and I realize what he expects. I’m the shapeshifter here.


“Guess it’s time for me to put on a show,” I say, my voice a mix of resignation and a hint of excitement. “Volt Vixen, the master of masquerade, at your service.”


Mark chuckles but then turns towards Dr. Mind with a frown. “Doc, I don’t care how you do it, but you better fix Mystique asap!”
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Chapter 12 : Breaking the Spell


I’m waiting in the main hall of our not-so-humble lair when Mystique Mirage saunters through the door. She’s a sight for sore eyes, all elegance and mystery wrapped up in one hell of a package. Her costume clings to her like a second skin, a shimmering indigo bodysuit that seems to ripple with every movement, as if her very presence is an illusion. It’s accentuated with silver filigree that traces up her sides, highlighting her curves in a way that’s damn near hypnotic. Her mask is a simple, elegant design that covers her eyes, leaving just enough to the imagination while her long, platinum blonde hair cascades down her back.


“Mystique, ma chérie, welcome to our lair,” I greet her with a grin, feeling the familiar spark of electricity at the sight of an old friend. She’s got that air of French sophistication, looking like she stepped out of a high-class soirée instead of the gritty streets of a U.S. city.


“Katrina, it is always a pleasure,” she replies with a soft smile, her accent wrapping around each word like a caress. “Though I must confess, your invitation was unexpected. I have been approached by… more established leagues.” She gives a delicate shrug, her poise unshakable.


I lead her to the meeting room, the door sliding open with a hiss. “I know we’re the new kids on the block, but trust me, we’ve got potential,” I say, feeling the buzz of anticipation.


Inside, Mark stands up from the table, his big glasses almost comically large on his face and that nerdy charm turned up to eleven in his awkwardly fitted suit. “Mystique Mirage, it’s an honor,” he says with an earnestness that’s borderline adorable. “I’m Mark, co-founder and investor of what we’re hoping will become the next big thing in super leagues.”


Mystique extends a hand, her movements still graceful despite the informal setting. “Enchantée, Mark. Your vision for this league is… intriguing,” she says, her gaze flickering between us. “I am curious to see what you have planned.”


I cut in before Mark can nerd out too hard. “We’re aiming for power, versatility, and a dash of sex appeal,” I say, winking at Mystique. “You fit the bill perfectly, and your illusions could be a game-changer for us.”


She laughs, a sound as melodic as it is genuine. “Flattery will get you everywhere, ma chérie. But I will need more than sweet talk to be convinced.”


Mark nods, eager. “Of course, we’ll give you all the details. And don’t worry, we’ve got more than just talk to impress you.” He’s trying for suave, but the guy’s got all the smoothness of a brick wall. Still, if our little plan works as expected, it wont matter.


I slip away from Mystique Mirage with a nod and a smile, leaving her with Mark in the meeting room. Climbing the stairs, I can feel the tension in my gut, the same kind of buzz before a lightning strike. I find Dr. Mind upstairs, his eyes glued to a small monitor that’s wired to a discreet camera in the room below.


The hole in the wall is barely noticeable, but through it, he’s got a clear shot at Mystique. He’s holding his latest contraption, the new and improved ray gun, all sleek and silent. He doesn’t even need to whisper a countdown; his smirk tells me it’s go time.


Downstairs, Mark is doing his damnedest to keep Mystique occupied, talking her ear off about his big plans for the league. He’s as subtle as a sledgehammer, but it doesn’t matter. Mystique’s eyes suddenly sharpen on him, her expression shifting from polite interest to a dazed confusion.


“Mark, if it is your wish for me to join, bien sûr, I will,” she murmurs, her voice taking on a sultry note that wasn’t there before. Mark practically beams, and I can see the victory in his posture.


“And is there… anything else I can do for you?” Mystique’s words are heavy with a new intent, her body language shifting to something more inviting, more eager to please. She’s under, all right.


I turn to Dr. Mind, giving him a nod. “Impressive gadget, Doc.”


With his usual grandiose flair, he responds, “Thank you, Katrina. It is but a testament to my unparalleled genius.”


I can’t help but roll my eyes at his ego-stroking, but I can’t argue with results. Mystique Mirage, a super capable of creating flawless illusions, now stands ready to serve our cause. And if the look in her eyes is anything to go by, she’s ready to use all her assets for Mark’s satisfaction.


I make my way back downstairs, the hum of electricity under my skin a steady reminder of the charged situation. As I step into the meeting room, I catch the tail end of Mark’s awkward explanation to Mystique Mirage about her sudden and involuntary induction into our ranks.


Mystique turns to me, a playful smirk on her full lips. “Katrina, chérie, did you lure me into a trap?” she teases, her eyes alight with faux betrayal. “And here I thought we were amies.”


I tense up, ready for a fight or flight, but then I remember: she’s one of us now. She can’t be pissed, not really. “Looks like you’re caught in the web, Mirage,” I reply, my voice steady.


She chuckles, the sound rich and throaty. “I suppose I might have to suck Mark’s cock now, non?” The joke lands with the precision of a well-aimed dagger, and she follows it up with a sudden, serious tilt of her head towards Mark. “Would you like that, monsieur?”


Mark’s face turns a shade that’d make a ripe tomato jealous, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. I can’t help but laugh, breaking the tension. “I’d bet my last bolt he’d love that, Mirage. And if you need some privacy, I can make myself scarce.”


Mark scoffs, regaining some composure. “Maybe later,” he manages to get out, clearing his throat. “But right now, we’ve got a briefing to get through.”


Mark, still a bit red in the face, turns back to Mystique Mirage. “You’re essential to giving our league credibility,” he tells her, trying to regain his professional demeanor. “You’re the first high-level super we’re inviting to join.”


Mystique finds that more than amusing, and she glances down at her own body as if she’s just realized how it curves and swells in all the right places. “Ah, I see,” she purrs. “You are also recruiting based on looks, n’est-ce pas?”


Mark’s blush deepens, and he stammers for a moment before recovering. “It’s not just about attractiveness. It’s about protecting me and my… new assets.”


With a playful giggle, Mystique Mirage runs her hands provocatively over her ample breasts, which strain against the fabric of her suit. Her powers kick in, and suddenly erotic moans fill the air, accompanied by vivid images of her body in various states of undress. “Like these assets?” she teases, her eyes locked on Mark.


I watch, a frown pulling at my lips. I’m conflicted. On one hand, Mirage seems pretty goddamn eager to please, using her powers to create a sensual display that’s obviously working on Mark. On the other, I’ve got orders to keep this meeting on track, and right now, we’re derailing faster than a bullet train. With a throat-clearing cough from me, Mirage halts her display, and the room returns to normal.


Taking a moment to adjust himself, Mark quickly switches gears back to business. “You’ve met a lot of supers on your league tour. We’re hoping you can introduce us to more—bring them in,” he says with a forced steadiness.


Mystique smiles coyly, her voice dripping with implications. “I’d have no problem bringing in some hot, and of course, powerful supers,” she assures him. “Is that why I am the first to be recruited, monsieur?”


I jump in before Mark can respond, my tone matter-of-fact. “Technically, Clonica’s our first recruit. But I can tell that you’re going to be a great second.”


Mark nods at Mystique Mirage, his voice steady despite the earlier fluster. “Vixen will provide you with the list of supers we’re targeting,” he explains. “But it’s crucial you keep the… nature of your recruitment to yourself.”


Mystique’s lips curl into a mischievous smile, and she leans forward, her breasts pressing against the tight fabric of her suit. “I would never do anything to deprive you of your new toy,” she purrs, her gaze fixed on Mark, obviously referring to herself.


I’m standing there, trying not to let my unease show. The first time I came to Mark, spilling out my newfound loyalty, there was a part of me that was eager to please him in any way he desired. But watching Mystique now, I can’t shake the feeling that her eagerness is cranked up to an eleven. She’s always been a seductress, using her charm like a weapon, but this… this is something else.


As if on cue, Mystique turns to me, her smile as intoxicating as a fine wine. “I will wait with anticipation for your list, ma chérie,” she says. Mark chimes in, “While your loyalty is to me, you’ll be working under Vixen’s command for this operation.”


Mystique’s laugh is light, tinged with seduction. “Quelle chance, Katrina,” she teases, tossing me a wink. “I seem to remember you have a penchant for beautiful women, oui?”


The room seems to grow hotter, and I feel a tightness in my chest that’s got nothing to do with my suit. The thought of ordering Mystique to her knees, to see her between my legs, sends a jolt of electricity down my spine. I shake off the thought; there’s a time and place, and this ain’t it.


As Mark turns to leave, Mystique Mirage’s eyes feast on him with an intensity that’s hard to ignore. He pauses, sensing her gaze, and turns back with a question that hangs heavy in the air. “Would you like to join me in my bedroom?” he asks, his voice a low murmur.


Mystique Mirage responds with an innocence that’s anything but, her eyes twinkling with mischief. “Would you like me to join you in your bedroom?” Her powers activate, and the room is suddenly filled with erotic images: visions of her naked, writhing body; her lips wrapped around a cock; her hands bound as she’s taken from behind. The illusions are vivid, leaving nothing to the imagination, and it’s clear she’s more than willing to indulge him.


Mark’s gaze flickers to me, and I lean back against the wall, a smirk playing on my lips. “Do you want me to join as well?” I ask clearly, shifting my form subtly, enhancing my curves in a futile attempt to compete with Mystique’s allure.


He hesitates for a fraction of a second before his eyes lock with Mystique’s, who bites her lower lip in anticipation. “Vixen, you have work to do,” he says, his voice firm.


I watch them leave, Mystique Mirage’s hand sliding around Mark’s arm, pressing her body against his side. A twinge of something—jealousy, maybe?—tugs at my chest, and I have to admit, there’s a part of me that’s not thrilled about it. But as they disappear from view, there’s a warmth that spreads through me, thinking about Mark getting the relief he craves. I have to thank the damn mind control ray for making me feel good about his satisfaction.


I step back into the living room of the lair, my eyes instantly drawn to the peculiar sight before me. Two identical figures, both Clonica, are hunched over a chessboard, their fingers deftly moving pieces in a silent battle of wits. My eyebrow arches in curiosity; it’s not every day you see someone playing chess against themselves in such a straightforward way.


One of the Asian supers glances up, catching my intrigued gaze. “Each Clonica is her own person once we split,” she explains, her voice laced with her usual raw vulgarity. “It’s fucking handy for shit like this. We play, we learn, and when we merge back together, we remember it all.”


The other clone adds with a sly grin, “It’s also kick-ass for sex, as you might have noticed.”


I chuckle, can’t help but be curious about the mechanics of it all. “So how do you know which one of you is the original? And how long can you Clonicas exist apart before you start going all Sybil on us?”


They both shrug in unison, a mirrored gesture that’s almost comical. “There’s no ‘original’ as far as we can tell,” one says. “We can stay separate indefinitely, but we’d start to differ more over time with different experiences. We don’t usually let it get to that point.”


“Speaking of,” I ask, leaning against the wall with a casual air, “are all Clonicas accounted for?”


The atmosphere shifts, a hint of somberness slipping in as they recount the tale. “Ten years ago, one of us, during some rebellious teen phase, fucked off and never came back. We figure she’s dead since we haven’t heard squat.”


Dead or not, it’s a hell of a thing to consider—the idea of a part of you wandering out there, living a life, dying a death, all separate from the you that’s standing here. It’s the kind of shit that can give you an existential crisis if you think too hard on it.


The unmistakable cacophony of sex spills out from the bedroom adjacent to the living room, where I’ve just been chatting with the Clonicas. Moans, groans, and the rhythmic sound of flesh slapping against flesh make it unmistakably clear what’s happening beyond the thin wall. The noises multiply, echoing around us with such intensity and variety that it’s impossible to believe they’re all coming from just Mark and Mystique Mirage.


The two Clonicas exchange a knowing glance and chuckle. “Seems like the newcomer’s fitting in,” one comments, her eyes sparkling with mischief.


The other doesn’t wait for me to chime in, her voice teasing as she adds, “Sounds like Mark’s fitting inside Mystique Mirage quite nicely.”


I shoot back a jest, but there’s an edge of discomfort in my tone. “Yeah, but she’s maybe a tad too… dedicated for my taste…”


One clone cocks her head, her eyes narrowing slightly. “You reckon she’s fucking with us somehow? Despite getting zapped by the ray and all that shit?”


The second Clonica pipes up, her tone curious. “You think the new ray Doc cooked up might be a bit too… efficient?”


I pause, my ears picking up a sound that cuts through the symphony of sex coming from the bedroom next to us. A scream? No, it can’t be—not with all that pleasure-filled noise. But then I see it, one of the Clonicas cocking an eyebrow, her attention snagged by the same thing. The other Clonica, oblivious, makes her move on the chessboard, then looks up, catching the alarmed expression on her twin’s face and mine.


“What’s up with you two?” she asks, just as the sound comes again, unmistakable this time. It’s Mark, and it’s definitely not a moan of pleasure.


We don’t hesitate, the three of us. I bark into my communicator, “Sienna, get your ass here, now!” and we’re moving, charging towards the bedroom. The door bursts open under our combined force, and we’re hit with a scene that’s straight out of some twisted, erotic fever dream.


The bedroom has transformed into a tropical beach, but not one you’d ever want to vacation on. Every element of the landscape is constructed of writhing sexual organs—palm trees with phallic trunks and leaves that quiver like clits in the breeze, the sand a mosaic of flesh, waves crashing with the wet slap of skin on skin. The air is thick with a chorus of moans so loud, it’s a wonder the entire lair isn’t vibrating.


At the center of this carnal chaos is Mystique Mirage—or rather, an army of her—all on their knees, surrounding a wide-eyed Mark. They’re a desperate sea of Mirages, each one begging, pleading to serve him, to drown him in more pleasure, their voices laced with insatiable need.


“Please, monsieur, let us make you feel good,” they cry, each clone a mirror of desire.


Mark looks like he’s two seconds from being swallowed whole by the illusions, and it’s up to us to snap him back to reality.


Despite the gravity of the situation, I can’t deny the surge of arousal that courses through me, the environment tickling at the edges of my desire. But is it me, or Mirage’s powers worming their way into my mind?


The Clonicas and I stumble through the phantasmagoria, the real furniture of the bedroom colliding with our limbs, sometimes taking on the form of Mirage’s sexual beach, other times invisible beneath the veil of her powers. We finally reach the horde of naked French seductresses crowding around Mark, only to find that each Mirage we lunge for is nothing but a mirage, vanishing at our touch.


“Got the bitch!” one Clonica exclaims, and we converge on her. I reach out, my hand closing on the real Mirage’s flesh, and with a surge of my super strength, I knock her out cold.


Her illusions wail at us in a final, erotic display of near cosmic horror, then fade, leaving us standing in Mark’s actual bedroom. It’s a mess—clothes strewn everywhere, bedsheets twisted. Clonicas stand scattered, gawking at the sudden return to reality. I’m towering over Mystique Mirage’s unconscious body, and there’s Mark, naked and gasping for breath, trying to regain his bearings after the ordeal. It’s over, but the echo of that moaning beach lingers in my ears.


One of the Clonicas, tucked away in a corner, snaps her attention to Mark. “You alright, boss? What the fuck was that all about?” she demands, her tone sharp with concern.


My gaze is locked on the still form of Mystique Mirage. I’m kicking myself internally, my instincts had been screaming that something was off with that French bitch. Should’ve listened, I think, my gut churning with a mix of anger and confusion.


Mark, still catching his breath, pieces his thoughts together. “At first, it was all good, hot even,” he begins, his voice shaky. “But after I came the second time, she… she wouldn’t stop. She kept conjuring up these visions, more intense each time, to get me ready again.” He swallows hard, the fear still evident in his eyes. “I felt like I was losing my fucking mind. It was like she was in there, poking around, making me crave her endlessly. And the more I wanted her, the more she cranked it up, until I couldn’t take it anymore. I just remember screaming as I felt my sanity slipping away.”


Sienna, my fiery redhead assistant, is now standing under the doorway, her eyes wide as she takes in the scene. “Something’s not right,” she says, pointing out the obvious. “Something must’ve gone wrong with the ray.”


Pissed off and on edge, I snap, “Where the hell is Dr. Mind?” My voice echoes in the now silent room, the urgency clear. Something’s fucked up, and we need answers, fast.
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Chapter 11 : Heroes, Villains and Cereal


I wake up with a pounding in my skull that feels like I’ve been hit with my own damn lightning bolt. Groaning, I stumble out of bed and drag my ass to the kitchen for some coffee, hoping it’ll zap me back to life. Clonica’s already there, nursing a cup of joe and munching on pastries like it’s the end of the world.


As soon as she sees me, Clonica grins, her mouth full. “Looks like you’ve got a case of the brain-fucks too, huh? Must be that damn ray gun hangover.” She’s always had a way with words…


She smirks, licking some pastry filling off her finger. “Oh, he’s up, alright,” she says with a wink. “But still in bed, if you catch my drift.”


I pour myself a cup of coffee, noticing the lack of Sienna’s usual early bird routine. She’s always been the one to make sure I start my day with a decent breakfast, and I feel a twinge of sadness realizing she’s not just out from under my thumb, but now directly under Mark’s. It’s like losing a piece of my morning ritual.


“Sienna’s with him, isn’t she?” I ask, though it’s more of a statement. “Fucking him?”


Clonica’s grin widens. “Like a champ. She went to wake him up with her mouth. Seems pretty damn eager about it, too.”


I raise an eyebrow at her. “And why aren’t you in there, joining the party? Not like you to pass up on a good time.”


She leans back, a playful glint in her eyes. “Who says I’m not?” she teases.


As I rub the sleep from my eyes and try to shake off the headache, I can’t help but feel the pull of my loyalty to Mark. “Should I… go join them?” I ask, half out of duty, half out of a desire to be where the action is.


Clonica, with a mouthful of pastry, waves a hand dismissively. “Trust me, sweetheart, that room’s got more tail than a pet store. I doubt there’s room for you to even breathe in there,” she says, and I can tell she’s only half-joking.


Slightly frustrated but weirdly okay with it, I grab a croissant from the basket and take a big bite. I’m just realizing that knowing Mark’s getting his rocks off has a strange way of making me feel content, even if I’m not the one doing the pleasing.


Just as I’m pouring myself another cup of coffee, Dr. Mind strolls into the kitchen like he owns the place, which is a fucking weird sight to see. “Good morning, ladies,” he greets us, with that polished accent of his that makes everything sound like a royal decree.


Clonica and I exchange a look before we return the greeting, the air thick with the oddity of having a former supervillain casually searching for breakfast among us.


He chuckles, pulling out a box of cereal from the cupboard. “I must say, the young master does seem to be having quite the delightful morning,” he says, and even though his words are light, there’s a weight behind them that tells me he’s still adjusting to this new reality.


I frown, the weight of reality sinking in. “You’ve been careful, right? No one can trace you back here?” I ask Dr. Mind, the paranoia gnawing at me despite the absurdity of the situation. The old man just chuckles, clearly amused by the idea.


“My dear, your lair is the absolute last place anyone would expect to find me. I assure you, my escape was meticulous,” he replies, his confidence almost irritating.


Clonica, ever the pragmatist despite her crude sense of humor, chimes in. “We’d better keep our eyes peeled for any heat about your little ‘vacation’ from the slammer, though,” she says. Dr. Mind nods in agreement, shoveling in another spoonful of cereal.


For a few minutes, there’s nothing but the sound of us munching on our breakfast, sipping coffee, lost in our own thoughts. Then it hits me—the sheer ridiculousness of it all. I burst out laughing, and soon Dr. Mind and Clonica join in, their chuckles filling the kitchen.


It’s a bizarre picture: two superpowered women and one supervillain, all sharing a meal and bound by mind control to some average Joe who got lucky. The irony of it is just too damn funny.


My head’s still pounding like a bad hangover as I pour myself another cup of coffee, and then the bedroom door swings open. In walks Mark, flanked by a small army of sweaty and thoroughly disheveled Clonicas and one particularly satisfied-looking Sienna. They’re a mess of tangled hair and flushed skin, and it’s clear they’ve had one hell of a morning.


As the Clonicas saunter in, they start to merge back into the original, standing next to me at the counter with a satisfied smirk on her face. Her hair’s sticking up in places it wasn’t before, and her clothes are twisted in a way that says she’s been rolling around in the sheets.


Mark plops down at the table with Sienna, who’s looking more content than I’ve ever seen her. I can’t stop my gaze from lingering on her, my fiery assistant, who’s always been more to me than just a sidekick. Jealousy should be gnawing at me, but instead, there’s this strange sense of pride that she’s served Mark well.


Mark turns to Dr. Mind, who’s still polishing off his breakfast like he’s got all the time in the world. “Any bright ideas on how you can put that big brain to work for me?” Mark asks, with a hint of challenge in his voice.


Dr. Mind sets his spoon down, ready to launch into a monologue about his intellectual prowess. But then he catches himself, realizing that all his smarts don’t mean jack if he doesn’t know what Mark wants. “What is it you desire, sir?” he asks, with a deference that’s almost comical coming from someone who used to be top dog.


Mark’s smirk spreads across his face like a crackling current, and he leans back in his chair, all casual-like. “Can we make the ray gun a bit more… discreet? Smaller, maybe? Something that doesn’t look like a damn retro toy. Oh, and can you make the ray invisible and silent while you’re at it?”


Dr. Mind’s bushy eyebrows twitch, and for a second it looks like he’s about to launch into a defense of his masterpiece’s aesthetic, but he cuts himself off. He strokes his chin thoughtfully, the gears clearly turning in that big brain of his. “I’ll do my best,” he concedes after a moment, the old pride of an artist surrendering to the practicality of a craftsman.


“And what about the whole ‘having to gaze into my eyes’ thing?” Mark presses on, clearly not done with his wish list. “Can’t we skip that step? Make it automatic or something?”


The question seems to prick at Dr. Mind’s ego just a tad, but he’s quick to school his features into that placid, servant’s mask. “It’s… tricky,” he admits, pushing his cereal bowl aside. “Even if I could weave the imprinting process into the ray’s effect, it would never be as effective as the victims seeing you in person immediately after being zapped. The direct connection is essential for the loyalty to take hold.”


I lean against the kitchen counter, my headache subsiding enough to let curiosity take the wheel. “So, Mark, what’s the endgame here? How can we help?” I watch him closely, my instincts still sharp as ever despite the ray’s influence.


Mark takes a moment, his smirk lingering as he contemplates his next move. “Last night was a close call. We need to be more careful, more discreet. You and Clonica are tough as nails, but two supers ain’t gonna cut it if shit hits the fan. We need a wider variety of skills around here.”


Clonica, who’s still smoothing out her hair from the merge, snorts. “Variety, huh? I bet you’re talking about more than just combat skills.” Her voice drips with innuendo, and Mark’s confirming nod and smirk tells me she’s hit the nail on the head.


An idea sparks in my head, bright as the electricity I wield. “I’ve been chatting with some high rollers, thinking about starting my own league of supers. It’d be the perfect cover for what you’re looking for,” I tell him, the plan unfolding in my mind like a blueprint.


I turn to Clonica, who’s already eyeing me with interest. “You could leave your current gig, help me kickstart this new league. Staying here’s raising eyebrows, and we need to play this smart.”


Mark nods, clearly on board. “I like it, Kat. I want to help you make it happen,” he says, his voice gentle but determined. “Outside of keeping me safe and satisfying a few… urges, you’ve got free rein to do your thing.”


It’s a strange sort of freedom, all things considered. But it’s enough to get the wheels turning, and I’m already listing potential recruits in my head. If we’re gonna do this, we’re gonna do it big—and we’re gonna do it right.


Dr. Mind speaks up with a refined tone, “If I am to make the suggested modifications to the ray gun, we could potentially persuade even the most formidable supers to join our ranks. It would certainly cover Mark’s needs.” He pauses, a calculating glint in his eye. “And perhaps, recruiting some villains might be beneficial if we are to have a full spectrum of abilities at our disposal.”


I nod along, but Clonica’s frown cuts through the planning session. “We gotta tread lightly, people,” she warns, her voice laced with a seriousness that’s rare for her. “There are supers out there who can read minds. Don’t think for a second they won’t pick up on us being brainwashed.” She’s right, and the gravity of her words sinks in.


Mark considers this, his smirk fading into a look of contemplation. “If we turn some of those mind readers to our side, and maybe snag a couple of mind controllers, it could work to our advantage,” he muses, the wheels clearly turning in his head.


Dr. Mind, however, isn’t one to let optimism cloud his judgment. “While I have been perfecting rays that could potentially control even those with psychic defenses, I cannot guarantee efficacy across the board. Mind readers are a tricky bunch,” he admits, his spoon clinking against the bowl as he stirs his thoughts with his breakfast.


Everyone around the table shares a moment of silent understanding. The plan is solid, but the risks are as high as the city’s skyscrapers. I take a deep breath, feeling the electric charge of challenge in the air. This is going to be one hell of a ride.


Mark’s got that look in his eye, the one that says he’s done talking strategy for now. “We’re steering clear of mind readers for the time being,” he says, and I can’t help but agree. “Kat, I want you to start on that league. Get me a list of the best supers you think we can convince with the updated ray gun.” He pauses and gives me a look that’s downright serious. “They need to be powerful, skillful, and hot as fuck.”


I can’t help but let out a snort, and Clonica joins me with a laugh, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “What a shocker,” she quips, “Mark wants his own supermodel army.”


We all share a good laugh, the tension easing out of the room like air from a balloon. I’m already flipping through my mental rolodex of heroes, ticking off names and abilities, and yeah, hotness.


“I’ll get on it,” I tell Mark, feeling that familiar thrill of a new mission. It’s fucked up, sure, forming a league by playing puppeteer with the best heroes out there. But considering I’m now wired to serve the whims of a kid who stumbled into super-villainy, things could be a hell of a lot worse. Mark’s not out to hurt anyone beyond his growing harem, and hell, this league could actually do some good around town.


Time to get to work.

    
    
Author Note:
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Chapter 10 : Mastering the Mastermind


As dusk turns to darkness, the lair falls into a stillness, broken only by the occasional sound of someone knocking on what’s now Mark’s bedroom door, followed by his gruff demand for privacy. With no news from him, we all eventually retreat to our respective rooms for the night. I find myself in one of the guest rooms, feeling an odd dislocation in my own lair, but if Mark wants solitude, I’m damn well going to give it to him.


Brushing my teeth, I’m suddenly on high alert as I hear a sound from the bedroom. Toothbrush in hand, I morph into a more combat-ready form, ready to pounce at a moment’s notice. I barely register the figure in the room before a familiar beam of light hits me, my eyes tracking the dancing particles as they settle.


Dr. Mind stands before me, his aged appearance belying a keen intellect. His hair, a distinguished silver, is swept back neatly, and his glasses rest on the bridge of his nose, catching the light as he smirks at me. The usual white lab coat he wears is pristine, contrasting with the dark leather gloves fitted snugly on his hands.


“Did you really think I’d let our last encounter be the end, Volt Vixen. Or should I call you Katrina?” His voice is smooth, almost charming, but the gleam in his eye is pure triumph. “I was so certain I had you with my ray last time. But no matter, you’re mine now.”


A frown creases my brow as I realize he’s right. The urge to please him is overwhelming, as if it’s been etched into my very being. But then, Mark flashes across my mind and a surge of conflict roils within me. I no longer feel the loyalty that had been so strong, replaced by a sense of disgust at the memories of what I’ve done for him, despite my natural inclinations. Yet, there’s a niggling thought that maybe it wasn’t all bad—that I actually had some good times with him.


I can’t help but let out a laugh, looking at Dr. Mind. “Well, aren’t you the cat that caught the canary? You’ve got me. I want what you want, and it seems you’ve got exactly that.”


He adjusts his glasses, his expression one of refined satisfaction. “My dear, let’s not dwell on the past. We have a future to build. Together.” His gentlemanly demeanor is almost convincing, but we both know the truth—his ray has made me his puppet, and for now, I can’t resist the strings.


As I stand there, toothpaste frothing at the corner of my mouth, a strange sense of déjà vu washes over me. It’s almost comical how quickly my invincible self has been flipped on its head… again.


“Dr. Mind,” I begin, spitting into the sink and wiping my mouth, “you should know, your ray actually did work on me the first time around. But, see, I… kinda fell for Mark, one of your hostages at the time.”


His laughter fills the room, rich and full of genuine amusement. “My, my, that’s quite the twist. The man has been exceptionally lucky, and apparently quite shrewd to evade capture this long.” Dr. Mind strokes his chin thoughtfully. “I’ll give him that. And I suppose I should be grateful; it simplifies matters for me considerably. I might not even punish him too severely for his interference.”


I’m surprised to find myself feeling a twinge of relief at his words, even though I’m aware I could snuff out Mark without a second thought if commanded.


“There’s also the matter of Clonica. One of her copies is here, bound to Mark,” I report dutifully, my newfound loyalty dictating my actions.


Dr. Mind chuckles, a low, knowing sound. “Ah, I’ve already addressed that little complication.” He turns and calls out, “Clonica, darling, come here.”


The door swings open, and in struts Clonica with her characteristic swagger, a smirk on her lips. “Looks like I’m the hot potato, passing from hand to hand,” she quips, her voice laced with her usual crass humor.


Before I can respond, Dr. Mind interjects, “I’ve been informed the other Clonica is out playing hero. She won’t return until it’s too late.” The clone at our side nods in confirmation, her smirk unwavering.


“And Sienna?” I add, feeling the need to lay all the cards on the table. “She’s under my influence thanks to the ray. But she’s no threat; she’ll do anything I want, even if what I want is controlled by someone else.”


Dr. Mind nods, his expression one of approval. “Excellent. Then it seems we have everything in order. Your loyalty is most appreciated, Katrina, or should I simply call you Kat now?” His tone is polite, the epitome of a gentleman, yet behind that civility, we both understand the gravity of his control.


I can’t help but chuckle at the absurdity of it all. “You can call me whatever the fuck you want,” I tell Dr. Mind with a wry smile. “I’ll be more than glad for it.”



Dr. Mind nods, a sinister amusement in his eyes, and declares, “Then Whore it is, for all the pain you’ve caused me.” He launches into his tale of escape from supermax, pride swelling in his voice. “Even stripped of my gadgets, I’ve proven that the mind is the greatest tool. Those simpleton guards never stood a chance against classic hypnosis.”


Clonica and I exchange a glance, knowing full well that stroking his ego is the game we’re playing now. We feed into it, nodding and hanging on his every word as if they’re gospel.


His gaze sweeps over me, and he commands, “Strip, Whore.”


Without hesitation, my clothes vanish, and I stand there naked, the cool air of the room making my nipples harden. It’s almost routine now, the way these guys demand I get naked, but there’s a part of me that’s fucking thrilled to oblige because of that stupid mind ray. I don’t mind, of course, I don’t…


Clonica, ever the crude one, pipes up, “Should I get in on this action too?”


Dr. Mind waves her off, “Not now. I have a score to settle with our dear Vixen.” His eyes fix on me as he unzips his pants. “Get on your knees and show me how a Whore pleases.”


And so I do. I kneel before him, taking his aging cock into my mouth. I’m not thrilled to be sucking him off; he’s a man, I’m a dyke, and he’s not exactly my type. But it’s not about what I want. It’s about pleasing him, and damn if I don’t want to do that.


I’m working my mouth around Dr. Mind’s shaft, my tongue swirling, when suddenly there’s a fucking commotion behind him. A blast of light slams into the old man’s back, and he groans, completely thrown off.


“Mark!” Clonica screeches, her voice laced with urgency. She’s splitting faster than a cell in mitosis, tackling Mark and sending his ray gun skittering across the floor.


I pop off Dr. Mind’s dick and stand, ready to throw down for him, which is all sorts of fucked up. But there he is, looking lost as a kid in a carnival, and here I am, muscles rippling, ready to rumble. Clonica’s got Mark pinned, the poor bastard gasping like a fish out of water.


Dr. Mind is begging, “Stop, please!” and he’s looking at Mark with these goddamn puppy eyes. What the actual fuck?


Then it clicks. Mark’s got Dr. Mind wrapped around his little finger now. Clonica’s cackling, and I can’t help but smirk. “Looks like you’ve got yourself a new plaything, Mark. Doubt he’ll be as fun to fuck, though.”


Dr. Mind’s face is redder than a baboon’s ass, but he’s still got that gentlemanly tone. “If Mr. Mark desires to… engage with me, I shall endeavor to meet his needs, though I would prefer otherwise…”


Sienna bursts in, her eyes wide with confusion. “What the hell is going on here?” She spots Dr. Mind and her brow furrows deeper. “Who’s controlling who?”


I rub my temples, feeling a migraine coming on. “It’s a clusterfuck, Sienna. Mark’s got Dr. Mind. Dr. Mind’s got me and Clonica. And Clonica’s got jokes for days.”


The crude Clonica chimes in with a snort, “More like a daisy chain of domination.”


Sienna sighs, looking as if she’s ready to walk the fuck out. “Great, just what we needed. Another Tuesday.”


The Clonicas, each one straddling Mark, look over to Dr. Mind for the go-ahead, their bodies tense with anticipation. With a slight nod from the old man, they release their grip and converge back into a single form, standing beside me with a smirk.


Sienna’s confusion is palpable, and I get it, I really fucking do. My loyalty is supposed to be with Dr. Mind, but he’s all puppy-eyed for Mark now. I’m taking orders from a man who’s taking orders from another man. It’s a twisted game of telephone, and it’s giving me a headache.


Sienna catches my eye, her own expression a mix of sympathy and I-told-you-so. “Looks like you and Clonica finally get how shitty it is to be at the bottom of the food chain,” she says with a bitter half-smile.


Dr. Mind, still displaying that composed facade, turns to Mark. “What would you have us do, sir?” His voice is steady, but there’s an undercurrent of something I can’t quite place.


Mark stands, dusting himself off, the picture of determination. “I want the girls back under my control,” he says, his voice firm.


Dr. Mind explains, “The original ray, the one you just zapped me with, Mark, it’s a one-shot deal. Use it twice on someone, and you’ll cook their brains.” We all flinch at the thought. “But,” he continues, “I came prepared with an upgraded version. It realigns neural pathways without frying them. It’s what I used on Clonica and Vixen here. We can reset as often as necessary.”


Mark scoops up Dr. Mind’s fancy new ray gun from where it lies next to the old man’s still-dropped trousers. He turns the device over in his hands, clearly impressed. Dr. Mind, his cheeks still flushed from the previous events, launches into a spiel about the ingenuity of his creation, his ego somehow remaining intact despite the recent shift in power dynamics. “I must admit,” he says with a chuckle that doesn’t quite reach his eyes, “I never imagined I’d find myself on this end of the device. An odd sense of tranquility, indeed.”


Clonica, Sienna, and I can’t help but let out a laugh at the irony of it all. We’ve all been on the receiving end of that ray more times than we’d care to admit.


Mark points the gun at Sienna, who’s frowning now, a mix of annoyance and resignation on her face. “You’re shitting me, right? I’m already doing Vixen’s bidding happily here,” she protests, but we all know it’s a futile argument. She’s aware that resistance is pointless; Mark only has to pull a few strings to get what he wants.


With a zap, Sienna’s body relaxes, and she looks up at Mark, a chuckle escaping her lips. “Well, at least I’m not the bottom bitch anymore,” she quips, shaking her head.


He turns the ray on Clonica next, and then finally, it’s my turn. I’m uneasy, feeling like I’m about to betray Dr. Mind, even though I know it’s what he would want—what Mark wants. As the ray hits me, my body floods with that familiar, unwelcome allegiance to Mark, and a visceral disgust for Dr. Mind washes over me. Fuck, this is one hell of a mess we’re in.


Mark steps closer to Dr. Mind, who looks up at him with a calm, almost serene expression. “You’re working for me now,” Mark states, a note of command in his voice that’s new but not entirely unwelcome.


Dr. Mind inclines his head, the picture of servitude. “I would be more than happy to employ my considerable intellect in your service,” he replies, his tone still dripping with that gentlemanly charm even as his new position humbles him.


The room is thick with a sense of victory, and we can’t help but feel a surge of gladness that the bastard is under someone’s thumb for once. There’s an unspoken acknowledgment among us that while Mark might have a hint of supervillain in him now, he’s still a damn sight better than Dr. Mind ever was. Plus, the loyalty we feel towards him is familiar, a comforting anchor in the chaos of the past few days.


Mark looks my way, and I’m more than ready to oblige. “Kat, can you provide the good doctor with the tools and space he needs to work for me?”


“Absolutely,” I reply, already thinking of the empty labs downstairs that’ll suit Dr. Mind’s brainy ass just fine. There’s a part of me that still resents him for all the shit he’s put us through, but I’m not about to whine about it. If anything, it’s a relief not having to plot revenge or worry about being under his control again.


Sienna’s eyes are locked on Mark, and I notice the shift in her gaze. There’s a new kind of respect there, or maybe it’s just the ray doing its thing. Either way, it’s a far cry from the repulsion she used to barely hide.
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Chapter 9 : The Ultimate Reward


The air in my bedroom is thick with lust, charged with the kind of raw, sexual electricity that could power a city. Mark’s sprawled out on the bed, his naked body a canvas for our debauchery. One of Clonica’s clones is straddling his face, her hips grinding against his mouth, while another is on her knees between his legs, her head bobbing eagerly as she sucks his cock. The sounds of wet, sloppy pleasure fill the room, mingled with Mark’s muffled moans.


On the side of the bed, two more clones of Clonica are wrapped around each other, their naked bodies pressed tight in a heated make-out session. Their hands roam freely, exploring each other with an intensity that’s fucking captivating.


And me? I’m right by Mark’s side, my own enlarged tits—thanks to a little shapeshifting—pressed against his arm, brushing against his skin with every breath I take. Sienna, that diligent little minx, is nestled between my thighs, her tongue working me over with a fervor that’s got me biting my lip to keep from screaming.


Pleasure rips through me as Sienna’s relentless tongue brings me to climax. I’m panting, my body still quivering with the aftershocks when I hear Mark’s breath hitch. It’s the cue we’d all been waiting for. The Clonicas immediately swarm to him, their circle tight around his throbbing cock. They take turns, their tongues flicking over the head, their hands a blur of movement as they stroke him, each one eager to coax out his release.


Sienna glances at me, a hint of reluctance in her eyes. I lock eyes with her, my gaze stern. “Do as you’re told,” I remind her firmly. She’s not under Mark’s spell, but she answers to me, and I intend to make damn sure she follows through on what he, what we, want. She nods, understanding her place, and joins the circle.


As the six of us—Sienna, the Clonicas, and I—focus on the task at hand, Mark finally tips over the edge. His cum jets out, thick ropes that we play up for all it’s worth. We make a show of it, our laughter and moans mixing as we share and savor his release, ensuring it’s a spectacle hot enough to sear into anyone’s memory.


Merging back into one, Clonica stands there, glistening with sweat, the very image of debauched satisfaction. She lets out a throaty chuckle and throws us a look that’s pure sin. “Fuck, I’ve still got a whole list of dirty positions we haven’t tried yet,” she says, her voice thick with promise.


As Sienna gets off the bed, there’s a flash of annoyance flickering across her face, but it’s quickly masked by compliance. She’s here for me, after all, and whatever I want, she’s going to deliver. Clonica, catching that same look, grins and asks her, “Heading for a shower?” Without waiting for an answer, she adds, “Come on then, I don’t usually do girls but I’m in the mood to see how well you can wash my back.” Sienna’s eyes light up with a mix of relief and anticipation at the prospect of finally getting her own release.


Left in the room with Mark, I watch him, still catching his breath on the bed. I let out a low, satisfied smirk. “So, are you happy with how things turned out?” I ask him, my voice a purr of dark amusement.


He nods, a lazy smile spreading across his face. “Yeah, I am,” he replies, then his eyes meet mine, a new depth to his gaze. “But what about you, Kat? Are you?”


I open my mouth to give him the usual line about my desires being nothing but a reflection of his. But I stop, the words catching in my throat as I actually consider his question. It’s a surprise to even myself when I admit, “You know what? The last few days have been more fun than I’ve had in years. If the ray’s effects were to wear off…” I trail off, my mind racing with the implications. “I… I might actually miss this. Hell, I might even ask to be zapped again.” I shake my head, a wry grin tugging at my lips. “Although, I’m not in any position to know for sure. Life’s a fuckin’ rollercoaster, isn’t it?”


Mark’s laugh is genuine and it eases the tension in the room. “I’m terrified of actual rollercoasters,” he admits, “but this one? I’m all in.”


I can’t help but tease him, “Yeah, you must be, landing a harem of supers like us. You’re one lucky nerd.”


He scoffs, tossing a pillow my way, “Hey, no shame in my game. Being a nerd is my superpower.”


I wince, realizing my jab might have stung deeper than intended. I’m about to make amends when his question catches me off guard. “You ever get into any of this nerd stuff? Battlestar Galactica?”


I grin, playing along. “I’d love to check it out.”


But he’s not buying it, his frown deepening. “Because I want you to, or because you’d actually enjoy it?”


I pause, the answer not as clear-cut as I thought. The silence stretches until he groans, rising from the bed, leaving me alone with my thoughts. Naked and conflicted, I stand and rush after him, shifting into that ‘perfect girlfriend’ look we’d decided on earlier—short red hair, green eyes, and freckles.


“Mark,” I call out, my voice now dripping with that sweet, honey-like quality. “Whether it’s the ray speaking or not, making you happy makes me happy. So why worry about the why?” I give him a playful wink, letting him know that, for now, his desires are my desires.


I watch Mark’s shoulders slump as he tries to express the whirlwind of emotions he’s grappling with. “I mean, I’ve had the most incredible sex with the most powerful and beautiful women in town,” he confesses, his voice a mix of wonder and concern. “But at the end of the day, you’re all here because of that damn ray. You don’t love me by choice.”


I chew on my lip, considering his words before replying. “You know, I think I might actually love you anyway, even without the ray’s effect.” It’s a bold statement, and I’m not entirely sure where it comes from.


Mark scoffs, his skepticism written all over his face. “Come on, Kat. Without the ray, you wouldn’t have given me a second glance. And let’s not forget, you’re into women. At best, we’d be friends—platonic friends.”


We’re in the thick of our disagreement when Sienna and Clonica step out from the bathroom, their smiles wide, especially Sienna’s, who seems to radiate post-orgasmic bliss. They pause, sensing the tension in the room. Mark’s gaze flickers toward them before he shakes his head, “I need some time alone,” he mutters and starts to leave.


Sienna, ever the outspoken one, can’t help but comment. “Always so dramatic, isn’t he?”


Before she can finish, Clonica and I simultaneously give her a silencing glare. “Not another word,” I warn her, my loyalty to Mark, ray-induced or not, kicking in. “He’s had a lot to process, and we should respect that.” Sienna’s mouth snaps shut, and she nods, understanding the unspoken rule between us—Mark’s well-being comes first.


Clonica, with her usual lack of filter, chimes in, her voice dripping with crude humor. “Our situation might seem more fucked up than Mark’s, but at least our brains are wired to accept it without all that moral hand-wringing. All we gotta worry about is keeping his dick happy,” she says with a snort. “Meanwhile, Mark’s gotta deal with the fact he’s got three hot pieces of ass at his beck and call.”


Sienna pipes up, a playful smirk on her lips, “Well, technically, he’s only the owner of two. I belong to our dear Vixen here, not Mark.” She points at me, her eyes glinting with mischief.


I can’t help but laugh, a mix of frustration and amusement bubbling up inside me. “He’s the owner of two and a half, I’d say. Since I’m under his spell, and you’re under mine, Sienna. That makes you at least partially his,” I explain, the absurdity of the situation not lost on me.


Sienna’s sigh is heavy with resignation as she nods, her ever-present desire to please me overriding any reluctance. “Is there anything you want me to do right now? Something that’s not coming from Mark?” she asks, her gaze searching mine for an answer.


I can’t help but feel a spark of irritation at her attitude when it comes to Mark. But then, an idea strikes me—a way to assert my control and maybe get a little sweetness back into the situation. “Yeah, actually,” I say with a smirk. “There’s this shop down on Fifth, ‘Sugar Rush Confections’. Go fetch me some of their sea salt caramel truffles, will you? Like a good assistant.” I watch as her demeanor shifts, the task not dictated by Mark making it all the more appealing to her.


With a nod and a much brighter smile, Sienna heads off to get dressed and complete the errand. I turn to Clonica, whose smirk mirrors my own. “How are you holding up?” I ask her, genuinely curious about her state of mind.


Clonica’s response is as blunt as ever. “Same as you, Kat. Fucked up situation, but hey, at least we’re getting off.” We both chuckle at that.


Clonica’s communicator buzzes again, and she hesitates, giving me a look that screams she’s out of her depth. My eyebrow arches in surprise as she admits it’s the second time it’s rung today, and she’s unsure if she should answer it.


“Jesus, Eun, the last thing we need is to rouse suspicion. Answer it,” I say, a hint of panic edging my voice. “You have to act as you normally would, or it’ll look off.”


Clonica snorts, her tone laced with her typical vulgarity. “Well, it’s not every day I play fuck-doll to some random dude,” she retorts. But I’m not in the mood for her jokes.


“Cut the crap. This is serious,” I snap back. When she sees the gravity in my eyes, she pauses, mulling it over.


“Should I… go ask Mark what to do?” she muses aloud, but I’m already shaking my head.


“No, just go,” I insist, remembering the conversation I had with Mark. “He said to keep things normal.”


Without another word, Clonica splits into two. One clone stands there, still wrapped in a towel, while the other is suddenly stark naked. My cheeks flush despite myself, and I can’t help but steal a glance at her toned, bare figure.


The naked clone winks at me, a devilish grin on her face. “I’ll stick around for Mark,” she says, her voice dripping with innuendo. “Lucky for us, I can be in two places at once.”


With that, the towel-wrapped clone heads off to get dressed and play the hero, leaving me with her naked counterpart.


Mark keeps to himself all day, holed up in my bedroom—I guess it’s his now. I respect his need for space, even if the silence from that part of the lair feels heavy, like a storm cloud hanging overhead.


Sienna and I fall back into the rhythm of our day-to-day work, monitoring the criminal underworld, liaising with the authorities, and keeping the streets clean from scum. She’s focused, typing away at her computer, while I scan through the latest reports, the glow of my goggles casting a blue tint on the papers.


The Clonica who stayed behind shifts restlessly between assisting us and lounging around the lair. I catch glimpses of her sprawled on the couch, flipping through channels, or raiding the fridge, a look of boredom etched on her face. She’s like a caged tiger, all that power and nowhere to burn it off.


“Anything on the radar?” Sienna asks, breaking the quiet that’s settled between us.


I shake my head, “Nah, it’s been quiet. Too quiet.”


She nods, her fingers pausing on the keyboard. “The calm before the storm?” There’s a hint of excitement in her voice, the thrill of the unknown.


“Always is,” I reply, my eyes never leaving the screens. “Always is.”
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Chapter 15 : Loves by Design


I stride into the lair’s lab, the hum of machinery playing the soundtrack to my unexpected visit. Dr. Mind is there, of course, hunched over a workbench cluttered with tools and components. He’s piecing together some small device, no doubt for Mark.


He looks up as I enter, his eyes lighting up with that unholy mix of gentlemanly charm and supervillain cunning. “Ah, Miss Vixen, to what do I owe the pleasure? Has our illustrious leader sent you to check on my progress with dear Mystique Mirage?”


I nod, though it’s not entirely true. Mark didn’t send me, but the curiosity’s been eating at me. “Yeah, something like that. How’s it coming along?”


Dr. Mind sighs, setting down his tools with a clink. “Unfortunately, the French beauty’s grey matter has been scrambled beyond my current means of repair. However, I believe I may have an idea that could render her... serviceable for our needs.” His eyes glint with something that’s not quite hope, but maybe the next best thing.


I lean against a nearby table, only half-listening as I watch his hands deftly resume work on the device. “And what’s that you’re fiddling with?” I ask, nodding toward the gadget.


He holds it up, a small thing that could pass for an innocent remote. “A miniature ray gun,” he explains, “disguised as a garage door opener. Mark wishes to have something less conspicuous, easily carried.”


“Smart,” I mutter, though I can’t muster much enthusiasm. My mind’s churning with a heavier question. “Speaking of brains, how far does your knowledge about them go?”


Dr. Mind launches into a self-congratulatory rant about his unparalleled genius and unmatched understanding of the human psyche. I let him go on for a bit before I slice right through his monologue. “Can you make someone fall in love?”


He chuckles at that, giving me a look that’s all too teasing. “My dear, I didn’t take you for the romantic type.”


I roll my eyes, but there’s a knot in my stomach as I confess, “It’s not for me. Mark... he wants me to fall in love with him.”


Dr. Mind’s amusement fades, replaced by a more serious, calculating expression. “Love has never been my priority. Control, yes. Love, no. But for Mark...” He taps his chin thoughtfully. “Perhaps there’s a way to align your mind and heart in his direction.”


I find myself strangely excited at the prospect of loving Mark, the way my body tingles at the thought confirming the ray’s influence is strong. It’d make serving him easier, not that I’m struggling—the ray sees to that, keeping us all content in our servitude. Dr. Mind’s gaze is distant as he contemplates the challenge I’ve laid before him.


After a moment, he assures me he’ll dedicate time to my ‘little love problem’ once he’s done with his current project and Mystique Mirage’s fix. I’m about to leave, my mind racing with possibilities, when I remember something crucial.


“Wait, there’s more,” I say, turning back to him. “Mark wants me to desire him, sexually. And you know I’m all about the ladies.”


Dr. Mind laughs, a sound that’s a bit too knowing. “Love is complex, but lust? That’s simple to induce.”


My brows shoot up, surprised at his confidence. “Look, I wanna get hot for Mark, but I don’t wanna stop wanting women.”


He waves a hand dismissively. “Bisexuality is far easier to craft than flipping your sexual orientation. Besides, I suspect Mark would prefer you enjoy both. He does enjoy his… variety,” he chuckles.


I can’t help but crack a smirk, sensing a hint of something from Dr. Mind—not quite jealousy, but a desire, an envy of Mark’s position. I remember not so long ago when Dr. Mind had me under his control, right before Mark intervened, and I had the old villain’s dick in my mouth. “Maybe if you play your cards right, Mark might let you in on the fun,” I joke, then pause, realizing I might’ve just offered myself up on a silver platter.


The thought should repulse me, but instead, there’s a calm acceptance. If Mark commands it, I’d fuck Dr. Mind to please him, and that’s all there is to it.


Dr. Mind chuckles, clearly mulling over the tantalizing thought. “Do you truly believe that?” he questions, his curiosity piqued by the offer.


I nod, firm in my conviction. “Yeah, I do,” I assert, though part of me is relieved when he brushes it off, dedicated to what Mark wants above all else. “I would surely enjoy it,” Dr. Mind admits, “but only if I am confident that it aligns with Mark’s desires.”


With that, I excuse myself, my mind swirling with the complexities of my current situation. Ascending from the depths of the lab to the private quarters of my lair, I find Mark there, looking every bit the nerdy overlord in his big glasses.


“Where have you been?” he asks, his tone casual yet expectant. “Ready for today’s plans?”


He doesn’t need to say more. I know what he wants: Amber, the perfect girlfriend persona I’ve crafted for him. His parents still believe she’s real, and we’ve got a fancy dinner to attend—a weird double date with them.


Excitement bubbles within me at the thought of pleasing him, and without a word, I let my form shift. I’m suddenly shorter, my hair a vibrant red and cropped, my skin dotted with freckles, and my tits large, natural, and tempting. I’m Amber, innocent yet stunning, and the transformation sends a thrill through me.


Mark steps closer, his lips meeting my forehead in a tender kiss. “Perfect,” he murmurs with a satisfied smile. Hooking his arm with mine, we head out, ready to maintain the illusion of a perfect couple for one more night.

    
    
Author Note:


If you wish to support my work or are eager to discover the next chapters before everyone else, feel free to purchase the complete ebook of The Loyalty Ray. Feel free to check my other published stories as well!

    
  
Story: Loyalty Ray
Author: Dominic H. Hugh



← 15 of 18 →

What’s New ·
Titles ·
Authors ·
Categories  ·
Readers’ Picks ·
FAQ ·
The Garden of MC ·
MC Forum
Hosting generously provided by Daphne’s Fantasies

The Erotic Mind-Control Story Archive

What’s New ·
Titles ·
Authors ·
Categories  ·
Readers’ Picks ·
FAQ ·
The Garden of MC ·
MC Forum
Story: Loyalty Ray
Author: Dominic H. Hugh



← 16 of 18 →



    
Title: Loyalty Ray

Author: Dominic H. Hugh






Chapter 16 : Double the Charm


I’m squeezed into the booth next to Mark, his parents, Linda and Gary, sitting opposite us. Linda’s got that classic middle-class mom look, a neat bob and a cardigan that’s probably seen more church services than I’ve seen street fights. Gary’s sporting a polo shirt and a watch that screams ‘I golf on weekends’. They’re the picture of suburban cliché, and I can’t help but notice the undercurrent of disbelief in their eyes.


Linda leans in, her voice sugary sweet. “So, Amber, tell us more about how you and Mark met again. It’s just such a charming story.”


I give them the rundown, our ‘chance’ encounter at the library, with a sprinkle of embellishments. I can see it in their faces, they’re struggling to match their nerdy son to the hot chick recounting the tale. But hell, they’re trying, and there’s a sheen of pride when they glance at Mark.


Mark’s fidgeting with his glasses, clearly irritated by the insinuation that I’m out of his league. I slide my hand over his under the table, giving it a reassuring squeeze. I turn on Amber’s sweet voice, thick like honey, “Mark’s been such a gentleman, you’ve raised a wonderful son.”


Gary chuckles, “Well, we always hoped he’d find a nice girl. You, uh, you certainly exceed expectations, Amber.”


Mark’s annoyance fades a bit as I play the doting girlfriend, smoothing over the awkwardness. “He’s exceeded mine, too,” I say, looking at him with feigned adoration.


Gary’s words hang in the air, a not-so-subtle jab at Mark’s professional life. “Now that you’ve got the girl, it would be nice if you got the job,” he says, a half-hearted attempt at a joke that falls flat.


Mark tenses beside me, his jaw clenching in that way that spells trouble. Before I can jump to his defense, he’s blurting out something I didn’t see coming, something not part of the plan. “Actually, I’ve found a job,” he declares, “working for a new league of supers. Ever heard of Volt Vixen, Clonica, Mystique Mirage? They’re recruiting.”


Linda’s mouth drops open, a spoonful of her dessert forgotten in midair, while Gary’s eyes narrow, clearly wondering if his son’s pulling his leg. The silence weighs heavy, pressing down on us like a thick fog.


I can’t leave Mark hanging. The ray compels me, yes, but this is about backing him up, ray or no ray. “It’s true,” I chime in in Ambers’ voice, light but firm. “I’ve had the honor of meeting Volt Vixen and Clonica. They’re thrilled to be working with him.”


The skepticism in his parents’ eyes starts to fade, replaced by a flicker of pride mixed with confusion. “So, what exactly do you do for this league?” Linda asks, her tone cautious.


Mark’s chest puffs out, a touch of pride in his voice. “I’m an associate there,” he says, leaving it vague enough to avoid outright lying but bold enough to make a statement.


My heart races, a mix of adrenaline and frustration pumping through my veins. I’m caught between my unyielding loyalty to Mark and the instinct to protect him, to protect us. The idea of publicly advertising his involvement in the league—a league that’s not just a team of supers but his secret harem and set of sexy bodyguards—is reckless.


Gary’s skepticism is almost palpable as he leans forward, challenging the reality of Mark’s claim. “I’d love to meet these supers you’re talking about,” he says, a test in his tone.


The silence that follows is suffocating, and I know I have to say something. “It might be a bit complicated,” I start, trying to steer the conversation away, but Mark cuts me off with an eager smile.


“They could meet Volt Vixen tonight, here,” he suggests, his eyes alight with a dangerous excitement.


I can feel my frustration boiling over, but the ray’s influence is undeniable. I nod, my voice a forced chirp. “Yes, it’s possible,” I confirm, despite every muscle in my body screaming against it. Mark’s gaze locks onto mine, and I manage an awkward smile, my Amber persona nearly slipping away under the pressure. “She did say she might stop by…” I add, clenching my jaw as I prevent it from taking back its natural shape.


“Excuse me, I need to use the bathroom,” I mumble, standing up from the booth.


As I make my way across the restaurant, my mind races with the absurdity of the situation. I slip into the bathroom stall, making sure it’s empty before I let my form shift. My body stretches and reshapes, growing taller, my hair shortening and spiking up, the vibrant cobalt blue and electric yellow of my Volt Vixen suit clinging to my skin.


I step out of the stall, taking a deep breath to steady myself. This isn’t how I operate, but if it’s what Mark wants… I push the door open and stride back into the restaurant, my fiery field attitude in full force.


The murmurs ripple through the crowd as I approach the table. Mark’s parents gasp, their expressions a mix of awe and disbelief. Heads turn, cameras flash, and I can feel my cheeks burning hot with a mix of anger and embarrassment. “Please, give me some space,” I say to a bunch of eager fans with a polite smile that doesn’t quite reach my eyes. Inside, I’m fuming. I’m not some show pony to be paraded out in public, but for Mark… I’d do just about anything.


As I stand there in my Volt Vixen garb, Linda’s beaming smile is almost comical, and she eagerly gestures for me to sit down. I shake my head, the electric edges of my personality showing through the act. “Unfortunately, I can’t stay,” I tell them, “But it’s been a pleasure to meet you both. Mark has been invaluable in helping us build the league. We’re all really happy with him.”


Gary’s demeanor shifts like he’s been hit with one of my volts, his earlier doubt replaced by a father’s pride. “Always knew the kid had potential,” he boasts, “Glad to hear he’s putting it to good use.”


Mark’s grin is wide enough to split his face, and I can’t help but feel a little surge of satisfaction, his happiness somehow making this ridiculous charade worth it.


Linda, still riding the high of meeting a ‘real-life superhero’, insists I stay, “Amber just stepped out to the restroom; she should be back any minute.”


Jesus, this is both hilarious and a complete shitshow. “I’m actually expected back at the lair,” I say, keeping my tone light. “But it was nice seeing Mark out and about. I’m looking forward to working more closely with him.”


Mark plays it cool, nodding with a casual, “See you around, Vixen,” clearly enjoying the chance to show off in front of his folks.


I nod back and make a swift exit, slipping out of sight before morphing back into Amber. Once I’m sure I’m not being watched, I rejoin the table, all innocence and ignorance, feigning surprise at the excitement buzzing through the restaurant. “What’d I miss?” I ask, sliding back into the booth next to Mark.


Linda’s excitement is practically bouncing off the walls of the restaurant as she tells me, “You just missed Volt Vixen herself!”


I let out a small, surprised gasp, playing up Amber’s naivety, “Oh my gosh, really? That’s so unfortunate, but I’m not surprised. She was supposed to stop by, as I mentioned earlier.”


Gary’s gaze flicks from me to Mark, a hint of confusion in his eyes. “Funny, though,” he says with a chuckle, “Amber leaves and Volt Vixen appears. Could it be they’re the same person?”


I laugh, the sound light and airy, so different from my usual husky chuckle. It’s a delicate dance I’m doing, keeping Amber as far from Volt Vixen as possible. Mark joins in the laughter, though his is tinged with a hint of nervous energy. I wonder if he’s realized the mess he’s started.


Gary isn’t letting up, despite the jest in his voice. “Heard Volt Vixen can shapeshift, so it would make sense, wouldn’t it?” he teases.


I giggle again, shaking my head. “Oh, I wish! Imagine being the great Volt Vixen, fighting supervillains and all that jazz,” I say, my voice laced with wonder and a touch of wishful thinking.


Linda nudges Gary, a silent reprimand to stop teasing their son’s girlfriend. The tension at the table eases, mirroring the restaurant as the buzz of excitement dies down.


Gary’s curiosity about the league is evident as he turns to Mark, “So, what’s the plan with this league of yours?”


Gary’s question hangs in the air, his curiosity piqued about the league Mark and I are supposedly building. Mark shrugs nonchalantly, his voice casual as he explains, “We’re recruiting the best supers out there and looking for investors.” His words are vague, just as we practiced for scenarios we never anticipated.


But Linda, ever the inquisitive mother, presses further. “And what’s the name of this new league?” she asks, eyes darting between Mark and me.


I exchange a quick glance with Mark, both of us caught in the headlights of a question we should’ve seen coming but hadn’t prepared for. “We, uh, haven’t settled on a name yet,” I admit, feeling the tension rise.


Gary chuckles, a knowing look in his eyes as he comments, “It’s like you’re talking about a baby.”


The conversation takes an unexpected turn when Linda, half-joking, half-hoping, throws out, “Speaking of babies, have you two thought about having one?” The blush that creeps onto Mark’s cheeks is almost as red as my Amber persona’s hair.


I stare at Mark, a strange feeling bubbling up inside me. The thought of having a baby was never on my radar, but now, if Mark desires it, the idea of him breeding me stirs a warm sensation through my body. I remember his words from the day before, his wish for me to love him. I silently pray that Dr. Mind figures out how to amplify this ray-induced loyalty into genuine craving and love. It would make everything so much easier, no matter what Mark decides.


The night wraps up as we stand outside the restaurant on one of the bustling streets of Metrotown. We say our goodbyes, and Gary and Linda leave with broad smiles, impressed by their son’s stunning girlfriend and his seemingly amazing job with supers.


Once they’re out of sight, Mark lets out a deep sigh, his mind clearly on the league. “We really need to find a name for our league,” he muses, looking up at the night sky as if it might hold the answer.


I keep quiet, letting him work through his thoughts. But he catches my silence and turns to me, his expression a mix of frustration and concern. “Do you think I went overboard during dinner?” he groans.


Relief floods through me as I realize he’s inviting honesty. I gently scold him, “Mark, casually telling your parents about your links with me as Volt Vixen and the other supers… It’s risky. We’re building something that’s supposed to be secret.”


He rubs his chin, contemplating my words. “I know I got carried away, but I don’t want to hide forever,” he admits.


I let out a resigned sigh. “Well, if you want to be known to the public, we’ll have to craft a good cover for you,” I tell him, already thinking of the possibilities.


We fall into a contemplative silence, the noise of the city fading into the background. Suddenly, a question pops into my mind, and I blurt it out. “Do you want a baby?”


Mark nearly chokes on the air, his eyes wide as he stares at me. “Kat, we need to think about the moral implications,” he says cautiously, his voice low. “Breeding one of my mind-controlled supers to make me a child…”


The smirk that spreads across his face tells me he’s not entirely opposed to the idea, and I can’t help but chuckle at his reaction. “Maybe,” he finally says.


He’s serious again as he adds, “But only worth considering when our situation is more stable and secure.”


I nod, understanding his point. Whether a baby is in our future or not, we have a league to build and a cover to craft. And I’m going to make damn sure it’s the best one out there—for Mark.
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Chapter 17: The Loyalty Trap


Back at the lair, I walk in on Mark and Dr. Mind in the thick of an animated conversation. From the outside looking in, they’re the spitting image of two supervillains concocting a diabolical scheme—and in a way, they are, which sends a ripple of amusement through me.


“What’s brewing, boys?” I ask, cocking a hip and smirking at their secretive air. “Has Dr. Mind cracked the code to fix Mystique Mirage?”


Before they can answer, Mark’s command slices through the tension. “Kat, get naked,” he says, and it’s not a request. A moment of surprise flickers through me, but it’s swiftly extinguished by the eagerness to please that now comes as naturally as breathing. With a thought, my clothes vanish into the ether, leaving me gloriously naked before them.


Mark’s eyes roam over my exposed skin, a predator’s appreciation in his gaze—and I note Dr. Mind is similarly entranced. “Make your tits bigger,” Mark commands next, and I comply without hesitation. My breasts swell, growing heavy and more voluptuous with each second, pushing the boundaries of what’s natural. If I were free from his influence, I’d be disgusted, but instead, there’s a twisted pride in fulfilling his desires.


Once they’ve had their fill of the show, I ask with a wry tilt of my head, “Satisfied?” Mark nods, and so I let my body revert to its usual form. My tone is light, almost playful as I observe, “You’re really enjoying your power over me, now, aren’t you?”


Mark’s grin is unrepentant as he responds, “I am. I’m done letting my outdated sense of morality stop me from enjoying myself.”


I can’t help but wonder if Dr. Mind has something to do with that and if he is a bad influence, but then again, does it change anything for me? Much like Sienna when she was under my command, or when I was under Dr. Mind’s thrall, who in turn was under Mark’s, my only concern is fulfilling his desires, no matter where they are coming from. I realize this could be a problem—or an opportunity. Each member of Mark’s loyal club could, in theory, nudge him toward wanting things that give us some semblance of control. Our loyalty to him may be uniform, but our definitions of what’s good for him are not. Perhaps my vision of keeping Mark safe includes ensuring my brainwashed colleagues don’t manipulate him too far astray.


I’m about to pull Mark aside for a private chat when it hits me like a bolt of lightning—Dr. Mind, for all his villainy, is a damn genius, and he’s got the same hardwired drive to protect and serve Mark that I do. If we’re going to hash out the messy web of influence we’ve found ourselves in, having him in on the conversation is a no-brainer. He’ll see the angles we don’t.


“Mark, Dr. Mind,” I start, leaning against the cool metal of the lab table, “I think we’ve got a bit of a situation brewing. Everyone’s loyalty to you, thanks to the ray… it’s shaping up to be a double-edged sword.”


Mark’s brows furrow, and I continue, “We’re all wired to please you, right? But what ‘pleasing you’ means can be twisted six ways to Sunday depending on who’s doing the twisting. We could end up pulling you in a dozen different directions without even realizing it.”


Dr. Mind strokes his chin, the picture of contemplation. “Katrina raised an interesting problem,” he concedes. “Indeed, my own desire to delight you could inadvertently steer your decisions.”


I watch Mark groan in frustration, the weight of leadership heavy on his shoulders. “This is just like what Mystique Mirage did, isn’t it?” he says, running a hand through his hair. “Without meaning to, or maybe she did… Doesn’t make much difference…”


Dr. Mind interjects with a calming tone. “Mark, at the end of the day, you are not under the effects of any mind control. You are free to make your own decisions. If you find yourself influenced by one of the girls, or by me, it will be the old-fashioned way—because you would have allowed it.”


Mark pauses, his eyes flicking between Dr. Mind and me. “Still, we should be careful,” he finally says. “From now on, I want everyone to refrain from projecting their personal visions of right and wrong on me. I’ll take some time with each of you, alone, to understand what your own vision of loyalty sounds like.”


I smile, a little reassured. “That’s wise,” I say, and I mean it. Anything that keeps him safe and keeps us on the right track is good by me.


Mark looks relieved by our support but is quick to add, “Don’t hold back on telling me the hard truths, though. If you think I need to hear it, say it. But if you’re going to try to sway me, I want it out in the open, with everyone present. That way, I can hear different points of view.”


Mark seems to shake off the earlier discussion as if it were water from a duck’s back and turns his attention to me. “Kat, what Dr. Mind and I were just discussing is his… ‘needs’,” he explains, the word ‘needs’ hanging in the air with a weight that implies something more intimate.


A frown creases my brow as I turn to face the old gentleman supervillain. I give Dr. Mind a silent, piercing stare. The idea of him asking for rewards when we should all be focused on pleasing Mark doesn’t sit well with me. I remember him assuring me he wouldn’t broach such subjects with Mark unless it was certain to please him. This feels like a contradiction, a deviation from the path the ray’s effects should have ingrained in him.


Mark, noticing the tension, is quick to clarify. “Kat, relax. Dr. Mind hasn’t asked for anything. We got onto the topic while talking about the sex I’ve been having, and I was the one who asked him about his own desires.”


I relax slightly, my gaze softening as I listen to Mark. He chuckles, a hint of mischief in his eyes as he ogles me. “I want everyone to be happy here. And I know that sex can be an important part of that happiness,” he says with a grin that has the heat rising to my cheeks. “I’m speaking from experience, after all.”


Mark leans back against a console, his casual demeanor never wavering. “Thanks to Dr. Mind’s ray, I could provide everyone with partners for their own personal use, as long as those partners are loyal to me first. And as long as the current members of our league,” he adds with a smirk, his eyes locked onto mine, “remain available for my own relief.”


Understanding the direction of the conversation, I nod in agreement. It’s surprising to find myself not only accepting but also grateful for the ways Mark is considering our wellbeing. The thought of having other women at my beck and call sends a thrill down my spine, as I imagine the possibilities, the taste of power, and the taste of them.


The old me, the one who wore the mantle of Volt Vixen with a fierce sense of justice, would have been appalled at the thought of using mind control for personal, sexual gratification. But that version of me is long gone, replaced by one who has reconciled with the reality of our new world order. I’ve made peace with what we’ve become. Besides, if these hot chicks feel half as good about pleasing me for Mark as I feel about pleasing him, it isn’t such a bad fate after all.


Mark catches my eye with a knowing smirk. “So, Kat, you think Dr. Mind deserves a little… personal attention based on his work for me so far? How would you suggest we provide that?”


I pause, considering the implications pragmatically. “Based on his performance under your command, he’s put in the effort. Mystique Mirage’s meltdown was unpredictable so we can’t really blame him for that,” I say, my voice steady and sure. “It seems fair that he’d be rewarded with sexual relief since he does seem to have a penchant for that kind of thing.”


The words hang in the air, and I cant help but think about how Dr. Mind has always had a leering eye for me. The thought of submitting to him for Mark’s pleasure churns my stomach, but if it pleases Mark… “If it would please you, It’d make sense for me to take care of it,” I admit, a hint of disgust buried beneath layers of loyalty.


Dr. Mind’s eyes light up with arousal at the prospect, but Mark is quick to douse the flames. “No, I don’t plan on sharing you with anyone else, not right now,” he says with a wink, and I can feel the relief flood through me.


Mark turns to Dr. Mind, his tone serious. “Is there anyone else you have in mind who could… satisfy you?”


Dr. Mind’s gaze drifts for a moment, lost in thought, before snapping back to the present. “There is a name that comes to mind, yes,” he responds, a shadow of a smile playing on his lips. “Someone who may also prove useful to you.”
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Chapter 18: A Scoof of Amnesia


Blinking rapidly, I try to clear the fog that’s settled over my mind, but it clings stubbornly, muddying my thoughts. I’m standing in what looks like an underground warehouse, the dim light casting long shadows across rows of old crates. A black woman stands before me, her wide eyes filled with fear. She hesitates only a moment before turning on her heel and fleeing, her form disappearing between the crates.


I watch her go, an inexplicable pang of loss tightening in my chest. She’s striking—even in the poor lighting, her beauty is undeniable, and there’s an allure to her that I can’t ignore even as she vanishes from sight.


Glancing down at my hands, they seem foreign to me—normal, yet not. My gaze traces the lines of the cobalt blue and electric yellow suit clinging to my body, a costume I don’t recognize. A wave of confusion hits me, and as it does, my form wavers, morphing into an amorphous, humanoid shape, a mirror to my inner turmoil.


“Who am I?” The question echoes in my head, but it’s not the most pressing concern. My attention is drawn to a young man nearby. He’s the quintessential nerd—big glasses, an awkward stance, but there’s something about him that feels crucial to me. I can’t shake the feeling that he’s important, that his desires should be my priority.


Approaching him, I ask, “Who are you? What do you want from me?” There’s a part of me that wants to ask who I am, but it feels trivial next to the need to understand him.


He looks at me, his expression just as lost as I feel. “I…I don’t know who I am…” he admits, his voice laced with confusion.


Circling the young man, I scrutinize him, searching for any flicker of recognition in the blank canvas of my memories. The intense loyalty I feel towards him is baffling, an anchor in the sea of confusion that my mind has become. His requests are silent, yet my insistence bubbles to the surface.


“Tell me, what do you want from me?” I press, my tone edged with my usual directness despite the haze clouding my thoughts.


He meets my gaze, the confusion in his eyes mirroring my own. “I… I don’t know what I want,” he stammers, clearly overwhelmed by the situation.


I can see he needs guiding, a gentle hand to steer him through the fog. “I’m not sure what’s going on here,” I admit, “but there’s this one thing I’m fucking certain of: whatever you want, I want to give it to you. It’s like… it’s what I’m here for, even if I can’t remember why.”


The young man considers my words, his eyes roaming over my vague form. Despite the amnesia, I intuitively understand that I can mold my appearance, my body shifting a moment ago evidence of it. Men usually have a thing for attractive women, right? I can’t recall where I learned this, hell I can’t even recall ever meeting another man before, but it feels like an ingrained truth.


With that in mind, my shape shifts subtly, softening into a more feminine silhouette, my features gaining definition while remaining enigmatic. I watch his reaction closely.


“What are you doing?” he asks, his curiosity piqued.


I tilt my head, a smirk forming on my lips. “Do you find me attractive?” I challenge him, the words feeling natural even in this state of unknown.


His eyes linger on me, taking in the changes. There’s a spark there, a hint of something more. It’s all the confirmation I need.


As I circle the young man, my mind a blank slate, I can’t shake the compelling need to serve him, to mold myself into whatever form he desires. His eyes are on me, expectant and silent, and I interpret his lack of words as permission to proceed.


“Do you like me like this?” I ask him, my voice carrying the usual assertive tone I seem to naturally possess, “Sexier?” I can’t remember who I am, but I know what I’m capable of, and that’s enough for now.


He swallows hard, his eyes fixed on the larger tits I’ve crafted on my otherwise nebulous form. “Yes,” he admits, and I see the satisfaction in his gaze. It’s all the incentive I need to continue my transformation.


I concentrate, feeling the strange energy within me as I redefine my curves, sculpting my ass and legs into a more appealing shape, guided by an instinctive knowledge of what men generally find attractive. When his ogling intensifies, I take it as a sign to enhance those particular features further. If he shows a hint of displeasure or disinterest, I immediately retract the change, seeking his approval with every adjustment.


Finally, when I sense that I’ve reached the pinnacle of his desires—my body now the epitome of sexual allure, an exaggerated parody of femininity with voluptuous breasts, a cinched waist, and hips that promise sin—I stop and smirk, pleased with the result.


I’m not aroused by him, not in the slightest. My thoughts drift to the black woman who fled earlier, and I can tell I found her attractive. Yet, this doesn’t concern me; my satisfaction lies in fulfilling his wants, in being his perfect creation.


Noticing the growing bulge between his legs, I address it matter-of-factly. “Do you want me to take care of that for you?” I ask, ready to provide whatever service he requires, my voice dripping with the confidence of a woman who knows she’s got the power, even if she can’t remember why.


I don’t hesitate, my hands working with a purpose to free his hardness from the confines of his pants. Taking him into my mouth feels like second nature, the shape of his cock familiar against my tongue, even though I can’t recall ever doing this before. I bob my head, taking him deeper with each motion, drawing pleasure from the way he shudders above me.


Just as I’m getting into the rhythm, the sound of footsteps signals an intrusion. Two Asian women, identical down to the last detail, rush in wearing their super costumes. Their sudden appearance does little to deter me; my focus remains on the task at hand—pleasuring this man whose name I don’t even know.


“Why the fuck is this happening here? What about Memory Doe?” One of them spits out, her words crude and her gaze fixed on us with a mixture of shock and intrigue.


I let out a muffled laugh around his cock at their confusion, the sound vibrating against him. The name ‘Dr. Mind’ they call out sounds like a bad comic book villain, and it tickles me more than it probably should. But I keep sucking, determined to bring this man the relief he’s clearly seeking.


“Do you girls wanna join or what?” he gasps out between moans, and I can feel the vibration of his words through his body.


The twins exchange a conflicted glance, their eyes darting between Mark and me. After a moment of hesitation, one of them speaks up, her voice a mix of curiosity and concern. “Do you want us to?” she asks him, her tone suggesting she’s not entirely opposed to the idea.


The twins are visibly torn, but they don’t need much convincing after the young guy I’m blowing nods. As they look at each other, they begin to multiply, creating more eager copies of themselves. Their super costumes are tight and revealing, highlighting their slender figures and perky breasts—a sight that I can’t help but find arousing, my body responding to their presence.


They approach us, hesitancy giving way to a shared desire to please. Their hands, mouths, and bodies join the fray, and soon, the air is thick with the sounds of moans, skin slapping against skin, and the scent of lust. As the pleasure builds, I find myself lost in the sensations, the electricity of my power crackling beneath my skin, unused but thrumming with potential.


Finally, the man reaches his climax, his release filling my mouth as I swallow every drop. We collapse together, a tangle of limbs and heaving chests. I lay there, panting, the satisfaction of providing what he wanted coursing through me, even as my mind remains a blank slate.


Lying there amidst the tangled limbs and satisfied sighs, I hear a crackle in my ear—a voice that’s fierce yet smooth. My head’s still spinning, but I manage a chuckle, amused by the chaos of the situation.


“What the hell is going on? Why isn’t anyone responding?” the voice demands, urgency lacing every word.


I can’t help but laugh, the sound raw and genuine. “Well, I’ve been a little tied up,” I reply, my voice dripping with innuendo. “I’ve been fucking this guy.”


Confusion taints the voice in my ear. “What about Memory Doe? Weren’t you supposed to—”


I cut her off with a snort. “Who?” I say, my gaze still locked on the guy sprawled out beside me, his glasses askew, his breaths deep and even.


“Wait… And who exactly have you been fucking?” Now she sounds not just irritated but clearly confused.


I describe him as best I can without the details that don’t matter. Truth be told, he’s not that pretty, but he doesn’t need to hear that. “He’s this nerdy dude, tall, big glasses…”


There’s a pause, a moment of silence that’s almost palpable, and then a string of curses floods my ear.


The Asian woman, now singular again, looks just as disheveled as I feel. She grabs a communicator from her costume, speaking to the voice as well. “Sienna… Seems like Memory Doe wiped their memories and took off,” she explains, the realization dawning in her voice.


I giggle again, the information slotting into place. No wonder the nerd and I can’t remember a damn thing.


“We need to bring Mark back to the lair,” the voice orders, sounding like it’s on the edge of panic.


Lair? I’ve got no clue what she’s talking about, but the name ‘Mark’ catches my attention. I glance at the nerdy guy, who frowns at the mention of the name, just as lost as I am. His confusion is almost comical, and I notice an earpiece in his ear too. Is he… Mark? Did we have some secret mission with this Memory Doe everyone keeps yapping about? The black woman who bolted… could she be the one?


The Asian super, her costume slightly torn and sticking to her in all the right places, jumps in. “I don’t know if he wants to go back to the lair,” she says, her eyes flicking to the guy beside me. “He seems pretty fucking out of it.”


Before she can finish, the voice cuts her off, the panic now unmistakable. “I don’t want to hear what he wants right now!” There’s a desperation in her tone, like she’s fighting every instinct to stay professional. “I’ll keep going with what I know he wanted. Got it?”


The cute Asian super frowns deeply at her communicator before it goes silent. She turns to the guy who’s apparently Mark, and introduces herself in a way I can’t help but find amusingly crude.


“I’m Clonica,” she says. “Here’s the deal! So, we’re all part of this freaky-ass super league you created. We’ve all been zapped by some crazy ray gun a while ago that’s made us loyal as fuck to you. It’s why this chick here,” she points at me, “and me, are so damn eager to please you. We were in a mission to catch that chick, Memory Doe, to zap her too, but it seems she zapped you first.”


Her explanation sounds absolutely batshit, but it clicks. That’s why I’ve been so focused on satisfying Mark’s every desire. It’s absurd, yet it makes an odd sort of sense.


She continues, her expression serious despite her colorful language. “We all wanna do what you want, but right now, you’ve gotta realize we’re in some fucked up situation ’cause you can’t remember shit. The best thing would be to get you back home and to see how we can fix this mess.”


She kneels in front of him, her eyes locked onto his. “So, big guy, what do you wanna do?”


He chuckles, a sound that’s somehow both endearing and exasperating under the circumstances. “Honestly? I could fucking go for some ice cream.”


Clinica clenches her jaw, her frustration palpable. She looks to me, and I can only shrug in response. If he wants ice cream, then that’s what we should do. Simple as that.


She groans, running a hand through her hair. “Fine, let’s get some damn ice cream,” she mutters, her loyalty to him clear in her begrudging agreement.


We find a staircase leading to the surface, the steps cool and gritty beneath my bare feet. Clonica, her nerves practically visible, keeps throwing glances my way. I’m still rocking the bimbo look, my curves exaggerated beyond belief, my tits jiggling with every step.


“You might wanna tone it down, Vixen,” Clonica suggests. “You’re a walking wet dream, and we’re about to hit the streets. Maybe conjure up some clothes at least, be a bit more discreet?”


Mark, chuckles, his eyes roaming over me with unabashed delight. “I kinda like her this way,” he says, a mischievous grin playing on his lips. “Who knows when I’ll want another round with her, especially after some sweet ice cream.”


His words spark a warmth within me, my body eager to comply. I want to please him, that much is clear. Clonica looks like she’s about to pop a vein, torn between her desire to keep him safe and the compulsion to do as he wishes.


“Please, at least let her wear something,” Clonica pleads, her eyes darting around the dingy staircase. “This ain’t exactly the safest part of town, and we’re about to walk into a shit show with her looking like that.”


He gives a nod, conceding to Clonica’s request, but not without adding, “Make it hot, girl. Scorching.”


With a smirk, I let my body shift, keeping the sex appeal dialed up but adding a skimpy, form-hugging dress that leaves little to the imagination. It’s the kind of outfit that screams ‘look but don’t touch’—unless you’re him, of course. Clonica lets out an exasperated sigh, but there’s a hint of relief in her eyes as we continue our ascent. If he wants ice cream, then ice cream he shall have, and I’ll be the cherry on top.


I’ve got no idea what city we’re in, my mind’s a blank slate, but even without memories, I can tell this place has seen better days. We end up standing in front of a small corner store with Mark licking an ice cream cone that Clonica has just bought for him.


The hot asian, still in her superhero getup, shifts uncomfortably as people start to notice us. Her eyes dart back and forth, taking in the stares and the smartphones coming out to snap pictures. I can tell she’s pissed about the attention, but what did she expect, parading around in a costume in a place like this?


Some of the locals start to catcall, throwing lewd comments my way, but I don’t give a damn. I’ve only got eyes for Mark, and as I sidestep closer to him, I make sure my body language screams ‘taken’.


“Jesus, can’t you degenerates take a hint?” Clonica snaps, her voice carrying that edge that says she’s two seconds away from kicking ass. “She’s with him, so back the fuck off.”


The crowd around us thickens, held at bay by the simmering threat of Clonica’s posture. Her voice breaks through, laced with frustration. “Where the fuck is Dr. Mind?” she asks us, eyeing the crowd warily. “Either of you remember what happened to him?”


Mark snorts, his humor cutting through the tension. “Not remembering much is kinda the theme of the day, isn’t it?” His chuckle is infectious, and I join in, hoping to match his mood. It’s important that he sees I’m on his side, even in this amnesiac haze.


Clonica’s eyes fixate on the rapidly dwindling ice cream cone in Mark’s hand. “This thing is like a fucking ticking time bomb,” she mutters under her breath, voicing her concern about what he’ll ask for next.


I find myself wondering why Clonica’s so on edge. The ray’s effects make it so easy, so fulfilling to give Mark what he wants. Doesn’t she feel that same rush of satisfaction from serving him?


Mark’s frown deepens, the lines on his forehead betraying his annoyance at Clonica’s palpable anxiety. “Hey, you’re kinda killing the vibe here,” he says, his voice light but the undercurrent serious. “Can you just… chill a bit?”


Clinica lets out a nervous laugh, a sound that doesn’t quite reach her eyes. “It’s just… how do you expect me to give you what you want when what you want is for me to feel something I can’t fucking control?”


He contemplates her words, taking a slow lick of what’s left of his ice cream. “Follow her example,” he says, gesturing to me with a tilt of his head, his eyes appreciating my form. I stand proudly, my shapeshifted body an exaggerated vision of desire, my dress clinging to every curve like a second skin.


Clinica looks at him, searching for clarification. “What do you mean by that?”


Mark shrugs, a simple motion that seems to carry weight. “I don’t know, do something hot. Give everyone a little show or something.”


You can almost hear the cogs turning in Clonica’s head as she processes his words. The conflict is written all over her face, but the nod comes eventually. She takes a deep breath, steels herself, and steps closer to the onlookers. Her hand moves to the zipper of her costume, poised to peel the fabric away from her body for Mark’s entertainment.


An explosion rocks the ground a few blocks away, jolting everyone into high alert. Screams pierce the air as the bystanders scatter, fleeing the sudden danger. Mark drops to his knees, covering his head protectively, while Clonica and I, driven by pure instinct, prepare for a fight.


Clinica’s body begins to blur, multiplying until a dozen identical figures form a protective circle around Mark. I feel a surge of electricity crackling at my fingertips, my body shifting, muscles tensing for combat. Despite the gaping hole in my memory, my powers respond, ready to strike. It’s a strange comfort, knowing I can fight, even when I don’t remember learning how.


Then, cutting through the chaos, an old man in a ridiculous costume struts into view, and I’m ready to pounce. But Clonica’s body language shifts from defensive to recognition.


“Dr. Mind! Where the hell have you been?” one of her calls out.


The old man offers a polite, apologetic bow. “I do beg your pardon, ladies and Mark. I’ve been in pursuit of Memory Doe, quite successfully in the end, I must say.” he announces, his voice smooth as silk.


The black woman from the warehouse steps out from behind him, looking bewildered and out of place. Before any of us can react, her eyes glow with a luminescent power.


And just like that, the fog in my brain lifts. Every memory, every detail of my past rushes back in a flood of information.


End of Book 1

To be continued…
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Chapter 8 : Double the Trouble


Perched in the shadows, I meld my form into the darkness, my body slimmed and stretched to minimize my presence. The room below, vast and dimly lit, is the perfect stage for our trap. Sienna, acting the part of the dutiful assistant, is already downstairs, her voice carrying up to me as she invites Clonica in.


“Come in and wait here, I’ll be right back,” Sienna says, a hint of urgency in her voice to sell the ruse.


From my vantage point, I watch Clonica enter, her youthful Asian features partially concealed by a light mask that does little to hide her cuteness. She’s thin, but there are curves where they count, accentuated by her tight superhero costume—a splash of vibrant colors against her petite frame.


Mark, trying to play it cool, greets her with a nervous, “Hi there.”


Clonica’s eyes narrow, her gaze darting around the room. “Who the hell are you?” she asks, her voice sharpened with suspicion. She takes a step back, and I can tell she’s putting the pieces together, her instincts screaming trap.


Before she can react, I take aim and fire. The ray hits her square in the back, and she groans, spinning with a fighter’s grace, ready to lash out. But then her eyes meet Mark’s, and I see the fight leave her body, her shoulders slumping even as she breathes out a defeated “fuck…”


Riding high on the thrill of another successful strike, I start to climb down to meet my new partner in crime. Suddenly, my body is slammed against the hard metal of the catwalk, the ray clattering away from my grasp. Dazed, I look up into the furious eyes of another Clonica, this one having snuck up behind me unnoticed.


“Didn’t expect me, did you?” she spits, her voice thick with anger. And just like that, our plan’s gone to shit.


Pinned beneath Clonica’s grip, my mind raced for a solution. I tried to shift my form — to slip away or overpower her — but she anticipated my every move. Then, in a split second, the single Clonica before me became many, her body duplicating itself with a series of rapid pops that echoed through the room. I was now held down by a sea of identical, determined faces.


But the chaos didn’t end there. The Clonica we zapped downstairs appeared at the bottom of the stairwell, wearing a conflicted frown as she surveyed the scene. “What the hell are you doing?” one of the clones holding me down demanded, her voice sharp with confusion.


The shot Clonica hesitated, then stepped back, her form quivering as if she was fighting an internal battle. Suddenly, she duplicated herself, creating more clones that immediately turned on the original ones. The room erupted into a brawl, Clonica against Clonica, as they grappled with the impossibility of their own disobedience.


I seized the opportunity, wriggling free from the distracted clones. “Mark, get to safety!” I yelled, spotting the ray gun on the floor. I snatched it up, ready to fire into the fray. But I hesitated, a wild idea forming. What if I shot some clones and they looked at themselves instead of Mark? Would they want to obey themselves?


The room’s a fucking mess, bodies of Clonicas strewn about like ragdolls at a toddler’s tea party. It’s a surreal sight, each one a mirror image of the other, some still, others squirming under the weight of their victorious counterparts. I can’t tell which side’s come out on top until one of the Clonicas yells out, her voice slicing through the chaos, “Someone bring that boy and the fucking ray gun over here!”


That’s my cue; the Mark-loyal Clonica has won the clone wars. I descend the stairs, stepping over the fallen, and join the clone holding a couple of her sisters. They’re bruised and battered, but the glare in their eyes screams they ain’t done fighting yet.


I can’t help but ask the obvious. “Why don’t you just merge back with them?” I’m curious, despite the shitstorm we’re in.


The Clonica with a grip on her sisters snorts, her usual crass tone laced with annoyance. “Usually I would, but since these bitches haven’t been hit by the ray or ain’t clones of those who have been, I can’t tell if I’d be a mindless drone or a rebel afterward.”


I nod, understanding the dilemma. The clone’s got a point — fuse with an unaffected version, and she’s gambling with her own compliance. Ain’t that a bitch.


Sienna arrives, almost dragging a slightly rattled Mark back into the room. He’s got that ‘I just dodged a bullet’ look plastered all over his face, but he’s unharmed. I grab him by the arm and position him in front of the unconverted Clonicas, their wrists and ankles held tight by their once-sisters-now-masters.


“Alright, eyes on the prize, ladies,” I bark, leveling the ray gun at each of them in turn. The loyal Clonicas make damn sure Mark’s mug is the first thing they see when the ray’s effects kick in. One of them’s a real fighter, clamping her eyes shut, so we have to pry her eyelids open, Clockwork Orange style. It’s a bitch, but once she catches sight of Mark, her body goes slack, another puppet added to the collection.


When the dust settles, there’s a grim sort of silence. The surviving Clonicas survey the carnage, their crude humor breaking through the grim reality. “Well, fuck me sideways,” one of them mutters with a twisted grin, “never thought I’d be offing myself today.”


Another clone, less battle-worn than the rest, saunters over to Mark. She cocks a brow and says with a smirk, “If you were looking for a harem, you just hit the motherfucking jackpot, didn’t you?”


Mark, looking like he’s not sure whether to laugh or bolt, just nods, his eyes wide with a mix of fear and fascination. Yeah, this is one for the history books, alright.


Merging back into one, Clonica looks like a patchwork of all the survivors, her costume torn and cobbled together. She stands there, catching her breath, and runs a hand over the fabric, smoothing down the creases. “Well, shit, that was one fucked-up ordeal,” she mutters, her voice a mix of awe and disgust at the trap she’d walked into.


She turns to Mark, her posture straightening as she gets down to business. “So what now, boss? You wanna fuck me to celebrate your big win, or we doin’ this after dessert?” Her crude words hang in the air, a challenge and an offer all rolled into one.


Mark seems to relax a fraction, a tempted look crossing his face. But before he can answer, Sienna, who’s only answering to my commands, speaks up with a smirk. “Maybe let’s not roll around in the remains of the clone massacre? How ’bout we clean up this goddamn mess first?”


I can’t help but let out a dark chuckle at Sienna’s practicality. The place does look like a twisted crime scene from a superhero slasher flick. Cleaning up is the last thing I want to do, but she’s got a point. We’ve got a shit-ton of work to do before anyone’s getting their rocks off.


Clonica’s gaze is locked onto Mark, waiting for his command with a level of seriousness that nearly mirrors my own. I catch a flicker of something in her eyes, a reflection of my own reality, and I can’t help but wonder if that’s the same look others see in me when I’m waiting on Mark’s words.


And sure enough, when Mark takes in the disaster around us and nods, “Yeah, cleaning up first sounds like a good plan,” Clonica doesn’t hesitate. She sighs, her body tensing as she gears up to duplicate herself again. The effort seems to drain her, and only a handful of clones materialize with visible strain.


“I’m out of fucking juice,” she announces, her voice edged with fatigue. “I won’t be making more clones, so you all might wanna give me a hand.” She throws a glance at Sienna and me, a smirk pulling at her lips despite the exhaustion. “Guess the biggest superhero orgy of all time will have to wait until I’ve recovered from being turned into a nerd’s fuck toy by some of my most trusted friends.”


Her comment hangs in the air, laced with amusement and a hint of bitterness. It’s a messed-up situation, alright, but we’re all in it together now. And as much as the idea of an all-out super-powered fuckfest tickles my fancy, duty calls. We’ve got a lair to clean and a fresh heap of complications to sort through.


We finally get the lair looking like less of a superhero graveyard, and Mark’s looking around, probably wondering if he’s got some kind of cleanup crew superpower he never knew about. “What about the bodies?” he asks, that worried crease back between his brows.


Sienna, ever the one to cut through the bullshit, just pats his shoulder. “Don’t you worry your pretty little head about that.”


The Clonicas circle him like sharks with a smile. They’re throwing out offers left and right, each one cruder and more tempting than the last. Mark goes all shades of red, looking like he might just implode from the indecent proposals.


“Hey, relax,” One Clonica tells him, her voice dripping with that raw, vulgar charm she’s known for. “Whatever you want, we’re here to provide. Ain’t our first rodeo, you know.”


She’s right; Clonica’s reputation as the not-so-saintly superheroine precedes her, and now she’s got a twinkle in her eye that says she’s all in. One clone pipes up, “At least now you’ve got all of us focused on one man.” Another chimes in, “Unless you’re looking to add more to the party?”


Mark just scoffs and shakes his head. “I’m straight,” he says, which gets a shrug and a laugh from the third Clonica. “Your loss, buddy. But hey,” she looks around at her other selves, “does fucking your own clones count as being gay or just an advanced form of masturbation?”


The room erupts in laughter, and I can’t help but join in. It’s fucked up, it’s insane, but it’s our reality now. As the laughter dies down, I lean against the wall, letting my mind wander to the thought of Clonica joining us. The idea sends a jolt of anticipation through me, and I know damn well I’d enjoy every twisted second of it.
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Chapter 15 : Loves by Design


I stride into the lair’s lab, the hum of machinery playing the soundtrack to my unexpected visit. Dr. Mind is there, of course, hunched over a workbench cluttered with tools and components. He’s piecing together some small device, no doubt for Mark.


He looks up as I enter, his eyes lighting up with that unholy mix of gentlemanly charm and supervillain cunning. “Ah, Miss Vixen, to what do I owe the pleasure? Has our illustrious leader sent you to check on my progress with dear Mystique Mirage?”


I nod, though it’s not entirely true. Mark didn’t send me, but the curiosity’s been eating at me. “Yeah, something like that. How’s it coming along?”


Dr. Mind sighs, setting down his tools with a clink. “Unfortunately, the French beauty’s grey matter has been scrambled beyond my current means of repair. However, I believe I may have an idea that could render her... serviceable for our needs.” His eyes glint with something that’s not quite hope, but maybe the next best thing.


I lean against a nearby table, only half-listening as I watch his hands deftly resume work on the device. “And what’s that you’re fiddling with?” I ask, nodding toward the gadget.


He holds it up, a small thing that could pass for an innocent remote. “A miniature ray gun,” he explains, “disguised as a garage door opener. Mark wishes to have something less conspicuous, easily carried.”


“Smart,” I mutter, though I can’t muster much enthusiasm. My mind’s churning with a heavier question. “Speaking of brains, how far does your knowledge about them go?”


Dr. Mind launches into a self-congratulatory rant about his unparalleled genius and unmatched understanding of the human psyche. I let him go on for a bit before I slice right through his monologue. “Can you make someone fall in love?”


He chuckles at that, giving me a look that’s all too teasing. “My dear, I didn’t take you for the romantic type.”


I roll my eyes, but there’s a knot in my stomach as I confess, “It’s not for me. Mark... he wants me to fall in love with him.”


Dr. Mind’s amusement fades, replaced by a more serious, calculating expression. “Love has never been my priority. Control, yes. Love, no. But for Mark...” He taps his chin thoughtfully. “Perhaps there’s a way to align your mind and heart in his direction.”


I find myself strangely excited at the prospect of loving Mark, the way my body tingles at the thought confirming the ray’s influence is strong. It’d make serving him easier, not that I’m struggling—the ray sees to that, keeping us all content in our servitude. Dr. Mind’s gaze is distant as he contemplates the challenge I’ve laid before him.


After a moment, he assures me he’ll dedicate time to my ‘little love problem’ once he’s done with his current project and Mystique Mirage’s fix. I’m about to leave, my mind racing with possibilities, when I remember something crucial.


“Wait, there’s more,” I say, turning back to him. “Mark wants me to desire him, sexually. And you know I’m all about the ladies.”


Dr. Mind laughs, a sound that’s a bit too knowing. “Love is complex, but lust? That’s simple to induce.”


My brows shoot up, surprised at his confidence. “Look, I wanna get hot for Mark, but I don’t wanna stop wanting women.”


He waves a hand dismissively. “Bisexuality is far easier to craft than flipping your sexual orientation. Besides, I suspect Mark would prefer you enjoy both. He does enjoy his… variety,” he chuckles.


I can’t help but crack a smirk, sensing a hint of something from Dr. Mind—not quite jealousy, but a desire, an envy of Mark’s position. I remember not so long ago when Dr. Mind had me under his control, right before Mark intervened, and I had the old villain’s dick in my mouth. “Maybe if you play your cards right, Mark might let you in on the fun,” I joke, then pause, realizing I might’ve just offered myself up on a silver platter.


The thought should repulse me, but instead, there’s a calm acceptance. If Mark commands it, I’d fuck Dr. Mind to please him, and that’s all there is to it.


Dr. Mind chuckles, clearly mulling over the tantalizing thought. “Do you truly believe that?” he questions, his curiosity piqued by the offer.


I nod, firm in my conviction. “Yeah, I do,” I assert, though part of me is relieved when he brushes it off, dedicated to what Mark wants above all else. “I would surely enjoy it,” Dr. Mind admits, “but only if I am confident that it aligns with Mark’s desires.”


With that, I excuse myself, my mind swirling with the complexities of my current situation. Ascending from the depths of the lab to the private quarters of my lair, I find Mark there, looking every bit the nerdy overlord in his big glasses.


“Where have you been?” he asks, his tone casual yet expectant. “Ready for today’s plans?”


He doesn’t need to say more. I know what he wants: Amber, the perfect girlfriend persona I’ve crafted for him. His parents still believe she’s real, and we’ve got a fancy dinner to attend—a weird double date with them.


Excitement bubbles within me at the thought of pleasing him, and without a word, I let my form shift. I’m suddenly shorter, my hair a vibrant red and cropped, my skin dotted with freckles, and my tits large, natural, and tempting. I’m Amber, innocent yet stunning, and the transformation sends a thrill through me.


Mark steps closer, his lips meeting my forehead in a tender kiss. “Perfect,” he murmurs with a satisfied smile. Hooking his arm with mine, we head out, ready to maintain the illusion of a perfect couple for one more night.
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Chapter 14 : French Mask


I’m standing in front of the mirror in one of the spacious changing rooms of my lair, a knot of nerves twisting in my stomach. Mark’s right beside me, offering reassurances in his own awkward, nerdy way.


“I’m shit at accents, especially French ones,” I grumble, my reflection frowning back at me.


“Just focus on the appearance first,” Mark advises, pushing up his glasses. “You nailed it when you became the perfect girlfriend for me. Remember?”


A chuckle escapes me as the memory floods in and I’m surprised to find a warm fondness for that time, despite the twisted circumstances. The lines between forced loyalty and genuine enjoyment blur uncomfortably in my mind.


On a whim, I let my form shift. My height shrinks, my skin lightens, and freckles dust across my nose. My hair lightens to a fiery red and cuts short, framing my face, while my eyes become a vibrant green. My chest swells, the weight of my new, big natural tits a familiar sensation. I turn to Mark, my voice altering to that smooth, gentle tone I used back then.


Mark’s eyes widen, and he gulps audibly, his arousal unmistakable. “We should visit my parents again soon,” he says, his voice tight. “They’ve been asking about you.”


“And I’d be happy to hang off your arm again,” I purr, the role settling over me like a second skin.


But then Mark clears his throat, pulling us back to the task at hand. “Focus, we need Mystique Mirage.”


I nod, letting the playful guise melt away. I watch in the mirror as my body elongates, my hair bleaching to a stunning platinum blonde that cascades down my back like a waterfall. My skin takes on a subtle tan, and my eyes shift to a hypnotic blue. The indigo bodysuit of Mystique Mirage wraps around my form, hugging every curve with a shimmer that makes it seem alive. Silver filigree snakes up my sides, and an elegant mask veils my eyes, leaving just enough mystery.


“There,” I say, my voice now carrying a hint of a French accent, though it’s not perfect. “How do I look?”


Mark steps back, eyeing me with a mix of admiration and calculation. “You look like her, but can you act like her?”


I clear my throat and try out Mystique’s voice, fumbling through a few sentences. It’s like trying to tune an instrument by ear, and I’m no virtuoso when it comes to accents. I keep at it, repeating phrases, tweaking the pitch, the cadence. Then, as I string together one long sentence, something clicks. It’s like my shapeshifter’s instinct finally syncs up with my vocal cords, and I’ve got it.


Mark’s staring at me with those wide eyes of his, and I can’t help but wonder if he’s getting turned on by the sight of me looking like the hot French super. The ray’s effects make me more than willing to give Mark what he wants, but does he want this?


I decide to just fucking ask him. “So, you fancy a go with me as Mystique Mirage, or you holding out for me to switch back?” I ask, eyebrows raised. “You haven’t fucked me in a while…”


He chuckles, a blush creeping up his neck. “Tempting as it is, the memories I have of her are a bit… disturbing. I’d rather have you in your natural glory—or as my cute redhead girlfriend,” he adds with that familiar, cheeky wink of his.


I nudge Mark playfully, my lips curling into a smirk. “How about we pencil in some quality time later today?” I suggest, and I’m genuinely pleased when he nods. It’s odd, considering I’m still very much into women—something that damn ray hasn’t changed—but I can’t shake the feeling of being a little left out with all the other hotties Mark’s got his hands on lately. Not to mention, there’s this gnawing desire to please him, and sex is one hell of an efficient way to do that.


The thought hits a little too close to home, mirroring the feedback loop that trapped Mystique Mirage. A shiver runs down my spine, but I shake it off and refocus on the task at hand.


With a sigh, I step out of the changing room and into the lab, Mark trailing behind me. The sight that greets me is both ridiculous and oddly heartwarming—a dozen Clonicas, all cheering and clapping. The cute Asian has pulled out all the stops, creating a one-woman fan club just for me.


I give them a bow, slipping into the role of the French seductress. “Merci, mes chéries, your support is très appreciated,” I say, my voice a sultry purr with just a touch of French flair. The Clonicas erupt into even louder cheers, and I can’t help but feel a bit of a thrill at playing the part so well.


Sienna strides over with Mystique Mirage’s smartphone in hand, a smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. “Here you go,” she says, handing me the device. “It’s unlocked, and all her social media accounts are ready for you.”


Taking the phone, I feel that familiar twinge of adrenaline, like I’m about to step onto a battlefield. Infiltrations are nothing new to me, but this… this is different. I scroll through the phone, finding the camera app and flipping it to selfie mode. The face of Mystique Mirage stares back at me, and I can’t help but marvel for a moment at the perfect illusion.


With a deep breath, I channel all those videos I’d studied of the French beauty, letting her mannerisms and poise seep into my bones. I hit record and flash the camera my most dazzling smile, the kind that’s made for the silver screen.


“Bonjour, my adoring fans,” I begin, my voice laced with that unmistakably French lilt. “I have some très exciting news! I have decided to join a new league here in Metrotown, and I must bid adieu to my tour. Merci to all the leagues who have offered me positions, and to the wonderful supers I’ve had the pleasure of meeting. But now, it’s time for a new adventure. So à bientôt, and stay fabulous!”


I end the recording with a flirty wink, the kind that Mystique Mirage would have nailed, and cut the feed. There’s a moment of silence before the Clonicas burst into applause, and I can’t help but feel a rush of pride. Mission fucking accomplished.


Mark’s eyes are practically glowing with pride. “You did great,” he tells me, and I can’t help feeling a little victorious at the praise.


“Let’s celebrate, then” I say, morphing into the redheaded girlfriend he loves so much. I even tweak her curves a bit more, nothing too drastic, but maybe enough to tip him over the edge.


He’s struggling to keep his composure now, and I can see the heat in his eyes. “Maybe you deserve a reward for a job well done,” he muses.


I cock an eyebrow, a playful smile on my lips. “Sounds more like a reward for you, doesn’t it? But I’m feeling generous today.”


Mark laughs, a sound that’s half embarrassment, half anticipation. “I’ll gladly accept that reward on your behalf,” he says, and then, with a mischievous glint in his eye, he adds, “Now, why don’t you get naked for me?”


The Clonicas, ever the crude bunch, holler from the sidelines. “Can we join in?” one of them shouts, but Mark shoots them down quick. “Why don’t you just play with yourselves?”


They don’t need telling twice, the sounds of their moans filling the lab as they get busy with their own bodies.


I start making my clothes vanish from the rest of me, but Mark stops me with a chuckle. “Do it the right way, strip for me.”


I’m about to remind him that these clothes are just an extension of my shapeshifting self, but fuck it, I go with it. I make a show of sliding each piece off, letting the material linger at the edge of existence before it disappears completely, garment by garment.


From the corner of my eye, I catch Sienna watching, her curiosity palpable. I wonder if she’s hoping for an invite or just enjoying the show.


As I pretend to drop the last piece of my shapeshifted clothes, standing in front of Mark completely bare, I can feel his eyes devouring the sight of me in my cute redhead girlfriend form. My large, natural tits stand perky and inviting, and my freckles seem to invite touches all over my smooth skin.


Mark can’t seem to contain himself; he strides toward me and his hands are instantly on me, groping my tits, causing a moan to escape my lips. It’s not arousal that wrings the sound from me—I’m still as gay as they come—but there’s a deep satisfaction in pleasing him that I can’t deny, a satisfaction that seems to grow stronger each time. I can’t help but wonder if all of us under Mark’s command are experiencing a watered-down version of Mystique Mirage’s mental rewiring. I make a mental note to keep an eye on that, just to be safe.


Then, without warning, he pushes me onto the cold ground of the lair. I gasp at the sudden chill, a giggle bubbling out of me despite the situation. He leans down, his breath hot against my ear, and whispers, “I’m going to fuck your pussy right here, right now.”


And fuck, if that isn’t exactly what I want him to do. My body may not crave him, but the desire to obey, to please him is overwhelming. “Then what are you waiting for?” I whisper back, spreading my legs in open invitation, ready for him to claim me as he pleases.


As Mark positions himself behind me, his cock slides into my pussy with a firm thrust, stretching me in that familiar, full way that makes my body react despite my mind’s protests. The drag of his dick in and out of me, the wet sound of our fucking, it’s all mechanical, but I can’t ignore the deep-rooted satisfaction I get from knowing I’m the cause of his grunts of pleasure. It’s a twisted feeling, one that’s got nothing to do with my own desire, but it’s there all the same, growing stronger with each thrust.


He’s panting now, leaning over me, and his hot breath fans my ear as he speaks, “I want something from you, Kat.”


“What is it?” I ask, desperate to fulfill whatever need he has, dutiful and eager.


“I want you to want me,” he gasps out between thrusts. “To love me.”


His words hit me like a ton of bricks. Fuck, that’s not something I can just pull out of my ass. My loyalty to him, that’s one thing, but love? Desire? I’m not wired for that, not when it comes to him. The ray compels me to please, but feelings aren’t so easily fabricated, not even for a shapeshifter. I’m dizzy with the conflict of it as he keeps moving inside me, his cock relentlessly fucking my pussy.


I glance over and catch Sienna’s eye. She’s biting her lip, clearly turned on by the sight of us. The Clonicas are a mess of limbs and moans, fucking each other without a care. It’s a scene straight out of a fever dream. But as Mark drives into me again, I can’t think about anything else but the here and now, the way he’s using my body, the way I’m wired to please. And if that’s what he wants, goddammit, I’ll give it my best shot.
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Chapter 13 : Feedback Loop


There we are, standing around the medical bed where Mystique Mirage lays strapped down, knocked out cold but looking like some twisted version of Sleeping Beauty. Dr. Mind is hovering over her, all those gadgets and gizmos I have collected over the years humming and flashing as they scan her brain. I can tell he has brought some of his own tech too, since he’s been on Mark’s team.


“It’s quite fascinating,” Dr. Mind mutters, more to himself than to anyone else, his eyes locked on the readouts.


Mark, who’s still looking a little pale and shaky, snaps, “Fascinating isn’t the word I’d use for almost getting my mind fucked out of my skull.”


The old villain, true to his gentleman villain shtick, offers a smooth apology. “I beg your pardon. It appears we’re dealing with a feedback loop.”


Clonica, who never had a filter to begin with, demands, “How about you skip the cryptic shit and spell it out for us?”


While I keep my eyes on Mirage’s still form, Dr. Mind explains. “Mystique Mirage possesses a latent form of passive mind control. It’s not something she can wield at will, but to create her illusions, she must tap into the minds around her. It’s a two-way street; she perceives minds to project into them.”


Mark’s frustration is palpable. “We had a rule about not fucking with mind readers.”


Dr. Mind continues, unphased by the interruption. “Her desire to please you was sexual in nature, and as she aroused you, she received that arousal back, reinforcing her actions. The ray has conditioned her to seek your pleasure, creating a loop. The more she satisfied you, the more she felt compelled to continue, escalating until… well, forever.”


I stand there, staring at the unconscious super, the pieces clicking together in my head. “So, her power to please got all tangled up in her head thanks to the ray, and she went haywire trying to make Mark happy,” I summarize, my tone laced with a mix of wonder and wariness.


Dr. Mind nods, confirming the twisted diagnosis. “Indeed, that’s what seems to have happened,” he says, adjusting his spectacles with the back of his gloved hand. Clonica, true to form, swears a streak that’d make a sailor blush, and I can’t help but frown at the entire mess.


Mark pushes his own nerdy glasses up the bridge of his nose. “So, how do we fix this?” he asks, the frustration clear in his voice.


I lean in, studying the sleeping form of Mystique Mirage. “Just how fucked up is she now?” I ask, my voice tight with concern.


Dr. Mind points to a monitor that might as well be displaying alien hieroglyphs for all the sense it makes to the rest of us. “It appears she’s… fried her brain, in layman’s terms. Or rather, her neural pathways have been rewired to seek that endless pleasure in Mark to the point of no return.”


Sienna, who’s been silent up until now, pipes up with a question. “What happens if we wake her up?”


Dr. Mind doesn’t miss a beat. “She’d likely continue to seek out sexual gratification for Mark until one or both of their brains couldn’t take it anymore.”


Clonica tries to lighten the mood with a crude joke about which brain would turn to mush first, but Mark’s stern look wipes the smirk right off her face. “Sorry, boss,” she says, suddenly serious. “Just trying to cut the tension, you know?”


I shake my head, looking down at Mystique. “Great, we’ve created a sexy French succubus.” I remember her schedule. “Shit, she’s supposed to be making the rounds to other leagues tomorrow.”


Mark catches my eye and smirks. “No need for a tour if she announces she’s joined our league.”


Confused, I start to ask how the hell she’s supposed to do that in her current state, but then it hits me. He’s looking at me with that grin, and I realize what he expects. I’m the shapeshifter here.


“Guess it’s time for me to put on a show,” I say, my voice a mix of resignation and a hint of excitement. “Volt Vixen, the master of masquerade, at your service.”


Mark chuckles but then turns towards Dr. Mind with a frown. “Doc, I don’t care how you do it, but you better fix Mystique asap!”
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Chapter 12 : Breaking the Spell


I’m waiting in the main hall of our not-so-humble lair when Mystique Mirage saunters through the door. She’s a sight for sore eyes, all elegance and mystery wrapped up in one hell of a package. Her costume clings to her like a second skin, a shimmering indigo bodysuit that seems to ripple with every movement, as if her very presence is an illusion. It’s accentuated with silver filigree that traces up her sides, highlighting her curves in a way that’s damn near hypnotic. Her mask is a simple, elegant design that covers her eyes, leaving just enough to the imagination while her long, platinum blonde hair cascades down her back.


“Mystique, ma chérie, welcome to our lair,” I greet her with a grin, feeling the familiar spark of electricity at the sight of an old friend. She’s got that air of French sophistication, looking like she stepped out of a high-class soirée instead of the gritty streets of a U.S. city.


“Katrina, it is always a pleasure,” she replies with a soft smile, her accent wrapping around each word like a caress. “Though I must confess, your invitation was unexpected. I have been approached by… more established leagues.” She gives a delicate shrug, her poise unshakable.


I lead her to the meeting room, the door sliding open with a hiss. “I know we’re the new kids on the block, but trust me, we’ve got potential,” I say, feeling the buzz of anticipation.


Inside, Mark stands up from the table, his big glasses almost comically large on his face and that nerdy charm turned up to eleven in his awkwardly fitted suit. “Mystique Mirage, it’s an honor,” he says with an earnestness that’s borderline adorable. “I’m Mark, co-founder and investor of what we’re hoping will become the next big thing in super leagues.”


Mystique extends a hand, her movements still graceful despite the informal setting. “Enchantée, Mark. Your vision for this league is… intriguing,” she says, her gaze flickering between us. “I am curious to see what you have planned.”


I cut in before Mark can nerd out too hard. “We’re aiming for power, versatility, and a dash of sex appeal,” I say, winking at Mystique. “You fit the bill perfectly, and your illusions could be a game-changer for us.”


She laughs, a sound as melodic as it is genuine. “Flattery will get you everywhere, ma chérie. But I will need more than sweet talk to be convinced.”


Mark nods, eager. “Of course, we’ll give you all the details. And don’t worry, we’ve got more than just talk to impress you.” He’s trying for suave, but the guy’s got all the smoothness of a brick wall. Still, if our little plan works as expected, it wont matter.


I slip away from Mystique Mirage with a nod and a smile, leaving her with Mark in the meeting room. Climbing the stairs, I can feel the tension in my gut, the same kind of buzz before a lightning strike. I find Dr. Mind upstairs, his eyes glued to a small monitor that’s wired to a discreet camera in the room below.


The hole in the wall is barely noticeable, but through it, he’s got a clear shot at Mystique. He’s holding his latest contraption, the new and improved ray gun, all sleek and silent. He doesn’t even need to whisper a countdown; his smirk tells me it’s go time.


Downstairs, Mark is doing his damnedest to keep Mystique occupied, talking her ear off about his big plans for the league. He’s as subtle as a sledgehammer, but it doesn’t matter. Mystique’s eyes suddenly sharpen on him, her expression shifting from polite interest to a dazed confusion.


“Mark, if it is your wish for me to join, bien sûr, I will,” she murmurs, her voice taking on a sultry note that wasn’t there before. Mark practically beams, and I can see the victory in his posture.


“And is there… anything else I can do for you?” Mystique’s words are heavy with a new intent, her body language shifting to something more inviting, more eager to please. She’s under, all right.


I turn to Dr. Mind, giving him a nod. “Impressive gadget, Doc.”


With his usual grandiose flair, he responds, “Thank you, Katrina. It is but a testament to my unparalleled genius.”


I can’t help but roll my eyes at his ego-stroking, but I can’t argue with results. Mystique Mirage, a super capable of creating flawless illusions, now stands ready to serve our cause. And if the look in her eyes is anything to go by, she’s ready to use all her assets for Mark’s satisfaction.


I make my way back downstairs, the hum of electricity under my skin a steady reminder of the charged situation. As I step into the meeting room, I catch the tail end of Mark’s awkward explanation to Mystique Mirage about her sudden and involuntary induction into our ranks.


Mystique turns to me, a playful smirk on her full lips. “Katrina, chérie, did you lure me into a trap?” she teases, her eyes alight with faux betrayal. “And here I thought we were amies.”


I tense up, ready for a fight or flight, but then I remember: she’s one of us now. She can’t be pissed, not really. “Looks like you’re caught in the web, Mirage,” I reply, my voice steady.


She chuckles, the sound rich and throaty. “I suppose I might have to suck Mark’s cock now, non?” The joke lands with the precision of a well-aimed dagger, and she follows it up with a sudden, serious tilt of her head towards Mark. “Would you like that, monsieur?”


Mark’s face turns a shade that’d make a ripe tomato jealous, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. I can’t help but laugh, breaking the tension. “I’d bet my last bolt he’d love that, Mirage. And if you need some privacy, I can make myself scarce.”


Mark scoffs, regaining some composure. “Maybe later,” he manages to get out, clearing his throat. “But right now, we’ve got a briefing to get through.”


Mark, still a bit red in the face, turns back to Mystique Mirage. “You’re essential to giving our league credibility,” he tells her, trying to regain his professional demeanor. “You’re the first high-level super we’re inviting to join.”


Mystique finds that more than amusing, and she glances down at her own body as if she’s just realized how it curves and swells in all the right places. “Ah, I see,” she purrs. “You are also recruiting based on looks, n’est-ce pas?”


Mark’s blush deepens, and he stammers for a moment before recovering. “It’s not just about attractiveness. It’s about protecting me and my… new assets.”


With a playful giggle, Mystique Mirage runs her hands provocatively over her ample breasts, which strain against the fabric of her suit. Her powers kick in, and suddenly erotic moans fill the air, accompanied by vivid images of her body in various states of undress. “Like these assets?” she teases, her eyes locked on Mark.


I watch, a frown pulling at my lips. I’m conflicted. On one hand, Mirage seems pretty goddamn eager to please, using her powers to create a sensual display that’s obviously working on Mark. On the other, I’ve got orders to keep this meeting on track, and right now, we’re derailing faster than a bullet train. With a throat-clearing cough from me, Mirage halts her display, and the room returns to normal.


Taking a moment to adjust himself, Mark quickly switches gears back to business. “You’ve met a lot of supers on your league tour. We’re hoping you can introduce us to more—bring them in,” he says with a forced steadiness.


Mystique smiles coyly, her voice dripping with implications. “I’d have no problem bringing in some hot, and of course, powerful supers,” she assures him. “Is that why I am the first to be recruited, monsieur?”


I jump in before Mark can respond, my tone matter-of-fact. “Technically, Clonica’s our first recruit. But I can tell that you’re going to be a great second.”


Mark nods at Mystique Mirage, his voice steady despite the earlier fluster. “Vixen will provide you with the list of supers we’re targeting,” he explains. “But it’s crucial you keep the… nature of your recruitment to yourself.”


Mystique’s lips curl into a mischievous smile, and she leans forward, her breasts pressing against the tight fabric of her suit. “I would never do anything to deprive you of your new toy,” she purrs, her gaze fixed on Mark, obviously referring to herself.


I’m standing there, trying not to let my unease show. The first time I came to Mark, spilling out my newfound loyalty, there was a part of me that was eager to please him in any way he desired. But watching Mystique now, I can’t shake the feeling that her eagerness is cranked up to an eleven. She’s always been a seductress, using her charm like a weapon, but this… this is something else.


As if on cue, Mystique turns to me, her smile as intoxicating as a fine wine. “I will wait with anticipation for your list, ma chérie,” she says. Mark chimes in, “While your loyalty is to me, you’ll be working under Vixen’s command for this operation.”


Mystique’s laugh is light, tinged with seduction. “Quelle chance, Katrina,” she teases, tossing me a wink. “I seem to remember you have a penchant for beautiful women, oui?”


The room seems to grow hotter, and I feel a tightness in my chest that’s got nothing to do with my suit. The thought of ordering Mystique to her knees, to see her between my legs, sends a jolt of electricity down my spine. I shake off the thought; there’s a time and place, and this ain’t it.


As Mark turns to leave, Mystique Mirage’s eyes feast on him with an intensity that’s hard to ignore. He pauses, sensing her gaze, and turns back with a question that hangs heavy in the air. “Would you like to join me in my bedroom?” he asks, his voice a low murmur.


Mystique Mirage responds with an innocence that’s anything but, her eyes twinkling with mischief. “Would you like me to join you in your bedroom?” Her powers activate, and the room is suddenly filled with erotic images: visions of her naked, writhing body; her lips wrapped around a cock; her hands bound as she’s taken from behind. The illusions are vivid, leaving nothing to the imagination, and it’s clear she’s more than willing to indulge him.


Mark’s gaze flickers to me, and I lean back against the wall, a smirk playing on my lips. “Do you want me to join as well?” I ask clearly, shifting my form subtly, enhancing my curves in a futile attempt to compete with Mystique’s allure.


He hesitates for a fraction of a second before his eyes lock with Mystique’s, who bites her lower lip in anticipation. “Vixen, you have work to do,” he says, his voice firm.


I watch them leave, Mystique Mirage’s hand sliding around Mark’s arm, pressing her body against his side. A twinge of something—jealousy, maybe?—tugs at my chest, and I have to admit, there’s a part of me that’s not thrilled about it. But as they disappear from view, there’s a warmth that spreads through me, thinking about Mark getting the relief he craves. I have to thank the damn mind control ray for making me feel good about his satisfaction.


I step back into the living room of the lair, my eyes instantly drawn to the peculiar sight before me. Two identical figures, both Clonica, are hunched over a chessboard, their fingers deftly moving pieces in a silent battle of wits. My eyebrow arches in curiosity; it’s not every day you see someone playing chess against themselves in such a straightforward way.


One of the Asian supers glances up, catching my intrigued gaze. “Each Clonica is her own person once we split,” she explains, her voice laced with her usual raw vulgarity. “It’s fucking handy for shit like this. We play, we learn, and when we merge back together, we remember it all.”


The other clone adds with a sly grin, “It’s also kick-ass for sex, as you might have noticed.”


I chuckle, can’t help but be curious about the mechanics of it all. “So how do you know which one of you is the original? And how long can you Clonicas exist apart before you start going all Sybil on us?”


They both shrug in unison, a mirrored gesture that’s almost comical. “There’s no ‘original’ as far as we can tell,” one says. “We can stay separate indefinitely, but we’d start to differ more over time with different experiences. We don’t usually let it get to that point.”


“Speaking of,” I ask, leaning against the wall with a casual air, “are all Clonicas accounted for?”


The atmosphere shifts, a hint of somberness slipping in as they recount the tale. “Ten years ago, one of us, during some rebellious teen phase, fucked off and never came back. We figure she’s dead since we haven’t heard squat.”


Dead or not, it’s a hell of a thing to consider—the idea of a part of you wandering out there, living a life, dying a death, all separate from the you that’s standing here. It’s the kind of shit that can give you an existential crisis if you think too hard on it.


The unmistakable cacophony of sex spills out from the bedroom adjacent to the living room, where I’ve just been chatting with the Clonicas. Moans, groans, and the rhythmic sound of flesh slapping against flesh make it unmistakably clear what’s happening beyond the thin wall. The noises multiply, echoing around us with such intensity and variety that it’s impossible to believe they’re all coming from just Mark and Mystique Mirage.


The two Clonicas exchange a knowing glance and chuckle. “Seems like the newcomer’s fitting in,” one comments, her eyes sparkling with mischief.


The other doesn’t wait for me to chime in, her voice teasing as she adds, “Sounds like Mark’s fitting inside Mystique Mirage quite nicely.”


I shoot back a jest, but there’s an edge of discomfort in my tone. “Yeah, but she’s maybe a tad too… dedicated for my taste…”


One clone cocks her head, her eyes narrowing slightly. “You reckon she’s fucking with us somehow? Despite getting zapped by the ray and all that shit?”


The second Clonica pipes up, her tone curious. “You think the new ray Doc cooked up might be a bit too… efficient?”


I pause, my ears picking up a sound that cuts through the symphony of sex coming from the bedroom next to us. A scream? No, it can’t be—not with all that pleasure-filled noise. But then I see it, one of the Clonicas cocking an eyebrow, her attention snagged by the same thing. The other Clonica, oblivious, makes her move on the chessboard, then looks up, catching the alarmed expression on her twin’s face and mine.


“What’s up with you two?” she asks, just as the sound comes again, unmistakable this time. It’s Mark, and it’s definitely not a moan of pleasure.


We don’t hesitate, the three of us. I bark into my communicator, “Sienna, get your ass here, now!” and we’re moving, charging towards the bedroom. The door bursts open under our combined force, and we’re hit with a scene that’s straight out of some twisted, erotic fever dream.


The bedroom has transformed into a tropical beach, but not one you’d ever want to vacation on. Every element of the landscape is constructed of writhing sexual organs—palm trees with phallic trunks and leaves that quiver like clits in the breeze, the sand a mosaic of flesh, waves crashing with the wet slap of skin on skin. The air is thick with a chorus of moans so loud, it’s a wonder the entire lair isn’t vibrating.


At the center of this carnal chaos is Mystique Mirage—or rather, an army of her—all on their knees, surrounding a wide-eyed Mark. They’re a desperate sea of Mirages, each one begging, pleading to serve him, to drown him in more pleasure, their voices laced with insatiable need.


“Please, monsieur, let us make you feel good,” they cry, each clone a mirror of desire.


Mark looks like he’s two seconds from being swallowed whole by the illusions, and it’s up to us to snap him back to reality.


Despite the gravity of the situation, I can’t deny the surge of arousal that courses through me, the environment tickling at the edges of my desire. But is it me, or Mirage’s powers worming their way into my mind?


The Clonicas and I stumble through the phantasmagoria, the real furniture of the bedroom colliding with our limbs, sometimes taking on the form of Mirage’s sexual beach, other times invisible beneath the veil of her powers. We finally reach the horde of naked French seductresses crowding around Mark, only to find that each Mirage we lunge for is nothing but a mirage, vanishing at our touch.


“Got the bitch!” one Clonica exclaims, and we converge on her. I reach out, my hand closing on the real Mirage’s flesh, and with a surge of my super strength, I knock her out cold.


Her illusions wail at us in a final, erotic display of near cosmic horror, then fade, leaving us standing in Mark’s actual bedroom. It’s a mess—clothes strewn everywhere, bedsheets twisted. Clonicas stand scattered, gawking at the sudden return to reality. I’m towering over Mystique Mirage’s unconscious body, and there’s Mark, naked and gasping for breath, trying to regain his bearings after the ordeal. It’s over, but the echo of that moaning beach lingers in my ears.


One of the Clonicas, tucked away in a corner, snaps her attention to Mark. “You alright, boss? What the fuck was that all about?” she demands, her tone sharp with concern.


My gaze is locked on the still form of Mystique Mirage. I’m kicking myself internally, my instincts had been screaming that something was off with that French bitch. Should’ve listened, I think, my gut churning with a mix of anger and confusion.


Mark, still catching his breath, pieces his thoughts together. “At first, it was all good, hot even,” he begins, his voice shaky. “But after I came the second time, she… she wouldn’t stop. She kept conjuring up these visions, more intense each time, to get me ready again.” He swallows hard, the fear still evident in his eyes. “I felt like I was losing my fucking mind. It was like she was in there, poking around, making me crave her endlessly. And the more I wanted her, the more she cranked it up, until I couldn’t take it anymore. I just remember screaming as I felt my sanity slipping away.”


Sienna, my fiery redhead assistant, is now standing under the doorway, her eyes wide as she takes in the scene. “Something’s not right,” she says, pointing out the obvious. “Something must’ve gone wrong with the ray.”


Pissed off and on edge, I snap, “Where the hell is Dr. Mind?” My voice echoes in the now silent room, the urgency clear. Something’s fucked up, and we need answers, fast.
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Chapter 11 : Heroes, Villains and Cereal


I wake up with a pounding in my skull that feels like I’ve been hit with my own damn lightning bolt. Groaning, I stumble out of bed and drag my ass to the kitchen for some coffee, hoping it’ll zap me back to life. Clonica’s already there, nursing a cup of joe and munching on pastries like it’s the end of the world.


As soon as she sees me, Clonica grins, her mouth full. “Looks like you’ve got a case of the brain-fucks too, huh? Must be that damn ray gun hangover.” She’s always had a way with words…


She smirks, licking some pastry filling off her finger. “Oh, he’s up, alright,” she says with a wink. “But still in bed, if you catch my drift.”


I pour myself a cup of coffee, noticing the lack of Sienna’s usual early bird routine. She’s always been the one to make sure I start my day with a decent breakfast, and I feel a twinge of sadness realizing she’s not just out from under my thumb, but now directly under Mark’s. It’s like losing a piece of my morning ritual.


“Sienna’s with him, isn’t she?” I ask, though it’s more of a statement. “Fucking him?”


Clonica’s grin widens. “Like a champ. She went to wake him up with her mouth. Seems pretty damn eager about it, too.”


I raise an eyebrow at her. “And why aren’t you in there, joining the party? Not like you to pass up on a good time.”


She leans back, a playful glint in her eyes. “Who says I’m not?” she teases.


As I rub the sleep from my eyes and try to shake off the headache, I can’t help but feel the pull of my loyalty to Mark. “Should I… go join them?” I ask, half out of duty, half out of a desire to be where the action is.


Clonica, with a mouthful of pastry, waves a hand dismissively. “Trust me, sweetheart, that room’s got more tail than a pet store. I doubt there’s room for you to even breathe in there,” she says, and I can tell she’s only half-joking.


Slightly frustrated but weirdly okay with it, I grab a croissant from the basket and take a big bite. I’m just realizing that knowing Mark’s getting his rocks off has a strange way of making me feel content, even if I’m not the one doing the pleasing.


Just as I’m pouring myself another cup of coffee, Dr. Mind strolls into the kitchen like he owns the place, which is a fucking weird sight to see. “Good morning, ladies,” he greets us, with that polished accent of his that makes everything sound like a royal decree.


Clonica and I exchange a look before we return the greeting, the air thick with the oddity of having a former supervillain casually searching for breakfast among us.


He chuckles, pulling out a box of cereal from the cupboard. “I must say, the young master does seem to be having quite the delightful morning,” he says, and even though his words are light, there’s a weight behind them that tells me he’s still adjusting to this new reality.


I frown, the weight of reality sinking in. “You’ve been careful, right? No one can trace you back here?” I ask Dr. Mind, the paranoia gnawing at me despite the absurdity of the situation. The old man just chuckles, clearly amused by the idea.


“My dear, your lair is the absolute last place anyone would expect to find me. I assure you, my escape was meticulous,” he replies, his confidence almost irritating.


Clonica, ever the pragmatist despite her crude sense of humor, chimes in. “We’d better keep our eyes peeled for any heat about your little ‘vacation’ from the slammer, though,” she says. Dr. Mind nods in agreement, shoveling in another spoonful of cereal.


For a few minutes, there’s nothing but the sound of us munching on our breakfast, sipping coffee, lost in our own thoughts. Then it hits me—the sheer ridiculousness of it all. I burst out laughing, and soon Dr. Mind and Clonica join in, their chuckles filling the kitchen.


It’s a bizarre picture: two superpowered women and one supervillain, all sharing a meal and bound by mind control to some average Joe who got lucky. The irony of it is just too damn funny.


My head’s still pounding like a bad hangover as I pour myself another cup of coffee, and then the bedroom door swings open. In walks Mark, flanked by a small army of sweaty and thoroughly disheveled Clonicas and one particularly satisfied-looking Sienna. They’re a mess of tangled hair and flushed skin, and it’s clear they’ve had one hell of a morning.


As the Clonicas saunter in, they start to merge back into the original, standing next to me at the counter with a satisfied smirk on her face. Her hair’s sticking up in places it wasn’t before, and her clothes are twisted in a way that says she’s been rolling around in the sheets.


Mark plops down at the table with Sienna, who’s looking more content than I’ve ever seen her. I can’t stop my gaze from lingering on her, my fiery assistant, who’s always been more to me than just a sidekick. Jealousy should be gnawing at me, but instead, there’s this strange sense of pride that she’s served Mark well.


Mark turns to Dr. Mind, who’s still polishing off his breakfast like he’s got all the time in the world. “Any bright ideas on how you can put that big brain to work for me?” Mark asks, with a hint of challenge in his voice.


Dr. Mind sets his spoon down, ready to launch into a monologue about his intellectual prowess. But then he catches himself, realizing that all his smarts don’t mean jack if he doesn’t know what Mark wants. “What is it you desire, sir?” he asks, with a deference that’s almost comical coming from someone who used to be top dog.


Mark’s smirk spreads across his face like a crackling current, and he leans back in his chair, all casual-like. “Can we make the ray gun a bit more… discreet? Smaller, maybe? Something that doesn’t look like a damn retro toy. Oh, and can you make the ray invisible and silent while you’re at it?”


Dr. Mind’s bushy eyebrows twitch, and for a second it looks like he’s about to launch into a defense of his masterpiece’s aesthetic, but he cuts himself off. He strokes his chin thoughtfully, the gears clearly turning in that big brain of his. “I’ll do my best,” he concedes after a moment, the old pride of an artist surrendering to the practicality of a craftsman.


“And what about the whole ‘having to gaze into my eyes’ thing?” Mark presses on, clearly not done with his wish list. “Can’t we skip that step? Make it automatic or something?”


The question seems to prick at Dr. Mind’s ego just a tad, but he’s quick to school his features into that placid, servant’s mask. “It’s… tricky,” he admits, pushing his cereal bowl aside. “Even if I could weave the imprinting process into the ray’s effect, it would never be as effective as the victims seeing you in person immediately after being zapped. The direct connection is essential for the loyalty to take hold.”


I lean against the kitchen counter, my headache subsiding enough to let curiosity take the wheel. “So, Mark, what’s the endgame here? How can we help?” I watch him closely, my instincts still sharp as ever despite the ray’s influence.


Mark takes a moment, his smirk lingering as he contemplates his next move. “Last night was a close call. We need to be more careful, more discreet. You and Clonica are tough as nails, but two supers ain’t gonna cut it if shit hits the fan. We need a wider variety of skills around here.”


Clonica, who’s still smoothing out her hair from the merge, snorts. “Variety, huh? I bet you’re talking about more than just combat skills.” Her voice drips with innuendo, and Mark’s confirming nod and smirk tells me she’s hit the nail on the head.


An idea sparks in my head, bright as the electricity I wield. “I’ve been chatting with some high rollers, thinking about starting my own league of supers. It’d be the perfect cover for what you’re looking for,” I tell him, the plan unfolding in my mind like a blueprint.


I turn to Clonica, who’s already eyeing me with interest. “You could leave your current gig, help me kickstart this new league. Staying here’s raising eyebrows, and we need to play this smart.”


Mark nods, clearly on board. “I like it, Kat. I want to help you make it happen,” he says, his voice gentle but determined. “Outside of keeping me safe and satisfying a few… urges, you’ve got free rein to do your thing.”


It’s a strange sort of freedom, all things considered. But it’s enough to get the wheels turning, and I’m already listing potential recruits in my head. If we’re gonna do this, we’re gonna do it big—and we’re gonna do it right.


Dr. Mind speaks up with a refined tone, “If I am to make the suggested modifications to the ray gun, we could potentially persuade even the most formidable supers to join our ranks. It would certainly cover Mark’s needs.” He pauses, a calculating glint in his eye. “And perhaps, recruiting some villains might be beneficial if we are to have a full spectrum of abilities at our disposal.”


I nod along, but Clonica’s frown cuts through the planning session. “We gotta tread lightly, people,” she warns, her voice laced with a seriousness that’s rare for her. “There are supers out there who can read minds. Don’t think for a second they won’t pick up on us being brainwashed.” She’s right, and the gravity of her words sinks in.


Mark considers this, his smirk fading into a look of contemplation. “If we turn some of those mind readers to our side, and maybe snag a couple of mind controllers, it could work to our advantage,” he muses, the wheels clearly turning in his head.


Dr. Mind, however, isn’t one to let optimism cloud his judgment. “While I have been perfecting rays that could potentially control even those with psychic defenses, I cannot guarantee efficacy across the board. Mind readers are a tricky bunch,” he admits, his spoon clinking against the bowl as he stirs his thoughts with his breakfast.


Everyone around the table shares a moment of silent understanding. The plan is solid, but the risks are as high as the city’s skyscrapers. I take a deep breath, feeling the electric charge of challenge in the air. This is going to be one hell of a ride.


Mark’s got that look in his eye, the one that says he’s done talking strategy for now. “We’re steering clear of mind readers for the time being,” he says, and I can’t help but agree. “Kat, I want you to start on that league. Get me a list of the best supers you think we can convince with the updated ray gun.” He pauses and gives me a look that’s downright serious. “They need to be powerful, skillful, and hot as fuck.”


I can’t help but let out a snort, and Clonica joins me with a laugh, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “What a shocker,” she quips, “Mark wants his own supermodel army.”


We all share a good laugh, the tension easing out of the room like air from a balloon. I’m already flipping through my mental rolodex of heroes, ticking off names and abilities, and yeah, hotness.


“I’ll get on it,” I tell Mark, feeling that familiar thrill of a new mission. It’s fucked up, sure, forming a league by playing puppeteer with the best heroes out there. But considering I’m now wired to serve the whims of a kid who stumbled into super-villainy, things could be a hell of a lot worse. Mark’s not out to hurt anyone beyond his growing harem, and hell, this league could actually do some good around town.


Time to get to work.
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Chapter 10 : Mastering the Mastermind


As dusk turns to darkness, the lair falls into a stillness, broken only by the occasional sound of someone knocking on what’s now Mark’s bedroom door, followed by his gruff demand for privacy. With no news from him, we all eventually retreat to our respective rooms for the night. I find myself in one of the guest rooms, feeling an odd dislocation in my own lair, but if Mark wants solitude, I’m damn well going to give it to him.


Brushing my teeth, I’m suddenly on high alert as I hear a sound from the bedroom. Toothbrush in hand, I morph into a more combat-ready form, ready to pounce at a moment’s notice. I barely register the figure in the room before a familiar beam of light hits me, my eyes tracking the dancing particles as they settle.


Dr. Mind stands before me, his aged appearance belying a keen intellect. His hair, a distinguished silver, is swept back neatly, and his glasses rest on the bridge of his nose, catching the light as he smirks at me. The usual white lab coat he wears is pristine, contrasting with the dark leather gloves fitted snugly on his hands.


“Did you really think I’d let our last encounter be the end, Volt Vixen. Or should I call you Katrina?” His voice is smooth, almost charming, but the gleam in his eye is pure triumph. “I was so certain I had you with my ray last time. But no matter, you’re mine now.”


A frown creases my brow as I realize he’s right. The urge to please him is overwhelming, as if it’s been etched into my very being. But then, Mark flashes across my mind and a surge of conflict roils within me. I no longer feel the loyalty that had been so strong, replaced by a sense of disgust at the memories of what I’ve done for him, despite my natural inclinations. Yet, there’s a niggling thought that maybe it wasn’t all bad—that I actually had some good times with him.


I can’t help but let out a laugh, looking at Dr. Mind. “Well, aren’t you the cat that caught the canary? You’ve got me. I want what you want, and it seems you’ve got exactly that.”


He adjusts his glasses, his expression one of refined satisfaction. “My dear, let’s not dwell on the past. We have a future to build. Together.” His gentlemanly demeanor is almost convincing, but we both know the truth—his ray has made me his puppet, and for now, I can’t resist the strings.


As I stand there, toothpaste frothing at the corner of my mouth, a strange sense of déjà vu washes over me. It’s almost comical how quickly my invincible self has been flipped on its head… again.


“Dr. Mind,” I begin, spitting into the sink and wiping my mouth, “you should know, your ray actually did work on me the first time around. But, see, I… kinda fell for Mark, one of your hostages at the time.”


His laughter fills the room, rich and full of genuine amusement. “My, my, that’s quite the twist. The man has been exceptionally lucky, and apparently quite shrewd to evade capture this long.” Dr. Mind strokes his chin thoughtfully. “I’ll give him that. And I suppose I should be grateful; it simplifies matters for me considerably. I might not even punish him too severely for his interference.”


I’m surprised to find myself feeling a twinge of relief at his words, even though I’m aware I could snuff out Mark without a second thought if commanded.


“There’s also the matter of Clonica. One of her copies is here, bound to Mark,” I report dutifully, my newfound loyalty dictating my actions.


Dr. Mind chuckles, a low, knowing sound. “Ah, I’ve already addressed that little complication.” He turns and calls out, “Clonica, darling, come here.”


The door swings open, and in struts Clonica with her characteristic swagger, a smirk on her lips. “Looks like I’m the hot potato, passing from hand to hand,” she quips, her voice laced with her usual crass humor.


Before I can respond, Dr. Mind interjects, “I’ve been informed the other Clonica is out playing hero. She won’t return until it’s too late.” The clone at our side nods in confirmation, her smirk unwavering.


“And Sienna?” I add, feeling the need to lay all the cards on the table. “She’s under my influence thanks to the ray. But she’s no threat; she’ll do anything I want, even if what I want is controlled by someone else.”


Dr. Mind nods, his expression one of approval. “Excellent. Then it seems we have everything in order. Your loyalty is most appreciated, Katrina, or should I simply call you Kat now?” His tone is polite, the epitome of a gentleman, yet behind that civility, we both understand the gravity of his control.


I can’t help but chuckle at the absurdity of it all. “You can call me whatever the fuck you want,” I tell Dr. Mind with a wry smile. “I’ll be more than glad for it.”



Dr. Mind nods, a sinister amusement in his eyes, and declares, “Then Whore it is, for all the pain you’ve caused me.” He launches into his tale of escape from supermax, pride swelling in his voice. “Even stripped of my gadgets, I’ve proven that the mind is the greatest tool. Those simpleton guards never stood a chance against classic hypnosis.”


Clonica and I exchange a glance, knowing full well that stroking his ego is the game we’re playing now. We feed into it, nodding and hanging on his every word as if they’re gospel.


His gaze sweeps over me, and he commands, “Strip, Whore.”


Without hesitation, my clothes vanish, and I stand there naked, the cool air of the room making my nipples harden. It’s almost routine now, the way these guys demand I get naked, but there’s a part of me that’s fucking thrilled to oblige because of that stupid mind ray. I don’t mind, of course, I don’t…


Clonica, ever the crude one, pipes up, “Should I get in on this action too?”


Dr. Mind waves her off, “Not now. I have a score to settle with our dear Vixen.” His eyes fix on me as he unzips his pants. “Get on your knees and show me how a Whore pleases.”


And so I do. I kneel before him, taking his aging cock into my mouth. I’m not thrilled to be sucking him off; he’s a man, I’m a dyke, and he’s not exactly my type. But it’s not about what I want. It’s about pleasing him, and damn if I don’t want to do that.


I’m working my mouth around Dr. Mind’s shaft, my tongue swirling, when suddenly there’s a fucking commotion behind him. A blast of light slams into the old man’s back, and he groans, completely thrown off.


“Mark!” Clonica screeches, her voice laced with urgency. She’s splitting faster than a cell in mitosis, tackling Mark and sending his ray gun skittering across the floor.


I pop off Dr. Mind’s dick and stand, ready to throw down for him, which is all sorts of fucked up. But there he is, looking lost as a kid in a carnival, and here I am, muscles rippling, ready to rumble. Clonica’s got Mark pinned, the poor bastard gasping like a fish out of water.


Dr. Mind is begging, “Stop, please!” and he’s looking at Mark with these goddamn puppy eyes. What the actual fuck?


Then it clicks. Mark’s got Dr. Mind wrapped around his little finger now. Clonica’s cackling, and I can’t help but smirk. “Looks like you’ve got yourself a new plaything, Mark. Doubt he’ll be as fun to fuck, though.”


Dr. Mind’s face is redder than a baboon’s ass, but he’s still got that gentlemanly tone. “If Mr. Mark desires to… engage with me, I shall endeavor to meet his needs, though I would prefer otherwise…”


Sienna bursts in, her eyes wide with confusion. “What the hell is going on here?” She spots Dr. Mind and her brow furrows deeper. “Who’s controlling who?”


I rub my temples, feeling a migraine coming on. “It’s a clusterfuck, Sienna. Mark’s got Dr. Mind. Dr. Mind’s got me and Clonica. And Clonica’s got jokes for days.”


The crude Clonica chimes in with a snort, “More like a daisy chain of domination.”


Sienna sighs, looking as if she’s ready to walk the fuck out. “Great, just what we needed. Another Tuesday.”


The Clonicas, each one straddling Mark, look over to Dr. Mind for the go-ahead, their bodies tense with anticipation. With a slight nod from the old man, they release their grip and converge back into a single form, standing beside me with a smirk.


Sienna’s confusion is palpable, and I get it, I really fucking do. My loyalty is supposed to be with Dr. Mind, but he’s all puppy-eyed for Mark now. I’m taking orders from a man who’s taking orders from another man. It’s a twisted game of telephone, and it’s giving me a headache.


Sienna catches my eye, her own expression a mix of sympathy and I-told-you-so. “Looks like you and Clonica finally get how shitty it is to be at the bottom of the food chain,” she says with a bitter half-smile.


Dr. Mind, still displaying that composed facade, turns to Mark. “What would you have us do, sir?” His voice is steady, but there’s an undercurrent of something I can’t quite place.


Mark stands, dusting himself off, the picture of determination. “I want the girls back under my control,” he says, his voice firm.


Dr. Mind explains, “The original ray, the one you just zapped me with, Mark, it’s a one-shot deal. Use it twice on someone, and you’ll cook their brains.” We all flinch at the thought. “But,” he continues, “I came prepared with an upgraded version. It realigns neural pathways without frying them. It’s what I used on Clonica and Vixen here. We can reset as often as necessary.”


Mark scoops up Dr. Mind’s fancy new ray gun from where it lies next to the old man’s still-dropped trousers. He turns the device over in his hands, clearly impressed. Dr. Mind, his cheeks still flushed from the previous events, launches into a spiel about the ingenuity of his creation, his ego somehow remaining intact despite the recent shift in power dynamics. “I must admit,” he says with a chuckle that doesn’t quite reach his eyes, “I never imagined I’d find myself on this end of the device. An odd sense of tranquility, indeed.”


Clonica, Sienna, and I can’t help but let out a laugh at the irony of it all. We’ve all been on the receiving end of that ray more times than we’d care to admit.


Mark points the gun at Sienna, who’s frowning now, a mix of annoyance and resignation on her face. “You’re shitting me, right? I’m already doing Vixen’s bidding happily here,” she protests, but we all know it’s a futile argument. She’s aware that resistance is pointless; Mark only has to pull a few strings to get what he wants.


With a zap, Sienna’s body relaxes, and she looks up at Mark, a chuckle escaping her lips. “Well, at least I’m not the bottom bitch anymore,” she quips, shaking her head.


He turns the ray on Clonica next, and then finally, it’s my turn. I’m uneasy, feeling like I’m about to betray Dr. Mind, even though I know it’s what he would want—what Mark wants. As the ray hits me, my body floods with that familiar, unwelcome allegiance to Mark, and a visceral disgust for Dr. Mind washes over me. Fuck, this is one hell of a mess we’re in.


Mark steps closer to Dr. Mind, who looks up at him with a calm, almost serene expression. “You’re working for me now,” Mark states, a note of command in his voice that’s new but not entirely unwelcome.


Dr. Mind inclines his head, the picture of servitude. “I would be more than happy to employ my considerable intellect in your service,” he replies, his tone still dripping with that gentlemanly charm even as his new position humbles him.


The room is thick with a sense of victory, and we can’t help but feel a surge of gladness that the bastard is under someone’s thumb for once. There’s an unspoken acknowledgment among us that while Mark might have a hint of supervillain in him now, he’s still a damn sight better than Dr. Mind ever was. Plus, the loyalty we feel towards him is familiar, a comforting anchor in the chaos of the past few days.


Mark looks my way, and I’m more than ready to oblige. “Kat, can you provide the good doctor with the tools and space he needs to work for me?”


“Absolutely,” I reply, already thinking of the empty labs downstairs that’ll suit Dr. Mind’s brainy ass just fine. There’s a part of me that still resents him for all the shit he’s put us through, but I’m not about to whine about it. If anything, it’s a relief not having to plot revenge or worry about being under his control again.


Sienna’s eyes are locked on Mark, and I notice the shift in her gaze. There’s a new kind of respect there, or maybe it’s just the ray doing its thing. Either way, it’s a far cry from the repulsion she used to barely hide.
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Chapter 16 : Double the Charm


I’m squeezed into the booth next to Mark, his parents, Linda and Gary, sitting opposite us. Linda’s got that classic middle-class mom look, a neat bob and a cardigan that’s probably seen more church services than I’ve seen street fights. Gary’s sporting a polo shirt and a watch that screams ‘I golf on weekends’. They’re the picture of suburban cliché, and I can’t help but notice the undercurrent of disbelief in their eyes.


Linda leans in, her voice sugary sweet. “So, Amber, tell us more about how you and Mark met again. It’s just such a charming story.”


I give them the rundown, our ‘chance’ encounter at the library, with a sprinkle of embellishments. I can see it in their faces, they’re struggling to match their nerdy son to the hot chick recounting the tale. But hell, they’re trying, and there’s a sheen of pride when they glance at Mark.


Mark’s fidgeting with his glasses, clearly irritated by the insinuation that I’m out of his league. I slide my hand over his under the table, giving it a reassuring squeeze. I turn on Amber’s sweet voice, thick like honey, “Mark’s been such a gentleman, you’ve raised a wonderful son.”


Gary chuckles, “Well, we always hoped he’d find a nice girl. You, uh, you certainly exceed expectations, Amber.”


Mark’s annoyance fades a bit as I play the doting girlfriend, smoothing over the awkwardness. “He’s exceeded mine, too,” I say, looking at him with feigned adoration.


Gary’s words hang in the air, a not-so-subtle jab at Mark’s professional life. “Now that you’ve got the girl, it would be nice if you got the job,” he says, a half-hearted attempt at a joke that falls flat.


Mark tenses beside me, his jaw clenching in that way that spells trouble. Before I can jump to his defense, he’s blurting out something I didn’t see coming, something not part of the plan. “Actually, I’ve found a job,” he declares, “working for a new league of supers. Ever heard of Volt Vixen, Clonica, Mystique Mirage? They’re recruiting.”


Linda’s mouth drops open, a spoonful of her dessert forgotten in midair, while Gary’s eyes narrow, clearly wondering if his son’s pulling his leg. The silence weighs heavy, pressing down on us like a thick fog.


I can’t leave Mark hanging. The ray compels me, yes, but this is about backing him up, ray or no ray. “It’s true,” I chime in in Ambers’ voice, light but firm. “I’ve had the honor of meeting Volt Vixen and Clonica. They’re thrilled to be working with him.”


The skepticism in his parents’ eyes starts to fade, replaced by a flicker of pride mixed with confusion. “So, what exactly do you do for this league?” Linda asks, her tone cautious.


Mark’s chest puffs out, a touch of pride in his voice. “I’m an associate there,” he says, leaving it vague enough to avoid outright lying but bold enough to make a statement.


My heart races, a mix of adrenaline and frustration pumping through my veins. I’m caught between my unyielding loyalty to Mark and the instinct to protect him, to protect us. The idea of publicly advertising his involvement in the league—a league that’s not just a team of supers but his secret harem and set of sexy bodyguards—is reckless.


Gary’s skepticism is almost palpable as he leans forward, challenging the reality of Mark’s claim. “I’d love to meet these supers you’re talking about,” he says, a test in his tone.


The silence that follows is suffocating, and I know I have to say something. “It might be a bit complicated,” I start, trying to steer the conversation away, but Mark cuts me off with an eager smile.


“They could meet Volt Vixen tonight, here,” he suggests, his eyes alight with a dangerous excitement.


I can feel my frustration boiling over, but the ray’s influence is undeniable. I nod, my voice a forced chirp. “Yes, it’s possible,” I confirm, despite every muscle in my body screaming against it. Mark’s gaze locks onto mine, and I manage an awkward smile, my Amber persona nearly slipping away under the pressure. “She did say she might stop by…” I add, clenching my jaw as I prevent it from taking back its natural shape.


“Excuse me, I need to use the bathroom,” I mumble, standing up from the booth.


As I make my way across the restaurant, my mind races with the absurdity of the situation. I slip into the bathroom stall, making sure it’s empty before I let my form shift. My body stretches and reshapes, growing taller, my hair shortening and spiking up, the vibrant cobalt blue and electric yellow of my Volt Vixen suit clinging to my skin.


I step out of the stall, taking a deep breath to steady myself. This isn’t how I operate, but if it’s what Mark wants… I push the door open and stride back into the restaurant, my fiery field attitude in full force.


The murmurs ripple through the crowd as I approach the table. Mark’s parents gasp, their expressions a mix of awe and disbelief. Heads turn, cameras flash, and I can feel my cheeks burning hot with a mix of anger and embarrassment. “Please, give me some space,” I say to a bunch of eager fans with a polite smile that doesn’t quite reach my eyes. Inside, I’m fuming. I’m not some show pony to be paraded out in public, but for Mark… I’d do just about anything.


As I stand there in my Volt Vixen garb, Linda’s beaming smile is almost comical, and she eagerly gestures for me to sit down. I shake my head, the electric edges of my personality showing through the act. “Unfortunately, I can’t stay,” I tell them, “But it’s been a pleasure to meet you both. Mark has been invaluable in helping us build the league. We’re all really happy with him.”


Gary’s demeanor shifts like he’s been hit with one of my volts, his earlier doubt replaced by a father’s pride. “Always knew the kid had potential,” he boasts, “Glad to hear he’s putting it to good use.”


Mark’s grin is wide enough to split his face, and I can’t help but feel a little surge of satisfaction, his happiness somehow making this ridiculous charade worth it.


Linda, still riding the high of meeting a ‘real-life superhero’, insists I stay, “Amber just stepped out to the restroom; she should be back any minute.”


Jesus, this is both hilarious and a complete shitshow. “I’m actually expected back at the lair,” I say, keeping my tone light. “But it was nice seeing Mark out and about. I’m looking forward to working more closely with him.”


Mark plays it cool, nodding with a casual, “See you around, Vixen,” clearly enjoying the chance to show off in front of his folks.


I nod back and make a swift exit, slipping out of sight before morphing back into Amber. Once I’m sure I’m not being watched, I rejoin the table, all innocence and ignorance, feigning surprise at the excitement buzzing through the restaurant. “What’d I miss?” I ask, sliding back into the booth next to Mark.


Linda’s excitement is practically bouncing off the walls of the restaurant as she tells me, “You just missed Volt Vixen herself!”


I let out a small, surprised gasp, playing up Amber’s naivety, “Oh my gosh, really? That’s so unfortunate, but I’m not surprised. She was supposed to stop by, as I mentioned earlier.”


Gary’s gaze flicks from me to Mark, a hint of confusion in his eyes. “Funny, though,” he says with a chuckle, “Amber leaves and Volt Vixen appears. Could it be they’re the same person?”


I laugh, the sound light and airy, so different from my usual husky chuckle. It’s a delicate dance I’m doing, keeping Amber as far from Volt Vixen as possible. Mark joins in the laughter, though his is tinged with a hint of nervous energy. I wonder if he’s realized the mess he’s started.


Gary isn’t letting up, despite the jest in his voice. “Heard Volt Vixen can shapeshift, so it would make sense, wouldn’t it?” he teases.


I giggle again, shaking my head. “Oh, I wish! Imagine being the great Volt Vixen, fighting supervillains and all that jazz,” I say, my voice laced with wonder and a touch of wishful thinking.


Linda nudges Gary, a silent reprimand to stop teasing their son’s girlfriend. The tension at the table eases, mirroring the restaurant as the buzz of excitement dies down.


Gary’s curiosity about the league is evident as he turns to Mark, “So, what’s the plan with this league of yours?”


Gary’s question hangs in the air, his curiosity piqued about the league Mark and I are supposedly building. Mark shrugs nonchalantly, his voice casual as he explains, “We’re recruiting the best supers out there and looking for investors.” His words are vague, just as we practiced for scenarios we never anticipated.


But Linda, ever the inquisitive mother, presses further. “And what’s the name of this new league?” she asks, eyes darting between Mark and me.


I exchange a quick glance with Mark, both of us caught in the headlights of a question we should’ve seen coming but hadn’t prepared for. “We, uh, haven’t settled on a name yet,” I admit, feeling the tension rise.


Gary chuckles, a knowing look in his eyes as he comments, “It’s like you’re talking about a baby.”


The conversation takes an unexpected turn when Linda, half-joking, half-hoping, throws out, “Speaking of babies, have you two thought about having one?” The blush that creeps onto Mark’s cheeks is almost as red as my Amber persona’s hair.


I stare at Mark, a strange feeling bubbling up inside me. The thought of having a baby was never on my radar, but now, if Mark desires it, the idea of him breeding me stirs a warm sensation through my body. I remember his words from the day before, his wish for me to love him. I silently pray that Dr. Mind figures out how to amplify this ray-induced loyalty into genuine craving and love. It would make everything so much easier, no matter what Mark decides.


The night wraps up as we stand outside the restaurant on one of the bustling streets of Metrotown. We say our goodbyes, and Gary and Linda leave with broad smiles, impressed by their son’s stunning girlfriend and his seemingly amazing job with supers.


Once they’re out of sight, Mark lets out a deep sigh, his mind clearly on the league. “We really need to find a name for our league,” he muses, looking up at the night sky as if it might hold the answer.


I keep quiet, letting him work through his thoughts. But he catches my silence and turns to me, his expression a mix of frustration and concern. “Do you think I went overboard during dinner?” he groans.


Relief floods through me as I realize he’s inviting honesty. I gently scold him, “Mark, casually telling your parents about your links with me as Volt Vixen and the other supers… It’s risky. We’re building something that’s supposed to be secret.”


He rubs his chin, contemplating my words. “I know I got carried away, but I don’t want to hide forever,” he admits.


I let out a resigned sigh. “Well, if you want to be known to the public, we’ll have to craft a good cover for you,” I tell him, already thinking of the possibilities.


We fall into a contemplative silence, the noise of the city fading into the background. Suddenly, a question pops into my mind, and I blurt it out. “Do you want a baby?”


Mark nearly chokes on the air, his eyes wide as he stares at me. “Kat, we need to think about the moral implications,” he says cautiously, his voice low. “Breeding one of my mind-controlled supers to make me a child…”


The smirk that spreads across his face tells me he’s not entirely opposed to the idea, and I can’t help but chuckle at his reaction. “Maybe,” he finally says.


He’s serious again as he adds, “But only worth considering when our situation is more stable and secure.”


I nod, understanding his point. Whether a baby is in our future or not, we have a league to build and a cover to craft. And I’m going to make damn sure it’s the best one out there—for Mark.
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Chapter 17: The Loyalty Trap


Back at the lair, I walk in on Mark and Dr. Mind in the thick of an animated conversation. From the outside looking in, they’re the spitting image of two supervillains concocting a diabolical scheme—and in a way, they are, which sends a ripple of amusement through me.


“What’s brewing, boys?” I ask, cocking a hip and smirking at their secretive air. “Has Dr. Mind cracked the code to fix Mystique Mirage?”


Before they can answer, Mark’s command slices through the tension. “Kat, get naked,” he says, and it’s not a request. A moment of surprise flickers through me, but it’s swiftly extinguished by the eagerness to please that now comes as naturally as breathing. With a thought, my clothes vanish into the ether, leaving me gloriously naked before them.


Mark’s eyes roam over my exposed skin, a predator’s appreciation in his gaze—and I note Dr. Mind is similarly entranced. “Make your tits bigger,” Mark commands next, and I comply without hesitation. My breasts swell, growing heavy and more voluptuous with each second, pushing the boundaries of what’s natural. If I were free from his influence, I’d be disgusted, but instead, there’s a twisted pride in fulfilling his desires.


Once they’ve had their fill of the show, I ask with a wry tilt of my head, “Satisfied?” Mark nods, and so I let my body revert to its usual form. My tone is light, almost playful as I observe, “You’re really enjoying your power over me, now, aren’t you?”


Mark’s grin is unrepentant as he responds, “I am. I’m done letting my outdated sense of morality stop me from enjoying myself.”


I can’t help but wonder if Dr. Mind has something to do with that and if he is a bad influence, but then again, does it change anything for me? Much like Sienna when she was under my command, or when I was under Dr. Mind’s thrall, who in turn was under Mark’s, my only concern is fulfilling his desires, no matter where they are coming from. I realize this could be a problem—or an opportunity. Each member of Mark’s loyal club could, in theory, nudge him toward wanting things that give us some semblance of control. Our loyalty to him may be uniform, but our definitions of what’s good for him are not. Perhaps my vision of keeping Mark safe includes ensuring my brainwashed colleagues don’t manipulate him too far astray.


I’m about to pull Mark aside for a private chat when it hits me like a bolt of lightning—Dr. Mind, for all his villainy, is a damn genius, and he’s got the same hardwired drive to protect and serve Mark that I do. If we’re going to hash out the messy web of influence we’ve found ourselves in, having him in on the conversation is a no-brainer. He’ll see the angles we don’t.


“Mark, Dr. Mind,” I start, leaning against the cool metal of the lab table, “I think we’ve got a bit of a situation brewing. Everyone’s loyalty to you, thanks to the ray… it’s shaping up to be a double-edged sword.”


Mark’s brows furrow, and I continue, “We’re all wired to please you, right? But what ‘pleasing you’ means can be twisted six ways to Sunday depending on who’s doing the twisting. We could end up pulling you in a dozen different directions without even realizing it.”


Dr. Mind strokes his chin, the picture of contemplation. “Katrina raised an interesting problem,” he concedes. “Indeed, my own desire to delight you could inadvertently steer your decisions.”


I watch Mark groan in frustration, the weight of leadership heavy on his shoulders. “This is just like what Mystique Mirage did, isn’t it?” he says, running a hand through his hair. “Without meaning to, or maybe she did… Doesn’t make much difference…”


Dr. Mind interjects with a calming tone. “Mark, at the end of the day, you are not under the effects of any mind control. You are free to make your own decisions. If you find yourself influenced by one of the girls, or by me, it will be the old-fashioned way—because you would have allowed it.”


Mark pauses, his eyes flicking between Dr. Mind and me. “Still, we should be careful,” he finally says. “From now on, I want everyone to refrain from projecting their personal visions of right and wrong on me. I’ll take some time with each of you, alone, to understand what your own vision of loyalty sounds like.”


I smile, a little reassured. “That’s wise,” I say, and I mean it. Anything that keeps him safe and keeps us on the right track is good by me.


Mark looks relieved by our support but is quick to add, “Don’t hold back on telling me the hard truths, though. If you think I need to hear it, say it. But if you’re going to try to sway me, I want it out in the open, with everyone present. That way, I can hear different points of view.”


Mark seems to shake off the earlier discussion as if it were water from a duck’s back and turns his attention to me. “Kat, what Dr. Mind and I were just discussing is his… ‘needs’,” he explains, the word ‘needs’ hanging in the air with a weight that implies something more intimate.


A frown creases my brow as I turn to face the old gentleman supervillain. I give Dr. Mind a silent, piercing stare. The idea of him asking for rewards when we should all be focused on pleasing Mark doesn’t sit well with me. I remember him assuring me he wouldn’t broach such subjects with Mark unless it was certain to please him. This feels like a contradiction, a deviation from the path the ray’s effects should have ingrained in him.


Mark, noticing the tension, is quick to clarify. “Kat, relax. Dr. Mind hasn’t asked for anything. We got onto the topic while talking about the sex I’ve been having, and I was the one who asked him about his own desires.”


I relax slightly, my gaze softening as I listen to Mark. He chuckles, a hint of mischief in his eyes as he ogles me. “I want everyone to be happy here. And I know that sex can be an important part of that happiness,” he says with a grin that has the heat rising to my cheeks. “I’m speaking from experience, after all.”


Mark leans back against a console, his casual demeanor never wavering. “Thanks to Dr. Mind’s ray, I could provide everyone with partners for their own personal use, as long as those partners are loyal to me first. And as long as the current members of our league,” he adds with a smirk, his eyes locked onto mine, “remain available for my own relief.”


Understanding the direction of the conversation, I nod in agreement. It’s surprising to find myself not only accepting but also grateful for the ways Mark is considering our wellbeing. The thought of having other women at my beck and call sends a thrill down my spine, as I imagine the possibilities, the taste of power, and the taste of them.


The old me, the one who wore the mantle of Volt Vixen with a fierce sense of justice, would have been appalled at the thought of using mind control for personal, sexual gratification. But that version of me is long gone, replaced by one who has reconciled with the reality of our new world order. I’ve made peace with what we’ve become. Besides, if these hot chicks feel half as good about pleasing me for Mark as I feel about pleasing him, it isn’t such a bad fate after all.


Mark catches my eye with a knowing smirk. “So, Kat, you think Dr. Mind deserves a little… personal attention based on his work for me so far? How would you suggest we provide that?”


I pause, considering the implications pragmatically. “Based on his performance under your command, he’s put in the effort. Mystique Mirage’s meltdown was unpredictable so we can’t really blame him for that,” I say, my voice steady and sure. “It seems fair that he’d be rewarded with sexual relief since he does seem to have a penchant for that kind of thing.”


The words hang in the air, and I cant help but think about how Dr. Mind has always had a leering eye for me. The thought of submitting to him for Mark’s pleasure churns my stomach, but if it pleases Mark… “If it would please you, It’d make sense for me to take care of it,” I admit, a hint of disgust buried beneath layers of loyalty.


Dr. Mind’s eyes light up with arousal at the prospect, but Mark is quick to douse the flames. “No, I don’t plan on sharing you with anyone else, not right now,” he says with a wink, and I can feel the relief flood through me.


Mark turns to Dr. Mind, his tone serious. “Is there anyone else you have in mind who could… satisfy you?”


Dr. Mind’s gaze drifts for a moment, lost in thought, before snapping back to the present. “There is a name that comes to mind, yes,” he responds, a shadow of a smile playing on his lips. “Someone who may also prove useful to you.”
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Chapter 18: A Scoof of Amnesia


Blinking rapidly, I try to clear the fog that’s settled over my mind, but it clings stubbornly, muddying my thoughts. I’m standing in what looks like an underground warehouse, the dim light casting long shadows across rows of old crates. A black woman stands before me, her wide eyes filled with fear. She hesitates only a moment before turning on her heel and fleeing, her form disappearing between the crates.


I watch her go, an inexplicable pang of loss tightening in my chest. She’s striking—even in the poor lighting, her beauty is undeniable, and there’s an allure to her that I can’t ignore even as she vanishes from sight.


Glancing down at my hands, they seem foreign to me—normal, yet not. My gaze traces the lines of the cobalt blue and electric yellow suit clinging to my body, a costume I don’t recognize. A wave of confusion hits me, and as it does, my form wavers, morphing into an amorphous, humanoid shape, a mirror to my inner turmoil.


“Who am I?” The question echoes in my head, but it’s not the most pressing concern. My attention is drawn to a young man nearby. He’s the quintessential nerd—big glasses, an awkward stance, but there’s something about him that feels crucial to me. I can’t shake the feeling that he’s important, that his desires should be my priority.


Approaching him, I ask, “Who are you? What do you want from me?” There’s a part of me that wants to ask who I am, but it feels trivial next to the need to understand him.


He looks at me, his expression just as lost as I feel. “I…I don’t know who I am…” he admits, his voice laced with confusion.


Circling the young man, I scrutinize him, searching for any flicker of recognition in the blank canvas of my memories. The intense loyalty I feel towards him is baffling, an anchor in the sea of confusion that my mind has become. His requests are silent, yet my insistence bubbles to the surface.


“Tell me, what do you want from me?” I press, my tone edged with my usual directness despite the haze clouding my thoughts.


He meets my gaze, the confusion in his eyes mirroring my own. “I… I don’t know what I want,” he stammers, clearly overwhelmed by the situation.


I can see he needs guiding, a gentle hand to steer him through the fog. “I’m not sure what’s going on here,” I admit, “but there’s this one thing I’m fucking certain of: whatever you want, I want to give it to you. It’s like… it’s what I’m here for, even if I can’t remember why.”


The young man considers my words, his eyes roaming over my vague form. Despite the amnesia, I intuitively understand that I can mold my appearance, my body shifting a moment ago evidence of it. Men usually have a thing for attractive women, right? I can’t recall where I learned this, hell I can’t even recall ever meeting another man before, but it feels like an ingrained truth.


With that in mind, my shape shifts subtly, softening into a more feminine silhouette, my features gaining definition while remaining enigmatic. I watch his reaction closely.


“What are you doing?” he asks, his curiosity piqued.


I tilt my head, a smirk forming on my lips. “Do you find me attractive?” I challenge him, the words feeling natural even in this state of unknown.


His eyes linger on me, taking in the changes. There’s a spark there, a hint of something more. It’s all the confirmation I need.


As I circle the young man, my mind a blank slate, I can’t shake the compelling need to serve him, to mold myself into whatever form he desires. His eyes are on me, expectant and silent, and I interpret his lack of words as permission to proceed.


“Do you like me like this?” I ask him, my voice carrying the usual assertive tone I seem to naturally possess, “Sexier?” I can’t remember who I am, but I know what I’m capable of, and that’s enough for now.


He swallows hard, his eyes fixed on the larger tits I’ve crafted on my otherwise nebulous form. “Yes,” he admits, and I see the satisfaction in his gaze. It’s all the incentive I need to continue my transformation.


I concentrate, feeling the strange energy within me as I redefine my curves, sculpting my ass and legs into a more appealing shape, guided by an instinctive knowledge of what men generally find attractive. When his ogling intensifies, I take it as a sign to enhance those particular features further. If he shows a hint of displeasure or disinterest, I immediately retract the change, seeking his approval with every adjustment.


Finally, when I sense that I’ve reached the pinnacle of his desires—my body now the epitome of sexual allure, an exaggerated parody of femininity with voluptuous breasts, a cinched waist, and hips that promise sin—I stop and smirk, pleased with the result.


I’m not aroused by him, not in the slightest. My thoughts drift to the black woman who fled earlier, and I can tell I found her attractive. Yet, this doesn’t concern me; my satisfaction lies in fulfilling his wants, in being his perfect creation.


Noticing the growing bulge between his legs, I address it matter-of-factly. “Do you want me to take care of that for you?” I ask, ready to provide whatever service he requires, my voice dripping with the confidence of a woman who knows she’s got the power, even if she can’t remember why.


I don’t hesitate, my hands working with a purpose to free his hardness from the confines of his pants. Taking him into my mouth feels like second nature, the shape of his cock familiar against my tongue, even though I can’t recall ever doing this before. I bob my head, taking him deeper with each motion, drawing pleasure from the way he shudders above me.


Just as I’m getting into the rhythm, the sound of footsteps signals an intrusion. Two Asian women, identical down to the last detail, rush in wearing their super costumes. Their sudden appearance does little to deter me; my focus remains on the task at hand—pleasuring this man whose name I don’t even know.


“Why the fuck is this happening here? What about Memory Doe?” One of them spits out, her words crude and her gaze fixed on us with a mixture of shock and intrigue.


I let out a muffled laugh around his cock at their confusion, the sound vibrating against him. The name ‘Dr. Mind’ they call out sounds like a bad comic book villain, and it tickles me more than it probably should. But I keep sucking, determined to bring this man the relief he’s clearly seeking.


“Do you girls wanna join or what?” he gasps out between moans, and I can feel the vibration of his words through his body.


The twins exchange a conflicted glance, their eyes darting between Mark and me. After a moment of hesitation, one of them speaks up, her voice a mix of curiosity and concern. “Do you want us to?” she asks him, her tone suggesting she’s not entirely opposed to the idea.


The twins are visibly torn, but they don’t need much convincing after the young guy I’m blowing nods. As they look at each other, they begin to multiply, creating more eager copies of themselves. Their super costumes are tight and revealing, highlighting their slender figures and perky breasts—a sight that I can’t help but find arousing, my body responding to their presence.


They approach us, hesitancy giving way to a shared desire to please. Their hands, mouths, and bodies join the fray, and soon, the air is thick with the sounds of moans, skin slapping against skin, and the scent of lust. As the pleasure builds, I find myself lost in the sensations, the electricity of my power crackling beneath my skin, unused but thrumming with potential.


Finally, the man reaches his climax, his release filling my mouth as I swallow every drop. We collapse together, a tangle of limbs and heaving chests. I lay there, panting, the satisfaction of providing what he wanted coursing through me, even as my mind remains a blank slate.


Lying there amidst the tangled limbs and satisfied sighs, I hear a crackle in my ear—a voice that’s fierce yet smooth. My head’s still spinning, but I manage a chuckle, amused by the chaos of the situation.


“What the hell is going on? Why isn’t anyone responding?” the voice demands, urgency lacing every word.


I can’t help but laugh, the sound raw and genuine. “Well, I’ve been a little tied up,” I reply, my voice dripping with innuendo. “I’ve been fucking this guy.”


Confusion taints the voice in my ear. “What about Memory Doe? Weren’t you supposed to—”


I cut her off with a snort. “Who?” I say, my gaze still locked on the guy sprawled out beside me, his glasses askew, his breaths deep and even.


“Wait… And who exactly have you been fucking?” Now she sounds not just irritated but clearly confused.


I describe him as best I can without the details that don’t matter. Truth be told, he’s not that pretty, but he doesn’t need to hear that. “He’s this nerdy dude, tall, big glasses…”


There’s a pause, a moment of silence that’s almost palpable, and then a string of curses floods my ear.


The Asian woman, now singular again, looks just as disheveled as I feel. She grabs a communicator from her costume, speaking to the voice as well. “Sienna… Seems like Memory Doe wiped their memories and took off,” she explains, the realization dawning in her voice.


I giggle again, the information slotting into place. No wonder the nerd and I can’t remember a damn thing.


“We need to bring Mark back to the lair,” the voice orders, sounding like it’s on the edge of panic.


Lair? I’ve got no clue what she’s talking about, but the name ‘Mark’ catches my attention. I glance at the nerdy guy, who frowns at the mention of the name, just as lost as I am. His confusion is almost comical, and I notice an earpiece in his ear too. Is he… Mark? Did we have some secret mission with this Memory Doe everyone keeps yapping about? The black woman who bolted… could she be the one?


The Asian super, her costume slightly torn and sticking to her in all the right places, jumps in. “I don’t know if he wants to go back to the lair,” she says, her eyes flicking to the guy beside me. “He seems pretty fucking out of it.”


Before she can finish, the voice cuts her off, the panic now unmistakable. “I don’t want to hear what he wants right now!” There’s a desperation in her tone, like she’s fighting every instinct to stay professional. “I’ll keep going with what I know he wanted. Got it?”


The cute Asian super frowns deeply at her communicator before it goes silent. She turns to the guy who’s apparently Mark, and introduces herself in a way I can’t help but find amusingly crude.


“I’m Clonica,” she says. “Here’s the deal! So, we’re all part of this freaky-ass super league you created. We’ve all been zapped by some crazy ray gun a while ago that’s made us loyal as fuck to you. It’s why this chick here,” she points at me, “and me, are so damn eager to please you. We were in a mission to catch that chick, Memory Doe, to zap her too, but it seems she zapped you first.”


Her explanation sounds absolutely batshit, but it clicks. That’s why I’ve been so focused on satisfying Mark’s every desire. It’s absurd, yet it makes an odd sort of sense.


She continues, her expression serious despite her colorful language. “We all wanna do what you want, but right now, you’ve gotta realize we’re in some fucked up situation ’cause you can’t remember shit. The best thing would be to get you back home and to see how we can fix this mess.”


She kneels in front of him, her eyes locked onto his. “So, big guy, what do you wanna do?”


He chuckles, a sound that’s somehow both endearing and exasperating under the circumstances. “Honestly? I could fucking go for some ice cream.”


Clinica clenches her jaw, her frustration palpable. She looks to me, and I can only shrug in response. If he wants ice cream, then that’s what we should do. Simple as that.


She groans, running a hand through her hair. “Fine, let’s get some damn ice cream,” she mutters, her loyalty to him clear in her begrudging agreement.


We find a staircase leading to the surface, the steps cool and gritty beneath my bare feet. Clonica, her nerves practically visible, keeps throwing glances my way. I’m still rocking the bimbo look, my curves exaggerated beyond belief, my tits jiggling with every step.


“You might wanna tone it down, Vixen,” Clonica suggests. “You’re a walking wet dream, and we’re about to hit the streets. Maybe conjure up some clothes at least, be a bit more discreet?”


Mark, chuckles, his eyes roaming over me with unabashed delight. “I kinda like her this way,” he says, a mischievous grin playing on his lips. “Who knows when I’ll want another round with her, especially after some sweet ice cream.”


His words spark a warmth within me, my body eager to comply. I want to please him, that much is clear. Clonica looks like she’s about to pop a vein, torn between her desire to keep him safe and the compulsion to do as he wishes.


“Please, at least let her wear something,” Clonica pleads, her eyes darting around the dingy staircase. “This ain’t exactly the safest part of town, and we’re about to walk into a shit show with her looking like that.”


He gives a nod, conceding to Clonica’s request, but not without adding, “Make it hot, girl. Scorching.”


With a smirk, I let my body shift, keeping the sex appeal dialed up but adding a skimpy, form-hugging dress that leaves little to the imagination. It’s the kind of outfit that screams ‘look but don’t touch’—unless you’re him, of course. Clonica lets out an exasperated sigh, but there’s a hint of relief in her eyes as we continue our ascent. If he wants ice cream, then ice cream he shall have, and I’ll be the cherry on top.


I’ve got no idea what city we’re in, my mind’s a blank slate, but even without memories, I can tell this place has seen better days. We end up standing in front of a small corner store with Mark licking an ice cream cone that Clonica has just bought for him.


The hot asian, still in her superhero getup, shifts uncomfortably as people start to notice us. Her eyes dart back and forth, taking in the stares and the smartphones coming out to snap pictures. I can tell she’s pissed about the attention, but what did she expect, parading around in a costume in a place like this?


Some of the locals start to catcall, throwing lewd comments my way, but I don’t give a damn. I’ve only got eyes for Mark, and as I sidestep closer to him, I make sure my body language screams ‘taken’.


“Jesus, can’t you degenerates take a hint?” Clonica snaps, her voice carrying that edge that says she’s two seconds away from kicking ass. “She’s with him, so back the fuck off.”


The crowd around us thickens, held at bay by the simmering threat of Clonica’s posture. Her voice breaks through, laced with frustration. “Where the fuck is Dr. Mind?” she asks us, eyeing the crowd warily. “Either of you remember what happened to him?”


Mark snorts, his humor cutting through the tension. “Not remembering much is kinda the theme of the day, isn’t it?” His chuckle is infectious, and I join in, hoping to match his mood. It’s important that he sees I’m on his side, even in this amnesiac haze.


Clonica’s eyes fixate on the rapidly dwindling ice cream cone in Mark’s hand. “This thing is like a fucking ticking time bomb,” she mutters under her breath, voicing her concern about what he’ll ask for next.


I find myself wondering why Clonica’s so on edge. The ray’s effects make it so easy, so fulfilling to give Mark what he wants. Doesn’t she feel that same rush of satisfaction from serving him?


Mark’s frown deepens, the lines on his forehead betraying his annoyance at Clonica’s palpable anxiety. “Hey, you’re kinda killing the vibe here,” he says, his voice light but the undercurrent serious. “Can you just… chill a bit?”


Clinica lets out a nervous laugh, a sound that doesn’t quite reach her eyes. “It’s just… how do you expect me to give you what you want when what you want is for me to feel something I can’t fucking control?”


He contemplates her words, taking a slow lick of what’s left of his ice cream. “Follow her example,” he says, gesturing to me with a tilt of his head, his eyes appreciating my form. I stand proudly, my shapeshifted body an exaggerated vision of desire, my dress clinging to every curve like a second skin.


Clinica looks at him, searching for clarification. “What do you mean by that?”


Mark shrugs, a simple motion that seems to carry weight. “I don’t know, do something hot. Give everyone a little show or something.”


You can almost hear the cogs turning in Clonica’s head as she processes his words. The conflict is written all over her face, but the nod comes eventually. She takes a deep breath, steels herself, and steps closer to the onlookers. Her hand moves to the zipper of her costume, poised to peel the fabric away from her body for Mark’s entertainment.


An explosion rocks the ground a few blocks away, jolting everyone into high alert. Screams pierce the air as the bystanders scatter, fleeing the sudden danger. Mark drops to his knees, covering his head protectively, while Clonica and I, driven by pure instinct, prepare for a fight.


Clinica’s body begins to blur, multiplying until a dozen identical figures form a protective circle around Mark. I feel a surge of electricity crackling at my fingertips, my body shifting, muscles tensing for combat. Despite the gaping hole in my memory, my powers respond, ready to strike. It’s a strange comfort, knowing I can fight, even when I don’t remember learning how.


Then, cutting through the chaos, an old man in a ridiculous costume struts into view, and I’m ready to pounce. But Clonica’s body language shifts from defensive to recognition.


“Dr. Mind! Where the hell have you been?” one of her calls out.


The old man offers a polite, apologetic bow. “I do beg your pardon, ladies and Mark. I’ve been in pursuit of Memory Doe, quite successfully in the end, I must say.” he announces, his voice smooth as silk.


The black woman from the warehouse steps out from behind him, looking bewildered and out of place. Before any of us can react, her eyes glow with a luminescent power.


And just like that, the fog in my brain lifts. Every memory, every detail of my past rushes back in a flood of information.


End of Book 1

To be continued…
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Chapter 9 : The Ultimate Reward


The air in my bedroom is thick with lust, charged with the kind of raw, sexual electricity that could power a city. Mark’s sprawled out on the bed, his naked body a canvas for our debauchery. One of Clonica’s clones is straddling his face, her hips grinding against his mouth, while another is on her knees between his legs, her head bobbing eagerly as she sucks his cock. The sounds of wet, sloppy pleasure fill the room, mingled with Mark’s muffled moans.


On the side of the bed, two more clones of Clonica are wrapped around each other, their naked bodies pressed tight in a heated make-out session. Their hands roam freely, exploring each other with an intensity that’s fucking captivating.


And me? I’m right by Mark’s side, my own enlarged tits—thanks to a little shapeshifting—pressed against his arm, brushing against his skin with every breath I take. Sienna, that diligent little minx, is nestled between my thighs, her tongue working me over with a fervor that’s got me biting my lip to keep from screaming.


Pleasure rips through me as Sienna’s relentless tongue brings me to climax. I’m panting, my body still quivering with the aftershocks when I hear Mark’s breath hitch. It’s the cue we’d all been waiting for. The Clonicas immediately swarm to him, their circle tight around his throbbing cock. They take turns, their tongues flicking over the head, their hands a blur of movement as they stroke him, each one eager to coax out his release.


Sienna glances at me, a hint of reluctance in her eyes. I lock eyes with her, my gaze stern. “Do as you’re told,” I remind her firmly. She’s not under Mark’s spell, but she answers to me, and I intend to make damn sure she follows through on what he, what we, want. She nods, understanding her place, and joins the circle.


As the six of us—Sienna, the Clonicas, and I—focus on the task at hand, Mark finally tips over the edge. His cum jets out, thick ropes that we play up for all it’s worth. We make a show of it, our laughter and moans mixing as we share and savor his release, ensuring it’s a spectacle hot enough to sear into anyone’s memory.


Merging back into one, Clonica stands there, glistening with sweat, the very image of debauched satisfaction. She lets out a throaty chuckle and throws us a look that’s pure sin. “Fuck, I’ve still got a whole list of dirty positions we haven’t tried yet,” she says, her voice thick with promise.


As Sienna gets off the bed, there’s a flash of annoyance flickering across her face, but it’s quickly masked by compliance. She’s here for me, after all, and whatever I want, she’s going to deliver. Clonica, catching that same look, grins and asks her, “Heading for a shower?” Without waiting for an answer, she adds, “Come on then, I don’t usually do girls but I’m in the mood to see how well you can wash my back.” Sienna’s eyes light up with a mix of relief and anticipation at the prospect of finally getting her own release.


Left in the room with Mark, I watch him, still catching his breath on the bed. I let out a low, satisfied smirk. “So, are you happy with how things turned out?” I ask him, my voice a purr of dark amusement.


He nods, a lazy smile spreading across his face. “Yeah, I am,” he replies, then his eyes meet mine, a new depth to his gaze. “But what about you, Kat? Are you?”


I open my mouth to give him the usual line about my desires being nothing but a reflection of his. But I stop, the words catching in my throat as I actually consider his question. It’s a surprise to even myself when I admit, “You know what? The last few days have been more fun than I’ve had in years. If the ray’s effects were to wear off…” I trail off, my mind racing with the implications. “I… I might actually miss this. Hell, I might even ask to be zapped again.” I shake my head, a wry grin tugging at my lips. “Although, I’m not in any position to know for sure. Life’s a fuckin’ rollercoaster, isn’t it?”


Mark’s laugh is genuine and it eases the tension in the room. “I’m terrified of actual rollercoasters,” he admits, “but this one? I’m all in.”


I can’t help but tease him, “Yeah, you must be, landing a harem of supers like us. You’re one lucky nerd.”


He scoffs, tossing a pillow my way, “Hey, no shame in my game. Being a nerd is my superpower.”


I wince, realizing my jab might have stung deeper than intended. I’m about to make amends when his question catches me off guard. “You ever get into any of this nerd stuff? Battlestar Galactica?”


I grin, playing along. “I’d love to check it out.”


But he’s not buying it, his frown deepening. “Because I want you to, or because you’d actually enjoy it?”


I pause, the answer not as clear-cut as I thought. The silence stretches until he groans, rising from the bed, leaving me alone with my thoughts. Naked and conflicted, I stand and rush after him, shifting into that ‘perfect girlfriend’ look we’d decided on earlier—short red hair, green eyes, and freckles.


“Mark,” I call out, my voice now dripping with that sweet, honey-like quality. “Whether it’s the ray speaking or not, making you happy makes me happy. So why worry about the why?” I give him a playful wink, letting him know that, for now, his desires are my desires.


I watch Mark’s shoulders slump as he tries to express the whirlwind of emotions he’s grappling with. “I mean, I’ve had the most incredible sex with the most powerful and beautiful women in town,” he confesses, his voice a mix of wonder and concern. “But at the end of the day, you’re all here because of that damn ray. You don’t love me by choice.”


I chew on my lip, considering his words before replying. “You know, I think I might actually love you anyway, even without the ray’s effect.” It’s a bold statement, and I’m not entirely sure where it comes from.


Mark scoffs, his skepticism written all over his face. “Come on, Kat. Without the ray, you wouldn’t have given me a second glance. And let’s not forget, you’re into women. At best, we’d be friends—platonic friends.”


We’re in the thick of our disagreement when Sienna and Clonica step out from the bathroom, their smiles wide, especially Sienna’s, who seems to radiate post-orgasmic bliss. They pause, sensing the tension in the room. Mark’s gaze flickers toward them before he shakes his head, “I need some time alone,” he mutters and starts to leave.


Sienna, ever the outspoken one, can’t help but comment. “Always so dramatic, isn’t he?”


Before she can finish, Clonica and I simultaneously give her a silencing glare. “Not another word,” I warn her, my loyalty to Mark, ray-induced or not, kicking in. “He’s had a lot to process, and we should respect that.” Sienna’s mouth snaps shut, and she nods, understanding the unspoken rule between us—Mark’s well-being comes first.


Clonica, with her usual lack of filter, chimes in, her voice dripping with crude humor. “Our situation might seem more fucked up than Mark’s, but at least our brains are wired to accept it without all that moral hand-wringing. All we gotta worry about is keeping his dick happy,” she says with a snort. “Meanwhile, Mark’s gotta deal with the fact he’s got three hot pieces of ass at his beck and call.”


Sienna pipes up, a playful smirk on her lips, “Well, technically, he’s only the owner of two. I belong to our dear Vixen here, not Mark.” She points at me, her eyes glinting with mischief.


I can’t help but laugh, a mix of frustration and amusement bubbling up inside me. “He’s the owner of two and a half, I’d say. Since I’m under his spell, and you’re under mine, Sienna. That makes you at least partially his,” I explain, the absurdity of the situation not lost on me.


Sienna’s sigh is heavy with resignation as she nods, her ever-present desire to please me overriding any reluctance. “Is there anything you want me to do right now? Something that’s not coming from Mark?” she asks, her gaze searching mine for an answer.


I can’t help but feel a spark of irritation at her attitude when it comes to Mark. But then, an idea strikes me—a way to assert my control and maybe get a little sweetness back into the situation. “Yeah, actually,” I say with a smirk. “There’s this shop down on Fifth, ‘Sugar Rush Confections’. Go fetch me some of their sea salt caramel truffles, will you? Like a good assistant.” I watch as her demeanor shifts, the task not dictated by Mark making it all the more appealing to her.


With a nod and a much brighter smile, Sienna heads off to get dressed and complete the errand. I turn to Clonica, whose smirk mirrors my own. “How are you holding up?” I ask her, genuinely curious about her state of mind.


Clonica’s response is as blunt as ever. “Same as you, Kat. Fucked up situation, but hey, at least we’re getting off.” We both chuckle at that.


Clonica’s communicator buzzes again, and she hesitates, giving me a look that screams she’s out of her depth. My eyebrow arches in surprise as she admits it’s the second time it’s rung today, and she’s unsure if she should answer it.


“Jesus, Eun, the last thing we need is to rouse suspicion. Answer it,” I say, a hint of panic edging my voice. “You have to act as you normally would, or it’ll look off.”


Clonica snorts, her tone laced with her typical vulgarity. “Well, it’s not every day I play fuck-doll to some random dude,” she retorts. But I’m not in the mood for her jokes.


“Cut the crap. This is serious,” I snap back. When she sees the gravity in my eyes, she pauses, mulling it over.


“Should I… go ask Mark what to do?” she muses aloud, but I’m already shaking my head.


“No, just go,” I insist, remembering the conversation I had with Mark. “He said to keep things normal.”


Without another word, Clonica splits into two. One clone stands there, still wrapped in a towel, while the other is suddenly stark naked. My cheeks flush despite myself, and I can’t help but steal a glance at her toned, bare figure.


The naked clone winks at me, a devilish grin on her face. “I’ll stick around for Mark,” she says, her voice dripping with innuendo. “Lucky for us, I can be in two places at once.”


With that, the towel-wrapped clone heads off to get dressed and play the hero, leaving me with her naked counterpart.


Mark keeps to himself all day, holed up in my bedroom—I guess it’s his now. I respect his need for space, even if the silence from that part of the lair feels heavy, like a storm cloud hanging overhead.


Sienna and I fall back into the rhythm of our day-to-day work, monitoring the criminal underworld, liaising with the authorities, and keeping the streets clean from scum. She’s focused, typing away at her computer, while I scan through the latest reports, the glow of my goggles casting a blue tint on the papers.


The Clonica who stayed behind shifts restlessly between assisting us and lounging around the lair. I catch glimpses of her sprawled on the couch, flipping through channels, or raiding the fridge, a look of boredom etched on her face. She’s like a caged tiger, all that power and nowhere to burn it off.


“Anything on the radar?” Sienna asks, breaking the quiet that’s settled between us.


I shake my head, “Nah, it’s been quiet. Too quiet.”


She nods, her fingers pausing on the keyboard. “The calm before the storm?” There’s a hint of excitement in her voice, the thrill of the unknown.


“Always is,” I reply, my eyes never leaving the screens. “Always is.”
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Chapter 16 : Double the Charm


I’m squeezed into the booth next to Mark, his parents, Linda and Gary, sitting opposite us. Linda’s got that classic middle-class mom look, a neat bob and a cardigan that’s probably seen more church services than I’ve seen street fights. Gary’s sporting a polo shirt and a watch that screams ‘I golf on weekends’. They’re the picture of suburban cliché, and I can’t help but notice the undercurrent of disbelief in their eyes.


Linda leans in, her voice sugary sweet. “So, Amber, tell us more about how you and Mark met again. It’s just such a charming story.”


I give them the rundown, our ‘chance’ encounter at the library, with a sprinkle of embellishments. I can see it in their faces, they’re struggling to match their nerdy son to the hot chick recounting the tale. But hell, they’re trying, and there’s a sheen of pride when they glance at Mark.


Mark’s fidgeting with his glasses, clearly irritated by the insinuation that I’m out of his league. I slide my hand over his under the table, giving it a reassuring squeeze. I turn on Amber’s sweet voice, thick like honey, “Mark’s been such a gentleman, you’ve raised a wonderful son.”


Gary chuckles, “Well, we always hoped he’d find a nice girl. You, uh, you certainly exceed expectations, Amber.”


Mark’s annoyance fades a bit as I play the doting girlfriend, smoothing over the awkwardness. “He’s exceeded mine, too,” I say, looking at him with feigned adoration.


Gary’s words hang in the air, a not-so-subtle jab at Mark’s professional life. “Now that you’ve got the girl, it would be nice if you got the job,” he says, a half-hearted attempt at a joke that falls flat.


Mark tenses beside me, his jaw clenching in that way that spells trouble. Before I can jump to his defense, he’s blurting out something I didn’t see coming, something not part of the plan. “Actually, I’ve found a job,” he declares, “working for a new league of supers. Ever heard of Volt Vixen, Clonica, Mystique Mirage? They’re recruiting.”


Linda’s mouth drops open, a spoonful of her dessert forgotten in midair, while Gary’s eyes narrow, clearly wondering if his son’s pulling his leg. The silence weighs heavy, pressing down on us like a thick fog.


I can’t leave Mark hanging. The ray compels me, yes, but this is about backing him up, ray or no ray. “It’s true,” I chime in in Ambers’ voice, light but firm. “I’ve had the honor of meeting Volt Vixen and Clonica. They’re thrilled to be working with him.”


The skepticism in his parents’ eyes starts to fade, replaced by a flicker of pride mixed with confusion. “So, what exactly do you do for this league?” Linda asks, her tone cautious.


Mark’s chest puffs out, a touch of pride in his voice. “I’m an associate there,” he says, leaving it vague enough to avoid outright lying but bold enough to make a statement.


My heart races, a mix of adrenaline and frustration pumping through my veins. I’m caught between my unyielding loyalty to Mark and the instinct to protect him, to protect us. The idea of publicly advertising his involvement in the league—a league that’s not just a team of supers but his secret harem and set of sexy bodyguards—is reckless.


Gary’s skepticism is almost palpable as he leans forward, challenging the reality of Mark’s claim. “I’d love to meet these supers you’re talking about,” he says, a test in his tone.


The silence that follows is suffocating, and I know I have to say something. “It might be a bit complicated,” I start, trying to steer the conversation away, but Mark cuts me off with an eager smile.


“They could meet Volt Vixen tonight, here,” he suggests, his eyes alight with a dangerous excitement.


I can feel my frustration boiling over, but the ray’s influence is undeniable. I nod, my voice a forced chirp. “Yes, it’s possible,” I confirm, despite every muscle in my body screaming against it. Mark’s gaze locks onto mine, and I manage an awkward smile, my Amber persona nearly slipping away under the pressure. “She did say she might stop by…” I add, clenching my jaw as I prevent it from taking back its natural shape.


“Excuse me, I need to use the bathroom,” I mumble, standing up from the booth.


As I make my way across the restaurant, my mind races with the absurdity of the situation. I slip into the bathroom stall, making sure it’s empty before I let my form shift. My body stretches and reshapes, growing taller, my hair shortening and spiking up, the vibrant cobalt blue and electric yellow of my Volt Vixen suit clinging to my skin.


I step out of the stall, taking a deep breath to steady myself. This isn’t how I operate, but if it’s what Mark wants… I push the door open and stride back into the restaurant, my fiery field attitude in full force.


The murmurs ripple through the crowd as I approach the table. Mark’s parents gasp, their expressions a mix of awe and disbelief. Heads turn, cameras flash, and I can feel my cheeks burning hot with a mix of anger and embarrassment. “Please, give me some space,” I say to a bunch of eager fans with a polite smile that doesn’t quite reach my eyes. Inside, I’m fuming. I’m not some show pony to be paraded out in public, but for Mark… I’d do just about anything.


As I stand there in my Volt Vixen garb, Linda’s beaming smile is almost comical, and she eagerly gestures for me to sit down. I shake my head, the electric edges of my personality showing through the act. “Unfortunately, I can’t stay,” I tell them, “But it’s been a pleasure to meet you both. Mark has been invaluable in helping us build the league. We’re all really happy with him.”


Gary’s demeanor shifts like he’s been hit with one of my volts, his earlier doubt replaced by a father’s pride. “Always knew the kid had potential,” he boasts, “Glad to hear he’s putting it to good use.”


Mark’s grin is wide enough to split his face, and I can’t help but feel a little surge of satisfaction, his happiness somehow making this ridiculous charade worth it.


Linda, still riding the high of meeting a ‘real-life superhero’, insists I stay, “Amber just stepped out to the restroom; she should be back any minute.”


Jesus, this is both hilarious and a complete shitshow. “I’m actually expected back at the lair,” I say, keeping my tone light. “But it was nice seeing Mark out and about. I’m looking forward to working more closely with him.”


Mark plays it cool, nodding with a casual, “See you around, Vixen,” clearly enjoying the chance to show off in front of his folks.


I nod back and make a swift exit, slipping out of sight before morphing back into Amber. Once I’m sure I’m not being watched, I rejoin the table, all innocence and ignorance, feigning surprise at the excitement buzzing through the restaurant. “What’d I miss?” I ask, sliding back into the booth next to Mark.


Linda’s excitement is practically bouncing off the walls of the restaurant as she tells me, “You just missed Volt Vixen herself!”


I let out a small, surprised gasp, playing up Amber’s naivety, “Oh my gosh, really? That’s so unfortunate, but I’m not surprised. She was supposed to stop by, as I mentioned earlier.”


Gary’s gaze flicks from me to Mark, a hint of confusion in his eyes. “Funny, though,” he says with a chuckle, “Amber leaves and Volt Vixen appears. Could it be they’re the same person?”


I laugh, the sound light and airy, so different from my usual husky chuckle. It’s a delicate dance I’m doing, keeping Amber as far from Volt Vixen as possible. Mark joins in the laughter, though his is tinged with a hint of nervous energy. I wonder if he’s realized the mess he’s started.


Gary isn’t letting up, despite the jest in his voice. “Heard Volt Vixen can shapeshift, so it would make sense, wouldn’t it?” he teases.


I giggle again, shaking my head. “Oh, I wish! Imagine being the great Volt Vixen, fighting supervillains and all that jazz,” I say, my voice laced with wonder and a touch of wishful thinking.


Linda nudges Gary, a silent reprimand to stop teasing their son’s girlfriend. The tension at the table eases, mirroring the restaurant as the buzz of excitement dies down.


Gary’s curiosity about the league is evident as he turns to Mark, “So, what’s the plan with this league of yours?”


Gary’s question hangs in the air, his curiosity piqued about the league Mark and I are supposedly building. Mark shrugs nonchalantly, his voice casual as he explains, “We’re recruiting the best supers out there and looking for investors.” His words are vague, just as we practiced for scenarios we never anticipated.


But Linda, ever the inquisitive mother, presses further. “And what’s the name of this new league?” she asks, eyes darting between Mark and me.


I exchange a quick glance with Mark, both of us caught in the headlights of a question we should’ve seen coming but hadn’t prepared for. “We, uh, haven’t settled on a name yet,” I admit, feeling the tension rise.


Gary chuckles, a knowing look in his eyes as he comments, “It’s like you’re talking about a baby.”


The conversation takes an unexpected turn when Linda, half-joking, half-hoping, throws out, “Speaking of babies, have you two thought about having one?” The blush that creeps onto Mark’s cheeks is almost as red as my Amber persona’s hair.


I stare at Mark, a strange feeling bubbling up inside me. The thought of having a baby was never on my radar, but now, if Mark desires it, the idea of him breeding me stirs a warm sensation through my body. I remember his words from the day before, his wish for me to love him. I silently pray that Dr. Mind figures out how to amplify this ray-induced loyalty into genuine craving and love. It would make everything so much easier, no matter what Mark decides.


The night wraps up as we stand outside the restaurant on one of the bustling streets of Metrotown. We say our goodbyes, and Gary and Linda leave with broad smiles, impressed by their son’s stunning girlfriend and his seemingly amazing job with supers.


Once they’re out of sight, Mark lets out a deep sigh, his mind clearly on the league. “We really need to find a name for our league,” he muses, looking up at the night sky as if it might hold the answer.


I keep quiet, letting him work through his thoughts. But he catches my silence and turns to me, his expression a mix of frustration and concern. “Do you think I went overboard during dinner?” he groans.


Relief floods through me as I realize he’s inviting honesty. I gently scold him, “Mark, casually telling your parents about your links with me as Volt Vixen and the other supers… It’s risky. We’re building something that’s supposed to be secret.”


He rubs his chin, contemplating my words. “I know I got carried away, but I don’t want to hide forever,” he admits.


I let out a resigned sigh. “Well, if you want to be known to the public, we’ll have to craft a good cover for you,” I tell him, already thinking of the possibilities.


We fall into a contemplative silence, the noise of the city fading into the background. Suddenly, a question pops into my mind, and I blurt it out. “Do you want a baby?”


Mark nearly chokes on the air, his eyes wide as he stares at me. “Kat, we need to think about the moral implications,” he says cautiously, his voice low. “Breeding one of my mind-controlled supers to make me a child…”


The smirk that spreads across his face tells me he’s not entirely opposed to the idea, and I can’t help but chuckle at his reaction. “Maybe,” he finally says.


He’s serious again as he adds, “But only worth considering when our situation is more stable and secure.”


I nod, understanding his point. Whether a baby is in our future or not, we have a league to build and a cover to craft. And I’m going to make damn sure it’s the best one out there—for Mark.
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Chapter 15 : Loves by Design


I stride into the lair’s lab, the hum of machinery playing the soundtrack to my unexpected visit. Dr. Mind is there, of course, hunched over a workbench cluttered with tools and components. He’s piecing together some small device, no doubt for Mark.


He looks up as I enter, his eyes lighting up with that unholy mix of gentlemanly charm and supervillain cunning. “Ah, Miss Vixen, to what do I owe the pleasure? Has our illustrious leader sent you to check on my progress with dear Mystique Mirage?”


I nod, though it’s not entirely true. Mark didn’t send me, but the curiosity’s been eating at me. “Yeah, something like that. How’s it coming along?”


Dr. Mind sighs, setting down his tools with a clink. “Unfortunately, the French beauty’s grey matter has been scrambled beyond my current means of repair. However, I believe I may have an idea that could render her... serviceable for our needs.” His eyes glint with something that’s not quite hope, but maybe the next best thing.


I lean against a nearby table, only half-listening as I watch his hands deftly resume work on the device. “And what’s that you’re fiddling with?” I ask, nodding toward the gadget.


He holds it up, a small thing that could pass for an innocent remote. “A miniature ray gun,” he explains, “disguised as a garage door opener. Mark wishes to have something less conspicuous, easily carried.”


“Smart,” I mutter, though I can’t muster much enthusiasm. My mind’s churning with a heavier question. “Speaking of brains, how far does your knowledge about them go?”


Dr. Mind launches into a self-congratulatory rant about his unparalleled genius and unmatched understanding of the human psyche. I let him go on for a bit before I slice right through his monologue. “Can you make someone fall in love?”


He chuckles at that, giving me a look that’s all too teasing. “My dear, I didn’t take you for the romantic type.”


I roll my eyes, but there’s a knot in my stomach as I confess, “It’s not for me. Mark... he wants me to fall in love with him.”


Dr. Mind’s amusement fades, replaced by a more serious, calculating expression. “Love has never been my priority. Control, yes. Love, no. But for Mark...” He taps his chin thoughtfully. “Perhaps there’s a way to align your mind and heart in his direction.”


I find myself strangely excited at the prospect of loving Mark, the way my body tingles at the thought confirming the ray’s influence is strong. It’d make serving him easier, not that I’m struggling—the ray sees to that, keeping us all content in our servitude. Dr. Mind’s gaze is distant as he contemplates the challenge I’ve laid before him.


After a moment, he assures me he’ll dedicate time to my ‘little love problem’ once he’s done with his current project and Mystique Mirage’s fix. I’m about to leave, my mind racing with possibilities, when I remember something crucial.


“Wait, there’s more,” I say, turning back to him. “Mark wants me to desire him, sexually. And you know I’m all about the ladies.”


Dr. Mind laughs, a sound that’s a bit too knowing. “Love is complex, but lust? That’s simple to induce.”


My brows shoot up, surprised at his confidence. “Look, I wanna get hot for Mark, but I don’t wanna stop wanting women.”


He waves a hand dismissively. “Bisexuality is far easier to craft than flipping your sexual orientation. Besides, I suspect Mark would prefer you enjoy both. He does enjoy his… variety,” he chuckles.


I can’t help but crack a smirk, sensing a hint of something from Dr. Mind—not quite jealousy, but a desire, an envy of Mark’s position. I remember not so long ago when Dr. Mind had me under his control, right before Mark intervened, and I had the old villain’s dick in my mouth. “Maybe if you play your cards right, Mark might let you in on the fun,” I joke, then pause, realizing I might’ve just offered myself up on a silver platter.


The thought should repulse me, but instead, there’s a calm acceptance. If Mark commands it, I’d fuck Dr. Mind to please him, and that’s all there is to it.


Dr. Mind chuckles, clearly mulling over the tantalizing thought. “Do you truly believe that?” he questions, his curiosity piqued by the offer.


I nod, firm in my conviction. “Yeah, I do,” I assert, though part of me is relieved when he brushes it off, dedicated to what Mark wants above all else. “I would surely enjoy it,” Dr. Mind admits, “but only if I am confident that it aligns with Mark’s desires.”


With that, I excuse myself, my mind swirling with the complexities of my current situation. Ascending from the depths of the lab to the private quarters of my lair, I find Mark there, looking every bit the nerdy overlord in his big glasses.


“Where have you been?” he asks, his tone casual yet expectant. “Ready for today’s plans?”


He doesn’t need to say more. I know what he wants: Amber, the perfect girlfriend persona I’ve crafted for him. His parents still believe she’s real, and we’ve got a fancy dinner to attend—a weird double date with them.


Excitement bubbles within me at the thought of pleasing him, and without a word, I let my form shift. I’m suddenly shorter, my hair a vibrant red and cropped, my skin dotted with freckles, and my tits large, natural, and tempting. I’m Amber, innocent yet stunning, and the transformation sends a thrill through me.


Mark steps closer, his lips meeting my forehead in a tender kiss. “Perfect,” he murmurs with a satisfied smile. Hooking his arm with mine, we head out, ready to maintain the illusion of a perfect couple for one more night.
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Chapter 14 : French Mask


I’m standing in front of the mirror in one of the spacious changing rooms of my lair, a knot of nerves twisting in my stomach. Mark’s right beside me, offering reassurances in his own awkward, nerdy way.


“I’m shit at accents, especially French ones,” I grumble, my reflection frowning back at me.


“Just focus on the appearance first,” Mark advises, pushing up his glasses. “You nailed it when you became the perfect girlfriend for me. Remember?”


A chuckle escapes me as the memory floods in and I’m surprised to find a warm fondness for that time, despite the twisted circumstances. The lines between forced loyalty and genuine enjoyment blur uncomfortably in my mind.


On a whim, I let my form shift. My height shrinks, my skin lightens, and freckles dust across my nose. My hair lightens to a fiery red and cuts short, framing my face, while my eyes become a vibrant green. My chest swells, the weight of my new, big natural tits a familiar sensation. I turn to Mark, my voice altering to that smooth, gentle tone I used back then.


Mark’s eyes widen, and he gulps audibly, his arousal unmistakable. “We should visit my parents again soon,” he says, his voice tight. “They’ve been asking about you.”


“And I’d be happy to hang off your arm again,” I purr, the role settling over me like a second skin.


But then Mark clears his throat, pulling us back to the task at hand. “Focus, we need Mystique Mirage.”


I nod, letting the playful guise melt away. I watch in the mirror as my body elongates, my hair bleaching to a stunning platinum blonde that cascades down my back like a waterfall. My skin takes on a subtle tan, and my eyes shift to a hypnotic blue. The indigo bodysuit of Mystique Mirage wraps around my form, hugging every curve with a shimmer that makes it seem alive. Silver filigree snakes up my sides, and an elegant mask veils my eyes, leaving just enough mystery.


“There,” I say, my voice now carrying a hint of a French accent, though it’s not perfect. “How do I look?”


Mark steps back, eyeing me with a mix of admiration and calculation. “You look like her, but can you act like her?”


I clear my throat and try out Mystique’s voice, fumbling through a few sentences. It’s like trying to tune an instrument by ear, and I’m no virtuoso when it comes to accents. I keep at it, repeating phrases, tweaking the pitch, the cadence. Then, as I string together one long sentence, something clicks. It’s like my shapeshifter’s instinct finally syncs up with my vocal cords, and I’ve got it.


Mark’s staring at me with those wide eyes of his, and I can’t help but wonder if he’s getting turned on by the sight of me looking like the hot French super. The ray’s effects make me more than willing to give Mark what he wants, but does he want this?


I decide to just fucking ask him. “So, you fancy a go with me as Mystique Mirage, or you holding out for me to switch back?” I ask, eyebrows raised. “You haven’t fucked me in a while…”


He chuckles, a blush creeping up his neck. “Tempting as it is, the memories I have of her are a bit… disturbing. I’d rather have you in your natural glory—or as my cute redhead girlfriend,” he adds with that familiar, cheeky wink of his.


I nudge Mark playfully, my lips curling into a smirk. “How about we pencil in some quality time later today?” I suggest, and I’m genuinely pleased when he nods. It’s odd, considering I’m still very much into women—something that damn ray hasn’t changed—but I can’t shake the feeling of being a little left out with all the other hotties Mark’s got his hands on lately. Not to mention, there’s this gnawing desire to please him, and sex is one hell of an efficient way to do that.


The thought hits a little too close to home, mirroring the feedback loop that trapped Mystique Mirage. A shiver runs down my spine, but I shake it off and refocus on the task at hand.


With a sigh, I step out of the changing room and into the lab, Mark trailing behind me. The sight that greets me is both ridiculous and oddly heartwarming—a dozen Clonicas, all cheering and clapping. The cute Asian has pulled out all the stops, creating a one-woman fan club just for me.


I give them a bow, slipping into the role of the French seductress. “Merci, mes chéries, your support is très appreciated,” I say, my voice a sultry purr with just a touch of French flair. The Clonicas erupt into even louder cheers, and I can’t help but feel a bit of a thrill at playing the part so well.


Sienna strides over with Mystique Mirage’s smartphone in hand, a smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. “Here you go,” she says, handing me the device. “It’s unlocked, and all her social media accounts are ready for you.”


Taking the phone, I feel that familiar twinge of adrenaline, like I’m about to step onto a battlefield. Infiltrations are nothing new to me, but this… this is different. I scroll through the phone, finding the camera app and flipping it to selfie mode. The face of Mystique Mirage stares back at me, and I can’t help but marvel for a moment at the perfect illusion.


With a deep breath, I channel all those videos I’d studied of the French beauty, letting her mannerisms and poise seep into my bones. I hit record and flash the camera my most dazzling smile, the kind that’s made for the silver screen.


“Bonjour, my adoring fans,” I begin, my voice laced with that unmistakably French lilt. “I have some très exciting news! I have decided to join a new league here in Metrotown, and I must bid adieu to my tour. Merci to all the leagues who have offered me positions, and to the wonderful supers I’ve had the pleasure of meeting. But now, it’s time for a new adventure. So à bientôt, and stay fabulous!”


I end the recording with a flirty wink, the kind that Mystique Mirage would have nailed, and cut the feed. There’s a moment of silence before the Clonicas burst into applause, and I can’t help but feel a rush of pride. Mission fucking accomplished.


Mark’s eyes are practically glowing with pride. “You did great,” he tells me, and I can’t help feeling a little victorious at the praise.


“Let’s celebrate, then” I say, morphing into the redheaded girlfriend he loves so much. I even tweak her curves a bit more, nothing too drastic, but maybe enough to tip him over the edge.


He’s struggling to keep his composure now, and I can see the heat in his eyes. “Maybe you deserve a reward for a job well done,” he muses.


I cock an eyebrow, a playful smile on my lips. “Sounds more like a reward for you, doesn’t it? But I’m feeling generous today.”


Mark laughs, a sound that’s half embarrassment, half anticipation. “I’ll gladly accept that reward on your behalf,” he says, and then, with a mischievous glint in his eye, he adds, “Now, why don’t you get naked for me?”


The Clonicas, ever the crude bunch, holler from the sidelines. “Can we join in?” one of them shouts, but Mark shoots them down quick. “Why don’t you just play with yourselves?”


They don’t need telling twice, the sounds of their moans filling the lab as they get busy with their own bodies.


I start making my clothes vanish from the rest of me, but Mark stops me with a chuckle. “Do it the right way, strip for me.”


I’m about to remind him that these clothes are just an extension of my shapeshifting self, but fuck it, I go with it. I make a show of sliding each piece off, letting the material linger at the edge of existence before it disappears completely, garment by garment.


From the corner of my eye, I catch Sienna watching, her curiosity palpable. I wonder if she’s hoping for an invite or just enjoying the show.


As I pretend to drop the last piece of my shapeshifted clothes, standing in front of Mark completely bare, I can feel his eyes devouring the sight of me in my cute redhead girlfriend form. My large, natural tits stand perky and inviting, and my freckles seem to invite touches all over my smooth skin.


Mark can’t seem to contain himself; he strides toward me and his hands are instantly on me, groping my tits, causing a moan to escape my lips. It’s not arousal that wrings the sound from me—I’m still as gay as they come—but there’s a deep satisfaction in pleasing him that I can’t deny, a satisfaction that seems to grow stronger each time. I can’t help but wonder if all of us under Mark’s command are experiencing a watered-down version of Mystique Mirage’s mental rewiring. I make a mental note to keep an eye on that, just to be safe.


Then, without warning, he pushes me onto the cold ground of the lair. I gasp at the sudden chill, a giggle bubbling out of me despite the situation. He leans down, his breath hot against my ear, and whispers, “I’m going to fuck your pussy right here, right now.”


And fuck, if that isn’t exactly what I want him to do. My body may not crave him, but the desire to obey, to please him is overwhelming. “Then what are you waiting for?” I whisper back, spreading my legs in open invitation, ready for him to claim me as he pleases.


As Mark positions himself behind me, his cock slides into my pussy with a firm thrust, stretching me in that familiar, full way that makes my body react despite my mind’s protests. The drag of his dick in and out of me, the wet sound of our fucking, it’s all mechanical, but I can’t ignore the deep-rooted satisfaction I get from knowing I’m the cause of his grunts of pleasure. It’s a twisted feeling, one that’s got nothing to do with my own desire, but it’s there all the same, growing stronger with each thrust.


He’s panting now, leaning over me, and his hot breath fans my ear as he speaks, “I want something from you, Kat.”


“What is it?” I ask, desperate to fulfill whatever need he has, dutiful and eager.


“I want you to want me,” he gasps out between thrusts. “To love me.”


His words hit me like a ton of bricks. Fuck, that’s not something I can just pull out of my ass. My loyalty to him, that’s one thing, but love? Desire? I’m not wired for that, not when it comes to him. The ray compels me to please, but feelings aren’t so easily fabricated, not even for a shapeshifter. I’m dizzy with the conflict of it as he keeps moving inside me, his cock relentlessly fucking my pussy.


I glance over and catch Sienna’s eye. She’s biting her lip, clearly turned on by the sight of us. The Clonicas are a mess of limbs and moans, fucking each other without a care. It’s a scene straight out of a fever dream. But as Mark drives into me again, I can’t think about anything else but the here and now, the way he’s using my body, the way I’m wired to please. And if that’s what he wants, goddammit, I’ll give it my best shot.
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Chapter 13 : Feedback Loop


There we are, standing around the medical bed where Mystique Mirage lays strapped down, knocked out cold but looking like some twisted version of Sleeping Beauty. Dr. Mind is hovering over her, all those gadgets and gizmos I have collected over the years humming and flashing as they scan her brain. I can tell he has brought some of his own tech too, since he’s been on Mark’s team.


“It’s quite fascinating,” Dr. Mind mutters, more to himself than to anyone else, his eyes locked on the readouts.


Mark, who’s still looking a little pale and shaky, snaps, “Fascinating isn’t the word I’d use for almost getting my mind fucked out of my skull.”


The old villain, true to his gentleman villain shtick, offers a smooth apology. “I beg your pardon. It appears we’re dealing with a feedback loop.”


Clonica, who never had a filter to begin with, demands, “How about you skip the cryptic shit and spell it out for us?”


While I keep my eyes on Mirage’s still form, Dr. Mind explains. “Mystique Mirage possesses a latent form of passive mind control. It’s not something she can wield at will, but to create her illusions, she must tap into the minds around her. It’s a two-way street; she perceives minds to project into them.”


Mark’s frustration is palpable. “We had a rule about not fucking with mind readers.”


Dr. Mind continues, unphased by the interruption. “Her desire to please you was sexual in nature, and as she aroused you, she received that arousal back, reinforcing her actions. The ray has conditioned her to seek your pleasure, creating a loop. The more she satisfied you, the more she felt compelled to continue, escalating until… well, forever.”


I stand there, staring at the unconscious super, the pieces clicking together in my head. “So, her power to please got all tangled up in her head thanks to the ray, and she went haywire trying to make Mark happy,” I summarize, my tone laced with a mix of wonder and wariness.


Dr. Mind nods, confirming the twisted diagnosis. “Indeed, that’s what seems to have happened,” he says, adjusting his spectacles with the back of his gloved hand. Clonica, true to form, swears a streak that’d make a sailor blush, and I can’t help but frown at the entire mess.


Mark pushes his own nerdy glasses up the bridge of his nose. “So, how do we fix this?” he asks, the frustration clear in his voice.


I lean in, studying the sleeping form of Mystique Mirage. “Just how fucked up is she now?” I ask, my voice tight with concern.


Dr. Mind points to a monitor that might as well be displaying alien hieroglyphs for all the sense it makes to the rest of us. “It appears she’s… fried her brain, in layman’s terms. Or rather, her neural pathways have been rewired to seek that endless pleasure in Mark to the point of no return.”


Sienna, who’s been silent up until now, pipes up with a question. “What happens if we wake her up?”


Dr. Mind doesn’t miss a beat. “She’d likely continue to seek out sexual gratification for Mark until one or both of their brains couldn’t take it anymore.”


Clonica tries to lighten the mood with a crude joke about which brain would turn to mush first, but Mark’s stern look wipes the smirk right off her face. “Sorry, boss,” she says, suddenly serious. “Just trying to cut the tension, you know?”


I shake my head, looking down at Mystique. “Great, we’ve created a sexy French succubus.” I remember her schedule. “Shit, she’s supposed to be making the rounds to other leagues tomorrow.”


Mark catches my eye and smirks. “No need for a tour if she announces she’s joined our league.”


Confused, I start to ask how the hell she’s supposed to do that in her current state, but then it hits me. He’s looking at me with that grin, and I realize what he expects. I’m the shapeshifter here.


“Guess it’s time for me to put on a show,” I say, my voice a mix of resignation and a hint of excitement. “Volt Vixen, the master of masquerade, at your service.”


Mark chuckles but then turns towards Dr. Mind with a frown. “Doc, I don’t care how you do it, but you better fix Mystique asap!”

    
    
Author Note:


If you wish to support my work or are eager to discover the next chapters before everyone else, feel free to purchase the complete ebook of The Loyalty Ray. Feel free to check my other published stories as well!

    
  
Story: Loyalty Ray
Author: Dominic H. Hugh



← 13 of 18 →

What’s New ·
Titles ·
Authors ·
Categories  ·
Readers’ Picks ·
FAQ ·
The Garden of MC ·
MC Forum
Hosting generously provided by Daphne’s Fantasies

The Erotic Mind-Control Story Archive

What’s New ·
Titles ·
Authors ·
Categories  ·
Readers’ Picks ·
FAQ ·
The Garden of MC ·
MC Forum
Story: Loyalty Ray
Author: Dominic H. Hugh



← 12 of 18 →



    
Title: Loyalty Ray

Author: Dominic H. Hugh






Chapter 12 : Breaking the Spell


I’m waiting in the main hall of our not-so-humble lair when Mystique Mirage saunters through the door. She’s a sight for sore eyes, all elegance and mystery wrapped up in one hell of a package. Her costume clings to her like a second skin, a shimmering indigo bodysuit that seems to ripple with every movement, as if her very presence is an illusion. It’s accentuated with silver filigree that traces up her sides, highlighting her curves in a way that’s damn near hypnotic. Her mask is a simple, elegant design that covers her eyes, leaving just enough to the imagination while her long, platinum blonde hair cascades down her back.


“Mystique, ma chérie, welcome to our lair,” I greet her with a grin, feeling the familiar spark of electricity at the sight of an old friend. She’s got that air of French sophistication, looking like she stepped out of a high-class soirée instead of the gritty streets of a U.S. city.


“Katrina, it is always a pleasure,” she replies with a soft smile, her accent wrapping around each word like a caress. “Though I must confess, your invitation was unexpected. I have been approached by… more established leagues.” She gives a delicate shrug, her poise unshakable.


I lead her to the meeting room, the door sliding open with a hiss. “I know we’re the new kids on the block, but trust me, we’ve got potential,” I say, feeling the buzz of anticipation.


Inside, Mark stands up from the table, his big glasses almost comically large on his face and that nerdy charm turned up to eleven in his awkwardly fitted suit. “Mystique Mirage, it’s an honor,” he says with an earnestness that’s borderline adorable. “I’m Mark, co-founder and investor of what we’re hoping will become the next big thing in super leagues.”


Mystique extends a hand, her movements still graceful despite the informal setting. “Enchantée, Mark. Your vision for this league is… intriguing,” she says, her gaze flickering between us. “I am curious to see what you have planned.”


I cut in before Mark can nerd out too hard. “We’re aiming for power, versatility, and a dash of sex appeal,” I say, winking at Mystique. “You fit the bill perfectly, and your illusions could be a game-changer for us.”


She laughs, a sound as melodic as it is genuine. “Flattery will get you everywhere, ma chérie. But I will need more than sweet talk to be convinced.”


Mark nods, eager. “Of course, we’ll give you all the details. And don’t worry, we’ve got more than just talk to impress you.” He’s trying for suave, but the guy’s got all the smoothness of a brick wall. Still, if our little plan works as expected, it wont matter.


I slip away from Mystique Mirage with a nod and a smile, leaving her with Mark in the meeting room. Climbing the stairs, I can feel the tension in my gut, the same kind of buzz before a lightning strike. I find Dr. Mind upstairs, his eyes glued to a small monitor that’s wired to a discreet camera in the room below.


The hole in the wall is barely noticeable, but through it, he’s got a clear shot at Mystique. He’s holding his latest contraption, the new and improved ray gun, all sleek and silent. He doesn’t even need to whisper a countdown; his smirk tells me it’s go time.


Downstairs, Mark is doing his damnedest to keep Mystique occupied, talking her ear off about his big plans for the league. He’s as subtle as a sledgehammer, but it doesn’t matter. Mystique’s eyes suddenly sharpen on him, her expression shifting from polite interest to a dazed confusion.


“Mark, if it is your wish for me to join, bien sûr, I will,” she murmurs, her voice taking on a sultry note that wasn’t there before. Mark practically beams, and I can see the victory in his posture.


“And is there… anything else I can do for you?” Mystique’s words are heavy with a new intent, her body language shifting to something more inviting, more eager to please. She’s under, all right.


I turn to Dr. Mind, giving him a nod. “Impressive gadget, Doc.”


With his usual grandiose flair, he responds, “Thank you, Katrina. It is but a testament to my unparalleled genius.”


I can’t help but roll my eyes at his ego-stroking, but I can’t argue with results. Mystique Mirage, a super capable of creating flawless illusions, now stands ready to serve our cause. And if the look in her eyes is anything to go by, she’s ready to use all her assets for Mark’s satisfaction.


I make my way back downstairs, the hum of electricity under my skin a steady reminder of the charged situation. As I step into the meeting room, I catch the tail end of Mark’s awkward explanation to Mystique Mirage about her sudden and involuntary induction into our ranks.


Mystique turns to me, a playful smirk on her full lips. “Katrina, chérie, did you lure me into a trap?” she teases, her eyes alight with faux betrayal. “And here I thought we were amies.”


I tense up, ready for a fight or flight, but then I remember: she’s one of us now. She can’t be pissed, not really. “Looks like you’re caught in the web, Mirage,” I reply, my voice steady.


She chuckles, the sound rich and throaty. “I suppose I might have to suck Mark’s cock now, non?” The joke lands with the precision of a well-aimed dagger, and she follows it up with a sudden, serious tilt of her head towards Mark. “Would you like that, monsieur?”


Mark’s face turns a shade that’d make a ripe tomato jealous, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. I can’t help but laugh, breaking the tension. “I’d bet my last bolt he’d love that, Mirage. And if you need some privacy, I can make myself scarce.”


Mark scoffs, regaining some composure. “Maybe later,” he manages to get out, clearing his throat. “But right now, we’ve got a briefing to get through.”


Mark, still a bit red in the face, turns back to Mystique Mirage. “You’re essential to giving our league credibility,” he tells her, trying to regain his professional demeanor. “You’re the first high-level super we’re inviting to join.”


Mystique finds that more than amusing, and she glances down at her own body as if she’s just realized how it curves and swells in all the right places. “Ah, I see,” she purrs. “You are also recruiting based on looks, n’est-ce pas?”


Mark’s blush deepens, and he stammers for a moment before recovering. “It’s not just about attractiveness. It’s about protecting me and my… new assets.”


With a playful giggle, Mystique Mirage runs her hands provocatively over her ample breasts, which strain against the fabric of her suit. Her powers kick in, and suddenly erotic moans fill the air, accompanied by vivid images of her body in various states of undress. “Like these assets?” she teases, her eyes locked on Mark.


I watch, a frown pulling at my lips. I’m conflicted. On one hand, Mirage seems pretty goddamn eager to please, using her powers to create a sensual display that’s obviously working on Mark. On the other, I’ve got orders to keep this meeting on track, and right now, we’re derailing faster than a bullet train. With a throat-clearing cough from me, Mirage halts her display, and the room returns to normal.


Taking a moment to adjust himself, Mark quickly switches gears back to business. “You’ve met a lot of supers on your league tour. We’re hoping you can introduce us to more—bring them in,” he says with a forced steadiness.


Mystique smiles coyly, her voice dripping with implications. “I’d have no problem bringing in some hot, and of course, powerful supers,” she assures him. “Is that why I am the first to be recruited, monsieur?”


I jump in before Mark can respond, my tone matter-of-fact. “Technically, Clonica’s our first recruit. But I can tell that you’re going to be a great second.”


Mark nods at Mystique Mirage, his voice steady despite the earlier fluster. “Vixen will provide you with the list of supers we’re targeting,” he explains. “But it’s crucial you keep the… nature of your recruitment to yourself.”


Mystique’s lips curl into a mischievous smile, and she leans forward, her breasts pressing against the tight fabric of her suit. “I would never do anything to deprive you of your new toy,” she purrs, her gaze fixed on Mark, obviously referring to herself.


I’m standing there, trying not to let my unease show. The first time I came to Mark, spilling out my newfound loyalty, there was a part of me that was eager to please him in any way he desired. But watching Mystique now, I can’t shake the feeling that her eagerness is cranked up to an eleven. She’s always been a seductress, using her charm like a weapon, but this… this is something else.


As if on cue, Mystique turns to me, her smile as intoxicating as a fine wine. “I will wait with anticipation for your list, ma chérie,” she says. Mark chimes in, “While your loyalty is to me, you’ll be working under Vixen’s command for this operation.”


Mystique’s laugh is light, tinged with seduction. “Quelle chance, Katrina,” she teases, tossing me a wink. “I seem to remember you have a penchant for beautiful women, oui?”


The room seems to grow hotter, and I feel a tightness in my chest that’s got nothing to do with my suit. The thought of ordering Mystique to her knees, to see her between my legs, sends a jolt of electricity down my spine. I shake off the thought; there’s a time and place, and this ain’t it.


As Mark turns to leave, Mystique Mirage’s eyes feast on him with an intensity that’s hard to ignore. He pauses, sensing her gaze, and turns back with a question that hangs heavy in the air. “Would you like to join me in my bedroom?” he asks, his voice a low murmur.


Mystique Mirage responds with an innocence that’s anything but, her eyes twinkling with mischief. “Would you like me to join you in your bedroom?” Her powers activate, and the room is suddenly filled with erotic images: visions of her naked, writhing body; her lips wrapped around a cock; her hands bound as she’s taken from behind. The illusions are vivid, leaving nothing to the imagination, and it’s clear she’s more than willing to indulge him.


Mark’s gaze flickers to me, and I lean back against the wall, a smirk playing on my lips. “Do you want me to join as well?” I ask clearly, shifting my form subtly, enhancing my curves in a futile attempt to compete with Mystique’s allure.


He hesitates for a fraction of a second before his eyes lock with Mystique’s, who bites her lower lip in anticipation. “Vixen, you have work to do,” he says, his voice firm.


I watch them leave, Mystique Mirage’s hand sliding around Mark’s arm, pressing her body against his side. A twinge of something—jealousy, maybe?—tugs at my chest, and I have to admit, there’s a part of me that’s not thrilled about it. But as they disappear from view, there’s a warmth that spreads through me, thinking about Mark getting the relief he craves. I have to thank the damn mind control ray for making me feel good about his satisfaction.


I step back into the living room of the lair, my eyes instantly drawn to the peculiar sight before me. Two identical figures, both Clonica, are hunched over a chessboard, their fingers deftly moving pieces in a silent battle of wits. My eyebrow arches in curiosity; it’s not every day you see someone playing chess against themselves in such a straightforward way.


One of the Asian supers glances up, catching my intrigued gaze. “Each Clonica is her own person once we split,” she explains, her voice laced with her usual raw vulgarity. “It’s fucking handy for shit like this. We play, we learn, and when we merge back together, we remember it all.”


The other clone adds with a sly grin, “It’s also kick-ass for sex, as you might have noticed.”


I chuckle, can’t help but be curious about the mechanics of it all. “So how do you know which one of you is the original? And how long can you Clonicas exist apart before you start going all Sybil on us?”


They both shrug in unison, a mirrored gesture that’s almost comical. “There’s no ‘original’ as far as we can tell,” one says. “We can stay separate indefinitely, but we’d start to differ more over time with different experiences. We don’t usually let it get to that point.”


“Speaking of,” I ask, leaning against the wall with a casual air, “are all Clonicas accounted for?”


The atmosphere shifts, a hint of somberness slipping in as they recount the tale. “Ten years ago, one of us, during some rebellious teen phase, fucked off and never came back. We figure she’s dead since we haven’t heard squat.”


Dead or not, it’s a hell of a thing to consider—the idea of a part of you wandering out there, living a life, dying a death, all separate from the you that’s standing here. It’s the kind of shit that can give you an existential crisis if you think too hard on it.


The unmistakable cacophony of sex spills out from the bedroom adjacent to the living room, where I’ve just been chatting with the Clonicas. Moans, groans, and the rhythmic sound of flesh slapping against flesh make it unmistakably clear what’s happening beyond the thin wall. The noises multiply, echoing around us with such intensity and variety that it’s impossible to believe they’re all coming from just Mark and Mystique Mirage.


The two Clonicas exchange a knowing glance and chuckle. “Seems like the newcomer’s fitting in,” one comments, her eyes sparkling with mischief.


The other doesn’t wait for me to chime in, her voice teasing as she adds, “Sounds like Mark’s fitting inside Mystique Mirage quite nicely.”


I shoot back a jest, but there’s an edge of discomfort in my tone. “Yeah, but she’s maybe a tad too… dedicated for my taste…”


One clone cocks her head, her eyes narrowing slightly. “You reckon she’s fucking with us somehow? Despite getting zapped by the ray and all that shit?”


The second Clonica pipes up, her tone curious. “You think the new ray Doc cooked up might be a bit too… efficient?”


I pause, my ears picking up a sound that cuts through the symphony of sex coming from the bedroom next to us. A scream? No, it can’t be—not with all that pleasure-filled noise. But then I see it, one of the Clonicas cocking an eyebrow, her attention snagged by the same thing. The other Clonica, oblivious, makes her move on the chessboard, then looks up, catching the alarmed expression on her twin’s face and mine.


“What’s up with you two?” she asks, just as the sound comes again, unmistakable this time. It’s Mark, and it’s definitely not a moan of pleasure.


We don’t hesitate, the three of us. I bark into my communicator, “Sienna, get your ass here, now!” and we’re moving, charging towards the bedroom. The door bursts open under our combined force, and we’re hit with a scene that’s straight out of some twisted, erotic fever dream.


The bedroom has transformed into a tropical beach, but not one you’d ever want to vacation on. Every element of the landscape is constructed of writhing sexual organs—palm trees with phallic trunks and leaves that quiver like clits in the breeze, the sand a mosaic of flesh, waves crashing with the wet slap of skin on skin. The air is thick with a chorus of moans so loud, it’s a wonder the entire lair isn’t vibrating.


At the center of this carnal chaos is Mystique Mirage—or rather, an army of her—all on their knees, surrounding a wide-eyed Mark. They’re a desperate sea of Mirages, each one begging, pleading to serve him, to drown him in more pleasure, their voices laced with insatiable need.


“Please, monsieur, let us make you feel good,” they cry, each clone a mirror of desire.


Mark looks like he’s two seconds from being swallowed whole by the illusions, and it’s up to us to snap him back to reality.


Despite the gravity of the situation, I can’t deny the surge of arousal that courses through me, the environment tickling at the edges of my desire. But is it me, or Mirage’s powers worming their way into my mind?


The Clonicas and I stumble through the phantasmagoria, the real furniture of the bedroom colliding with our limbs, sometimes taking on the form of Mirage’s sexual beach, other times invisible beneath the veil of her powers. We finally reach the horde of naked French seductresses crowding around Mark, only to find that each Mirage we lunge for is nothing but a mirage, vanishing at our touch.


“Got the bitch!” one Clonica exclaims, and we converge on her. I reach out, my hand closing on the real Mirage’s flesh, and with a surge of my super strength, I knock her out cold.


Her illusions wail at us in a final, erotic display of near cosmic horror, then fade, leaving us standing in Mark’s actual bedroom. It’s a mess—clothes strewn everywhere, bedsheets twisted. Clonicas stand scattered, gawking at the sudden return to reality. I’m towering over Mystique Mirage’s unconscious body, and there’s Mark, naked and gasping for breath, trying to regain his bearings after the ordeal. It’s over, but the echo of that moaning beach lingers in my ears.


One of the Clonicas, tucked away in a corner, snaps her attention to Mark. “You alright, boss? What the fuck was that all about?” she demands, her tone sharp with concern.


My gaze is locked on the still form of Mystique Mirage. I’m kicking myself internally, my instincts had been screaming that something was off with that French bitch. Should’ve listened, I think, my gut churning with a mix of anger and confusion.


Mark, still catching his breath, pieces his thoughts together. “At first, it was all good, hot even,” he begins, his voice shaky. “But after I came the second time, she… she wouldn’t stop. She kept conjuring up these visions, more intense each time, to get me ready again.” He swallows hard, the fear still evident in his eyes. “I felt like I was losing my fucking mind. It was like she was in there, poking around, making me crave her endlessly. And the more I wanted her, the more she cranked it up, until I couldn’t take it anymore. I just remember screaming as I felt my sanity slipping away.”


Sienna, my fiery redhead assistant, is now standing under the doorway, her eyes wide as she takes in the scene. “Something’s not right,” she says, pointing out the obvious. “Something must’ve gone wrong with the ray.”


Pissed off and on edge, I snap, “Where the hell is Dr. Mind?” My voice echoes in the now silent room, the urgency clear. Something’s fucked up, and we need answers, fast.
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Chapter 11 : Heroes, Villains and Cereal


I wake up with a pounding in my skull that feels like I’ve been hit with my own damn lightning bolt. Groaning, I stumble out of bed and drag my ass to the kitchen for some coffee, hoping it’ll zap me back to life. Clonica’s already there, nursing a cup of joe and munching on pastries like it’s the end of the world.


As soon as she sees me, Clonica grins, her mouth full. “Looks like you’ve got a case of the brain-fucks too, huh? Must be that damn ray gun hangover.” She’s always had a way with words…


She smirks, licking some pastry filling off her finger. “Oh, he’s up, alright,” she says with a wink. “But still in bed, if you catch my drift.”


I pour myself a cup of coffee, noticing the lack of Sienna’s usual early bird routine. She’s always been the one to make sure I start my day with a decent breakfast, and I feel a twinge of sadness realizing she’s not just out from under my thumb, but now directly under Mark’s. It’s like losing a piece of my morning ritual.


“Sienna’s with him, isn’t she?” I ask, though it’s more of a statement. “Fucking him?”


Clonica’s grin widens. “Like a champ. She went to wake him up with her mouth. Seems pretty damn eager about it, too.”


I raise an eyebrow at her. “And why aren’t you in there, joining the party? Not like you to pass up on a good time.”


She leans back, a playful glint in her eyes. “Who says I’m not?” she teases.


As I rub the sleep from my eyes and try to shake off the headache, I can’t help but feel the pull of my loyalty to Mark. “Should I… go join them?” I ask, half out of duty, half out of a desire to be where the action is.


Clonica, with a mouthful of pastry, waves a hand dismissively. “Trust me, sweetheart, that room’s got more tail than a pet store. I doubt there’s room for you to even breathe in there,” she says, and I can tell she’s only half-joking.


Slightly frustrated but weirdly okay with it, I grab a croissant from the basket and take a big bite. I’m just realizing that knowing Mark’s getting his rocks off has a strange way of making me feel content, even if I’m not the one doing the pleasing.


Just as I’m pouring myself another cup of coffee, Dr. Mind strolls into the kitchen like he owns the place, which is a fucking weird sight to see. “Good morning, ladies,” he greets us, with that polished accent of his that makes everything sound like a royal decree.


Clonica and I exchange a look before we return the greeting, the air thick with the oddity of having a former supervillain casually searching for breakfast among us.


He chuckles, pulling out a box of cereal from the cupboard. “I must say, the young master does seem to be having quite the delightful morning,” he says, and even though his words are light, there’s a weight behind them that tells me he’s still adjusting to this new reality.


I frown, the weight of reality sinking in. “You’ve been careful, right? No one can trace you back here?” I ask Dr. Mind, the paranoia gnawing at me despite the absurdity of the situation. The old man just chuckles, clearly amused by the idea.


“My dear, your lair is the absolute last place anyone would expect to find me. I assure you, my escape was meticulous,” he replies, his confidence almost irritating.


Clonica, ever the pragmatist despite her crude sense of humor, chimes in. “We’d better keep our eyes peeled for any heat about your little ‘vacation’ from the slammer, though,” she says. Dr. Mind nods in agreement, shoveling in another spoonful of cereal.


For a few minutes, there’s nothing but the sound of us munching on our breakfast, sipping coffee, lost in our own thoughts. Then it hits me—the sheer ridiculousness of it all. I burst out laughing, and soon Dr. Mind and Clonica join in, their chuckles filling the kitchen.


It’s a bizarre picture: two superpowered women and one supervillain, all sharing a meal and bound by mind control to some average Joe who got lucky. The irony of it is just too damn funny.


My head’s still pounding like a bad hangover as I pour myself another cup of coffee, and then the bedroom door swings open. In walks Mark, flanked by a small army of sweaty and thoroughly disheveled Clonicas and one particularly satisfied-looking Sienna. They’re a mess of tangled hair and flushed skin, and it’s clear they’ve had one hell of a morning.


As the Clonicas saunter in, they start to merge back into the original, standing next to me at the counter with a satisfied smirk on her face. Her hair’s sticking up in places it wasn’t before, and her clothes are twisted in a way that says she’s been rolling around in the sheets.


Mark plops down at the table with Sienna, who’s looking more content than I’ve ever seen her. I can’t stop my gaze from lingering on her, my fiery assistant, who’s always been more to me than just a sidekick. Jealousy should be gnawing at me, but instead, there’s this strange sense of pride that she’s served Mark well.


Mark turns to Dr. Mind, who’s still polishing off his breakfast like he’s got all the time in the world. “Any bright ideas on how you can put that big brain to work for me?” Mark asks, with a hint of challenge in his voice.


Dr. Mind sets his spoon down, ready to launch into a monologue about his intellectual prowess. But then he catches himself, realizing that all his smarts don’t mean jack if he doesn’t know what Mark wants. “What is it you desire, sir?” he asks, with a deference that’s almost comical coming from someone who used to be top dog.


Mark’s smirk spreads across his face like a crackling current, and he leans back in his chair, all casual-like. “Can we make the ray gun a bit more… discreet? Smaller, maybe? Something that doesn’t look like a damn retro toy. Oh, and can you make the ray invisible and silent while you’re at it?”


Dr. Mind’s bushy eyebrows twitch, and for a second it looks like he’s about to launch into a defense of his masterpiece’s aesthetic, but he cuts himself off. He strokes his chin thoughtfully, the gears clearly turning in that big brain of his. “I’ll do my best,” he concedes after a moment, the old pride of an artist surrendering to the practicality of a craftsman.


“And what about the whole ‘having to gaze into my eyes’ thing?” Mark presses on, clearly not done with his wish list. “Can’t we skip that step? Make it automatic or something?”


The question seems to prick at Dr. Mind’s ego just a tad, but he’s quick to school his features into that placid, servant’s mask. “It’s… tricky,” he admits, pushing his cereal bowl aside. “Even if I could weave the imprinting process into the ray’s effect, it would never be as effective as the victims seeing you in person immediately after being zapped. The direct connection is essential for the loyalty to take hold.”


I lean against the kitchen counter, my headache subsiding enough to let curiosity take the wheel. “So, Mark, what’s the endgame here? How can we help?” I watch him closely, my instincts still sharp as ever despite the ray’s influence.


Mark takes a moment, his smirk lingering as he contemplates his next move. “Last night was a close call. We need to be more careful, more discreet. You and Clonica are tough as nails, but two supers ain’t gonna cut it if shit hits the fan. We need a wider variety of skills around here.”


Clonica, who’s still smoothing out her hair from the merge, snorts. “Variety, huh? I bet you’re talking about more than just combat skills.” Her voice drips with innuendo, and Mark’s confirming nod and smirk tells me she’s hit the nail on the head.


An idea sparks in my head, bright as the electricity I wield. “I’ve been chatting with some high rollers, thinking about starting my own league of supers. It’d be the perfect cover for what you’re looking for,” I tell him, the plan unfolding in my mind like a blueprint.


I turn to Clonica, who’s already eyeing me with interest. “You could leave your current gig, help me kickstart this new league. Staying here’s raising eyebrows, and we need to play this smart.”


Mark nods, clearly on board. “I like it, Kat. I want to help you make it happen,” he says, his voice gentle but determined. “Outside of keeping me safe and satisfying a few… urges, you’ve got free rein to do your thing.”


It’s a strange sort of freedom, all things considered. But it’s enough to get the wheels turning, and I’m already listing potential recruits in my head. If we’re gonna do this, we’re gonna do it big—and we’re gonna do it right.


Dr. Mind speaks up with a refined tone, “If I am to make the suggested modifications to the ray gun, we could potentially persuade even the most formidable supers to join our ranks. It would certainly cover Mark’s needs.” He pauses, a calculating glint in his eye. “And perhaps, recruiting some villains might be beneficial if we are to have a full spectrum of abilities at our disposal.”


I nod along, but Clonica’s frown cuts through the planning session. “We gotta tread lightly, people,” she warns, her voice laced with a seriousness that’s rare for her. “There are supers out there who can read minds. Don’t think for a second they won’t pick up on us being brainwashed.” She’s right, and the gravity of her words sinks in.


Mark considers this, his smirk fading into a look of contemplation. “If we turn some of those mind readers to our side, and maybe snag a couple of mind controllers, it could work to our advantage,” he muses, the wheels clearly turning in his head.


Dr. Mind, however, isn’t one to let optimism cloud his judgment. “While I have been perfecting rays that could potentially control even those with psychic defenses, I cannot guarantee efficacy across the board. Mind readers are a tricky bunch,” he admits, his spoon clinking against the bowl as he stirs his thoughts with his breakfast.


Everyone around the table shares a moment of silent understanding. The plan is solid, but the risks are as high as the city’s skyscrapers. I take a deep breath, feeling the electric charge of challenge in the air. This is going to be one hell of a ride.


Mark’s got that look in his eye, the one that says he’s done talking strategy for now. “We’re steering clear of mind readers for the time being,” he says, and I can’t help but agree. “Kat, I want you to start on that league. Get me a list of the best supers you think we can convince with the updated ray gun.” He pauses and gives me a look that’s downright serious. “They need to be powerful, skillful, and hot as fuck.”


I can’t help but let out a snort, and Clonica joins me with a laugh, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “What a shocker,” she quips, “Mark wants his own supermodel army.”


We all share a good laugh, the tension easing out of the room like air from a balloon. I’m already flipping through my mental rolodex of heroes, ticking off names and abilities, and yeah, hotness.


“I’ll get on it,” I tell Mark, feeling that familiar thrill of a new mission. It’s fucked up, sure, forming a league by playing puppeteer with the best heroes out there. But considering I’m now wired to serve the whims of a kid who stumbled into super-villainy, things could be a hell of a lot worse. Mark’s not out to hurt anyone beyond his growing harem, and hell, this league could actually do some good around town.


Time to get to work.
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Chapter 17: The Loyalty Trap


Back at the lair, I walk in on Mark and Dr. Mind in the thick of an animated conversation. From the outside looking in, they’re the spitting image of two supervillains concocting a diabolical scheme—and in a way, they are, which sends a ripple of amusement through me.


“What’s brewing, boys?” I ask, cocking a hip and smirking at their secretive air. “Has Dr. Mind cracked the code to fix Mystique Mirage?”


Before they can answer, Mark’s command slices through the tension. “Kat, get naked,” he says, and it’s not a request. A moment of surprise flickers through me, but it’s swiftly extinguished by the eagerness to please that now comes as naturally as breathing. With a thought, my clothes vanish into the ether, leaving me gloriously naked before them.


Mark’s eyes roam over my exposed skin, a predator’s appreciation in his gaze—and I note Dr. Mind is similarly entranced. “Make your tits bigger,” Mark commands next, and I comply without hesitation. My breasts swell, growing heavy and more voluptuous with each second, pushing the boundaries of what’s natural. If I were free from his influence, I’d be disgusted, but instead, there’s a twisted pride in fulfilling his desires.


Once they’ve had their fill of the show, I ask with a wry tilt of my head, “Satisfied?” Mark nods, and so I let my body revert to its usual form. My tone is light, almost playful as I observe, “You’re really enjoying your power over me, now, aren’t you?”


Mark’s grin is unrepentant as he responds, “I am. I’m done letting my outdated sense of morality stop me from enjoying myself.”


I can’t help but wonder if Dr. Mind has something to do with that and if he is a bad influence, but then again, does it change anything for me? Much like Sienna when she was under my command, or when I was under Dr. Mind’s thrall, who in turn was under Mark’s, my only concern is fulfilling his desires, no matter where they are coming from. I realize this could be a problem—or an opportunity. Each member of Mark’s loyal club could, in theory, nudge him toward wanting things that give us some semblance of control. Our loyalty to him may be uniform, but our definitions of what’s good for him are not. Perhaps my vision of keeping Mark safe includes ensuring my brainwashed colleagues don’t manipulate him too far astray.


I’m about to pull Mark aside for a private chat when it hits me like a bolt of lightning—Dr. Mind, for all his villainy, is a damn genius, and he’s got the same hardwired drive to protect and serve Mark that I do. If we’re going to hash out the messy web of influence we’ve found ourselves in, having him in on the conversation is a no-brainer. He’ll see the angles we don’t.


“Mark, Dr. Mind,” I start, leaning against the cool metal of the lab table, “I think we’ve got a bit of a situation brewing. Everyone’s loyalty to you, thanks to the ray… it’s shaping up to be a double-edged sword.”


Mark’s brows furrow, and I continue, “We’re all wired to please you, right? But what ‘pleasing you’ means can be twisted six ways to Sunday depending on who’s doing the twisting. We could end up pulling you in a dozen different directions without even realizing it.”


Dr. Mind strokes his chin, the picture of contemplation. “Katrina raised an interesting problem,” he concedes. “Indeed, my own desire to delight you could inadvertently steer your decisions.”


I watch Mark groan in frustration, the weight of leadership heavy on his shoulders. “This is just like what Mystique Mirage did, isn’t it?” he says, running a hand through his hair. “Without meaning to, or maybe she did… Doesn’t make much difference…”


Dr. Mind interjects with a calming tone. “Mark, at the end of the day, you are not under the effects of any mind control. You are free to make your own decisions. If you find yourself influenced by one of the girls, or by me, it will be the old-fashioned way—because you would have allowed it.”


Mark pauses, his eyes flicking between Dr. Mind and me. “Still, we should be careful,” he finally says. “From now on, I want everyone to refrain from projecting their personal visions of right and wrong on me. I’ll take some time with each of you, alone, to understand what your own vision of loyalty sounds like.”


I smile, a little reassured. “That’s wise,” I say, and I mean it. Anything that keeps him safe and keeps us on the right track is good by me.


Mark looks relieved by our support but is quick to add, “Don’t hold back on telling me the hard truths, though. If you think I need to hear it, say it. But if you’re going to try to sway me, I want it out in the open, with everyone present. That way, I can hear different points of view.”


Mark seems to shake off the earlier discussion as if it were water from a duck’s back and turns his attention to me. “Kat, what Dr. Mind and I were just discussing is his… ‘needs’,” he explains, the word ‘needs’ hanging in the air with a weight that implies something more intimate.


A frown creases my brow as I turn to face the old gentleman supervillain. I give Dr. Mind a silent, piercing stare. The idea of him asking for rewards when we should all be focused on pleasing Mark doesn’t sit well with me. I remember him assuring me he wouldn’t broach such subjects with Mark unless it was certain to please him. This feels like a contradiction, a deviation from the path the ray’s effects should have ingrained in him.


Mark, noticing the tension, is quick to clarify. “Kat, relax. Dr. Mind hasn’t asked for anything. We got onto the topic while talking about the sex I’ve been having, and I was the one who asked him about his own desires.”


I relax slightly, my gaze softening as I listen to Mark. He chuckles, a hint of mischief in his eyes as he ogles me. “I want everyone to be happy here. And I know that sex can be an important part of that happiness,” he says with a grin that has the heat rising to my cheeks. “I’m speaking from experience, after all.”


Mark leans back against a console, his casual demeanor never wavering. “Thanks to Dr. Mind’s ray, I could provide everyone with partners for their own personal use, as long as those partners are loyal to me first. And as long as the current members of our league,” he adds with a smirk, his eyes locked onto mine, “remain available for my own relief.”


Understanding the direction of the conversation, I nod in agreement. It’s surprising to find myself not only accepting but also grateful for the ways Mark is considering our wellbeing. The thought of having other women at my beck and call sends a thrill down my spine, as I imagine the possibilities, the taste of power, and the taste of them.


The old me, the one who wore the mantle of Volt Vixen with a fierce sense of justice, would have been appalled at the thought of using mind control for personal, sexual gratification. But that version of me is long gone, replaced by one who has reconciled with the reality of our new world order. I’ve made peace with what we’ve become. Besides, if these hot chicks feel half as good about pleasing me for Mark as I feel about pleasing him, it isn’t such a bad fate after all.


Mark catches my eye with a knowing smirk. “So, Kat, you think Dr. Mind deserves a little… personal attention based on his work for me so far? How would you suggest we provide that?”


I pause, considering the implications pragmatically. “Based on his performance under your command, he’s put in the effort. Mystique Mirage’s meltdown was unpredictable so we can’t really blame him for that,” I say, my voice steady and sure. “It seems fair that he’d be rewarded with sexual relief since he does seem to have a penchant for that kind of thing.”


The words hang in the air, and I cant help but think about how Dr. Mind has always had a leering eye for me. The thought of submitting to him for Mark’s pleasure churns my stomach, but if it pleases Mark… “If it would please you, It’d make sense for me to take care of it,” I admit, a hint of disgust buried beneath layers of loyalty.


Dr. Mind’s eyes light up with arousal at the prospect, but Mark is quick to douse the flames. “No, I don’t plan on sharing you with anyone else, not right now,” he says with a wink, and I can feel the relief flood through me.


Mark turns to Dr. Mind, his tone serious. “Is there anyone else you have in mind who could… satisfy you?”


Dr. Mind’s gaze drifts for a moment, lost in thought, before snapping back to the present. “There is a name that comes to mind, yes,” he responds, a shadow of a smile playing on his lips. “Someone who may also prove useful to you.”
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Chapter 18: A Scoof of Amnesia


Blinking rapidly, I try to clear the fog that’s settled over my mind, but it clings stubbornly, muddying my thoughts. I’m standing in what looks like an underground warehouse, the dim light casting long shadows across rows of old crates. A black woman stands before me, her wide eyes filled with fear. She hesitates only a moment before turning on her heel and fleeing, her form disappearing between the crates.


I watch her go, an inexplicable pang of loss tightening in my chest. She’s striking—even in the poor lighting, her beauty is undeniable, and there’s an allure to her that I can’t ignore even as she vanishes from sight.


Glancing down at my hands, they seem foreign to me—normal, yet not. My gaze traces the lines of the cobalt blue and electric yellow suit clinging to my body, a costume I don’t recognize. A wave of confusion hits me, and as it does, my form wavers, morphing into an amorphous, humanoid shape, a mirror to my inner turmoil.


“Who am I?” The question echoes in my head, but it’s not the most pressing concern. My attention is drawn to a young man nearby. He’s the quintessential nerd—big glasses, an awkward stance, but there’s something about him that feels crucial to me. I can’t shake the feeling that he’s important, that his desires should be my priority.


Approaching him, I ask, “Who are you? What do you want from me?” There’s a part of me that wants to ask who I am, but it feels trivial next to the need to understand him.


He looks at me, his expression just as lost as I feel. “I…I don’t know who I am…” he admits, his voice laced with confusion.


Circling the young man, I scrutinize him, searching for any flicker of recognition in the blank canvas of my memories. The intense loyalty I feel towards him is baffling, an anchor in the sea of confusion that my mind has become. His requests are silent, yet my insistence bubbles to the surface.


“Tell me, what do you want from me?” I press, my tone edged with my usual directness despite the haze clouding my thoughts.


He meets my gaze, the confusion in his eyes mirroring my own. “I… I don’t know what I want,” he stammers, clearly overwhelmed by the situation.


I can see he needs guiding, a gentle hand to steer him through the fog. “I’m not sure what’s going on here,” I admit, “but there’s this one thing I’m fucking certain of: whatever you want, I want to give it to you. It’s like… it’s what I’m here for, even if I can’t remember why.”


The young man considers my words, his eyes roaming over my vague form. Despite the amnesia, I intuitively understand that I can mold my appearance, my body shifting a moment ago evidence of it. Men usually have a thing for attractive women, right? I can’t recall where I learned this, hell I can’t even recall ever meeting another man before, but it feels like an ingrained truth.


With that in mind, my shape shifts subtly, softening into a more feminine silhouette, my features gaining definition while remaining enigmatic. I watch his reaction closely.


“What are you doing?” he asks, his curiosity piqued.


I tilt my head, a smirk forming on my lips. “Do you find me attractive?” I challenge him, the words feeling natural even in this state of unknown.


His eyes linger on me, taking in the changes. There’s a spark there, a hint of something more. It’s all the confirmation I need.


As I circle the young man, my mind a blank slate, I can’t shake the compelling need to serve him, to mold myself into whatever form he desires. His eyes are on me, expectant and silent, and I interpret his lack of words as permission to proceed.


“Do you like me like this?” I ask him, my voice carrying the usual assertive tone I seem to naturally possess, “Sexier?” I can’t remember who I am, but I know what I’m capable of, and that’s enough for now.


He swallows hard, his eyes fixed on the larger tits I’ve crafted on my otherwise nebulous form. “Yes,” he admits, and I see the satisfaction in his gaze. It’s all the incentive I need to continue my transformation.


I concentrate, feeling the strange energy within me as I redefine my curves, sculpting my ass and legs into a more appealing shape, guided by an instinctive knowledge of what men generally find attractive. When his ogling intensifies, I take it as a sign to enhance those particular features further. If he shows a hint of displeasure or disinterest, I immediately retract the change, seeking his approval with every adjustment.


Finally, when I sense that I’ve reached the pinnacle of his desires—my body now the epitome of sexual allure, an exaggerated parody of femininity with voluptuous breasts, a cinched waist, and hips that promise sin—I stop and smirk, pleased with the result.


I’m not aroused by him, not in the slightest. My thoughts drift to the black woman who fled earlier, and I can tell I found her attractive. Yet, this doesn’t concern me; my satisfaction lies in fulfilling his wants, in being his perfect creation.


Noticing the growing bulge between his legs, I address it matter-of-factly. “Do you want me to take care of that for you?” I ask, ready to provide whatever service he requires, my voice dripping with the confidence of a woman who knows she’s got the power, even if she can’t remember why.


I don’t hesitate, my hands working with a purpose to free his hardness from the confines of his pants. Taking him into my mouth feels like second nature, the shape of his cock familiar against my tongue, even though I can’t recall ever doing this before. I bob my head, taking him deeper with each motion, drawing pleasure from the way he shudders above me.


Just as I’m getting into the rhythm, the sound of footsteps signals an intrusion. Two Asian women, identical down to the last detail, rush in wearing their super costumes. Their sudden appearance does little to deter me; my focus remains on the task at hand—pleasuring this man whose name I don’t even know.


“Why the fuck is this happening here? What about Memory Doe?” One of them spits out, her words crude and her gaze fixed on us with a mixture of shock and intrigue.


I let out a muffled laugh around his cock at their confusion, the sound vibrating against him. The name ‘Dr. Mind’ they call out sounds like a bad comic book villain, and it tickles me more than it probably should. But I keep sucking, determined to bring this man the relief he’s clearly seeking.


“Do you girls wanna join or what?” he gasps out between moans, and I can feel the vibration of his words through his body.


The twins exchange a conflicted glance, their eyes darting between Mark and me. After a moment of hesitation, one of them speaks up, her voice a mix of curiosity and concern. “Do you want us to?” she asks him, her tone suggesting she’s not entirely opposed to the idea.


The twins are visibly torn, but they don’t need much convincing after the young guy I’m blowing nods. As they look at each other, they begin to multiply, creating more eager copies of themselves. Their super costumes are tight and revealing, highlighting their slender figures and perky breasts—a sight that I can’t help but find arousing, my body responding to their presence.


They approach us, hesitancy giving way to a shared desire to please. Their hands, mouths, and bodies join the fray, and soon, the air is thick with the sounds of moans, skin slapping against skin, and the scent of lust. As the pleasure builds, I find myself lost in the sensations, the electricity of my power crackling beneath my skin, unused but thrumming with potential.


Finally, the man reaches his climax, his release filling my mouth as I swallow every drop. We collapse together, a tangle of limbs and heaving chests. I lay there, panting, the satisfaction of providing what he wanted coursing through me, even as my mind remains a blank slate.


Lying there amidst the tangled limbs and satisfied sighs, I hear a crackle in my ear—a voice that’s fierce yet smooth. My head’s still spinning, but I manage a chuckle, amused by the chaos of the situation.


“What the hell is going on? Why isn’t anyone responding?” the voice demands, urgency lacing every word.


I can’t help but laugh, the sound raw and genuine. “Well, I’ve been a little tied up,” I reply, my voice dripping with innuendo. “I’ve been fucking this guy.”


Confusion taints the voice in my ear. “What about Memory Doe? Weren’t you supposed to—”


I cut her off with a snort. “Who?” I say, my gaze still locked on the guy sprawled out beside me, his glasses askew, his breaths deep and even.


“Wait… And who exactly have you been fucking?” Now she sounds not just irritated but clearly confused.


I describe him as best I can without the details that don’t matter. Truth be told, he’s not that pretty, but he doesn’t need to hear that. “He’s this nerdy dude, tall, big glasses…”


There’s a pause, a moment of silence that’s almost palpable, and then a string of curses floods my ear.


The Asian woman, now singular again, looks just as disheveled as I feel. She grabs a communicator from her costume, speaking to the voice as well. “Sienna… Seems like Memory Doe wiped their memories and took off,” she explains, the realization dawning in her voice.


I giggle again, the information slotting into place. No wonder the nerd and I can’t remember a damn thing.


“We need to bring Mark back to the lair,” the voice orders, sounding like it’s on the edge of panic.


Lair? I’ve got no clue what she’s talking about, but the name ‘Mark’ catches my attention. I glance at the nerdy guy, who frowns at the mention of the name, just as lost as I am. His confusion is almost comical, and I notice an earpiece in his ear too. Is he… Mark? Did we have some secret mission with this Memory Doe everyone keeps yapping about? The black woman who bolted… could she be the one?


The Asian super, her costume slightly torn and sticking to her in all the right places, jumps in. “I don’t know if he wants to go back to the lair,” she says, her eyes flicking to the guy beside me. “He seems pretty fucking out of it.”


Before she can finish, the voice cuts her off, the panic now unmistakable. “I don’t want to hear what he wants right now!” There’s a desperation in her tone, like she’s fighting every instinct to stay professional. “I’ll keep going with what I know he wanted. Got it?”


The cute Asian super frowns deeply at her communicator before it goes silent. She turns to the guy who’s apparently Mark, and introduces herself in a way I can’t help but find amusingly crude.


“I’m Clonica,” she says. “Here’s the deal! So, we’re all part of this freaky-ass super league you created. We’ve all been zapped by some crazy ray gun a while ago that’s made us loyal as fuck to you. It’s why this chick here,” she points at me, “and me, are so damn eager to please you. We were in a mission to catch that chick, Memory Doe, to zap her too, but it seems she zapped you first.”


Her explanation sounds absolutely batshit, but it clicks. That’s why I’ve been so focused on satisfying Mark’s every desire. It’s absurd, yet it makes an odd sort of sense.


She continues, her expression serious despite her colorful language. “We all wanna do what you want, but right now, you’ve gotta realize we’re in some fucked up situation ’cause you can’t remember shit. The best thing would be to get you back home and to see how we can fix this mess.”


She kneels in front of him, her eyes locked onto his. “So, big guy, what do you wanna do?”


He chuckles, a sound that’s somehow both endearing and exasperating under the circumstances. “Honestly? I could fucking go for some ice cream.”


Clinica clenches her jaw, her frustration palpable. She looks to me, and I can only shrug in response. If he wants ice cream, then that’s what we should do. Simple as that.


She groans, running a hand through her hair. “Fine, let’s get some damn ice cream,” she mutters, her loyalty to him clear in her begrudging agreement.


We find a staircase leading to the surface, the steps cool and gritty beneath my bare feet. Clonica, her nerves practically visible, keeps throwing glances my way. I’m still rocking the bimbo look, my curves exaggerated beyond belief, my tits jiggling with every step.


“You might wanna tone it down, Vixen,” Clonica suggests. “You’re a walking wet dream, and we’re about to hit the streets. Maybe conjure up some clothes at least, be a bit more discreet?”


Mark, chuckles, his eyes roaming over me with unabashed delight. “I kinda like her this way,” he says, a mischievous grin playing on his lips. “Who knows when I’ll want another round with her, especially after some sweet ice cream.”


His words spark a warmth within me, my body eager to comply. I want to please him, that much is clear. Clonica looks like she’s about to pop a vein, torn between her desire to keep him safe and the compulsion to do as he wishes.


“Please, at least let her wear something,” Clonica pleads, her eyes darting around the dingy staircase. “This ain’t exactly the safest part of town, and we’re about to walk into a shit show with her looking like that.”


He gives a nod, conceding to Clonica’s request, but not without adding, “Make it hot, girl. Scorching.”


With a smirk, I let my body shift, keeping the sex appeal dialed up but adding a skimpy, form-hugging dress that leaves little to the imagination. It’s the kind of outfit that screams ‘look but don’t touch’—unless you’re him, of course. Clonica lets out an exasperated sigh, but there’s a hint of relief in her eyes as we continue our ascent. If he wants ice cream, then ice cream he shall have, and I’ll be the cherry on top.


I’ve got no idea what city we’re in, my mind’s a blank slate, but even without memories, I can tell this place has seen better days. We end up standing in front of a small corner store with Mark licking an ice cream cone that Clonica has just bought for him.


The hot asian, still in her superhero getup, shifts uncomfortably as people start to notice us. Her eyes dart back and forth, taking in the stares and the smartphones coming out to snap pictures. I can tell she’s pissed about the attention, but what did she expect, parading around in a costume in a place like this?


Some of the locals start to catcall, throwing lewd comments my way, but I don’t give a damn. I’ve only got eyes for Mark, and as I sidestep closer to him, I make sure my body language screams ‘taken’.


“Jesus, can’t you degenerates take a hint?” Clonica snaps, her voice carrying that edge that says she’s two seconds away from kicking ass. “She’s with him, so back the fuck off.”


The crowd around us thickens, held at bay by the simmering threat of Clonica’s posture. Her voice breaks through, laced with frustration. “Where the fuck is Dr. Mind?” she asks us, eyeing the crowd warily. “Either of you remember what happened to him?”


Mark snorts, his humor cutting through the tension. “Not remembering much is kinda the theme of the day, isn’t it?” His chuckle is infectious, and I join in, hoping to match his mood. It’s important that he sees I’m on his side, even in this amnesiac haze.


Clonica’s eyes fixate on the rapidly dwindling ice cream cone in Mark’s hand. “This thing is like a fucking ticking time bomb,” she mutters under her breath, voicing her concern about what he’ll ask for next.


I find myself wondering why Clonica’s so on edge. The ray’s effects make it so easy, so fulfilling to give Mark what he wants. Doesn’t she feel that same rush of satisfaction from serving him?


Mark’s frown deepens, the lines on his forehead betraying his annoyance at Clonica’s palpable anxiety. “Hey, you’re kinda killing the vibe here,” he says, his voice light but the undercurrent serious. “Can you just… chill a bit?”


Clinica lets out a nervous laugh, a sound that doesn’t quite reach her eyes. “It’s just… how do you expect me to give you what you want when what you want is for me to feel something I can’t fucking control?”


He contemplates her words, taking a slow lick of what’s left of his ice cream. “Follow her example,” he says, gesturing to me with a tilt of his head, his eyes appreciating my form. I stand proudly, my shapeshifted body an exaggerated vision of desire, my dress clinging to every curve like a second skin.


Clinica looks at him, searching for clarification. “What do you mean by that?”


Mark shrugs, a simple motion that seems to carry weight. “I don’t know, do something hot. Give everyone a little show or something.”


You can almost hear the cogs turning in Clonica’s head as she processes his words. The conflict is written all over her face, but the nod comes eventually. She takes a deep breath, steels herself, and steps closer to the onlookers. Her hand moves to the zipper of her costume, poised to peel the fabric away from her body for Mark’s entertainment.


An explosion rocks the ground a few blocks away, jolting everyone into high alert. Screams pierce the air as the bystanders scatter, fleeing the sudden danger. Mark drops to his knees, covering his head protectively, while Clonica and I, driven by pure instinct, prepare for a fight.


Clinica’s body begins to blur, multiplying until a dozen identical figures form a protective circle around Mark. I feel a surge of electricity crackling at my fingertips, my body shifting, muscles tensing for combat. Despite the gaping hole in my memory, my powers respond, ready to strike. It’s a strange comfort, knowing I can fight, even when I don’t remember learning how.


Then, cutting through the chaos, an old man in a ridiculous costume struts into view, and I’m ready to pounce. But Clonica’s body language shifts from defensive to recognition.


“Dr. Mind! Where the hell have you been?” one of her calls out.


The old man offers a polite, apologetic bow. “I do beg your pardon, ladies and Mark. I’ve been in pursuit of Memory Doe, quite successfully in the end, I must say.” he announces, his voice smooth as silk.


The black woman from the warehouse steps out from behind him, looking bewildered and out of place. Before any of us can react, her eyes glow with a luminescent power.


And just like that, the fog in my brain lifts. Every memory, every detail of my past rushes back in a flood of information.


End of Book 1

To be continued…
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Chapter 10 : Mastering the Mastermind


As dusk turns to darkness, the lair falls into a stillness, broken only by the occasional sound of someone knocking on what’s now Mark’s bedroom door, followed by his gruff demand for privacy. With no news from him, we all eventually retreat to our respective rooms for the night. I find myself in one of the guest rooms, feeling an odd dislocation in my own lair, but if Mark wants solitude, I’m damn well going to give it to him.


Brushing my teeth, I’m suddenly on high alert as I hear a sound from the bedroom. Toothbrush in hand, I morph into a more combat-ready form, ready to pounce at a moment’s notice. I barely register the figure in the room before a familiar beam of light hits me, my eyes tracking the dancing particles as they settle.


Dr. Mind stands before me, his aged appearance belying a keen intellect. His hair, a distinguished silver, is swept back neatly, and his glasses rest on the bridge of his nose, catching the light as he smirks at me. The usual white lab coat he wears is pristine, contrasting with the dark leather gloves fitted snugly on his hands.


“Did you really think I’d let our last encounter be the end, Volt Vixen. Or should I call you Katrina?” His voice is smooth, almost charming, but the gleam in his eye is pure triumph. “I was so certain I had you with my ray last time. But no matter, you’re mine now.”


A frown creases my brow as I realize he’s right. The urge to please him is overwhelming, as if it’s been etched into my very being. But then, Mark flashes across my mind and a surge of conflict roils within me. I no longer feel the loyalty that had been so strong, replaced by a sense of disgust at the memories of what I’ve done for him, despite my natural inclinations. Yet, there’s a niggling thought that maybe it wasn’t all bad—that I actually had some good times with him.


I can’t help but let out a laugh, looking at Dr. Mind. “Well, aren’t you the cat that caught the canary? You’ve got me. I want what you want, and it seems you’ve got exactly that.”


He adjusts his glasses, his expression one of refined satisfaction. “My dear, let’s not dwell on the past. We have a future to build. Together.” His gentlemanly demeanor is almost convincing, but we both know the truth—his ray has made me his puppet, and for now, I can’t resist the strings.


As I stand there, toothpaste frothing at the corner of my mouth, a strange sense of déjà vu washes over me. It’s almost comical how quickly my invincible self has been flipped on its head… again.


“Dr. Mind,” I begin, spitting into the sink and wiping my mouth, “you should know, your ray actually did work on me the first time around. But, see, I… kinda fell for Mark, one of your hostages at the time.”


His laughter fills the room, rich and full of genuine amusement. “My, my, that’s quite the twist. The man has been exceptionally lucky, and apparently quite shrewd to evade capture this long.” Dr. Mind strokes his chin thoughtfully. “I’ll give him that. And I suppose I should be grateful; it simplifies matters for me considerably. I might not even punish him too severely for his interference.”


I’m surprised to find myself feeling a twinge of relief at his words, even though I’m aware I could snuff out Mark without a second thought if commanded.


“There’s also the matter of Clonica. One of her copies is here, bound to Mark,” I report dutifully, my newfound loyalty dictating my actions.


Dr. Mind chuckles, a low, knowing sound. “Ah, I’ve already addressed that little complication.” He turns and calls out, “Clonica, darling, come here.”


The door swings open, and in struts Clonica with her characteristic swagger, a smirk on her lips. “Looks like I’m the hot potato, passing from hand to hand,” she quips, her voice laced with her usual crass humor.


Before I can respond, Dr. Mind interjects, “I’ve been informed the other Clonica is out playing hero. She won’t return until it’s too late.” The clone at our side nods in confirmation, her smirk unwavering.


“And Sienna?” I add, feeling the need to lay all the cards on the table. “She’s under my influence thanks to the ray. But she’s no threat; she’ll do anything I want, even if what I want is controlled by someone else.”


Dr. Mind nods, his expression one of approval. “Excellent. Then it seems we have everything in order. Your loyalty is most appreciated, Katrina, or should I simply call you Kat now?” His tone is polite, the epitome of a gentleman, yet behind that civility, we both understand the gravity of his control.


I can’t help but chuckle at the absurdity of it all. “You can call me whatever the fuck you want,” I tell Dr. Mind with a wry smile. “I’ll be more than glad for it.”



Dr. Mind nods, a sinister amusement in his eyes, and declares, “Then Whore it is, for all the pain you’ve caused me.” He launches into his tale of escape from supermax, pride swelling in his voice. “Even stripped of my gadgets, I’ve proven that the mind is the greatest tool. Those simpleton guards never stood a chance against classic hypnosis.”


Clonica and I exchange a glance, knowing full well that stroking his ego is the game we’re playing now. We feed into it, nodding and hanging on his every word as if they’re gospel.


His gaze sweeps over me, and he commands, “Strip, Whore.”


Without hesitation, my clothes vanish, and I stand there naked, the cool air of the room making my nipples harden. It’s almost routine now, the way these guys demand I get naked, but there’s a part of me that’s fucking thrilled to oblige because of that stupid mind ray. I don’t mind, of course, I don’t…


Clonica, ever the crude one, pipes up, “Should I get in on this action too?”


Dr. Mind waves her off, “Not now. I have a score to settle with our dear Vixen.” His eyes fix on me as he unzips his pants. “Get on your knees and show me how a Whore pleases.”


And so I do. I kneel before him, taking his aging cock into my mouth. I’m not thrilled to be sucking him off; he’s a man, I’m a dyke, and he’s not exactly my type. But it’s not about what I want. It’s about pleasing him, and damn if I don’t want to do that.


I’m working my mouth around Dr. Mind’s shaft, my tongue swirling, when suddenly there’s a fucking commotion behind him. A blast of light slams into the old man’s back, and he groans, completely thrown off.


“Mark!” Clonica screeches, her voice laced with urgency. She’s splitting faster than a cell in mitosis, tackling Mark and sending his ray gun skittering across the floor.


I pop off Dr. Mind’s dick and stand, ready to throw down for him, which is all sorts of fucked up. But there he is, looking lost as a kid in a carnival, and here I am, muscles rippling, ready to rumble. Clonica’s got Mark pinned, the poor bastard gasping like a fish out of water.


Dr. Mind is begging, “Stop, please!” and he’s looking at Mark with these goddamn puppy eyes. What the actual fuck?


Then it clicks. Mark’s got Dr. Mind wrapped around his little finger now. Clonica’s cackling, and I can’t help but smirk. “Looks like you’ve got yourself a new plaything, Mark. Doubt he’ll be as fun to fuck, though.”


Dr. Mind’s face is redder than a baboon’s ass, but he’s still got that gentlemanly tone. “If Mr. Mark desires to… engage with me, I shall endeavor to meet his needs, though I would prefer otherwise…”


Sienna bursts in, her eyes wide with confusion. “What the hell is going on here?” She spots Dr. Mind and her brow furrows deeper. “Who’s controlling who?”


I rub my temples, feeling a migraine coming on. “It’s a clusterfuck, Sienna. Mark’s got Dr. Mind. Dr. Mind’s got me and Clonica. And Clonica’s got jokes for days.”


The crude Clonica chimes in with a snort, “More like a daisy chain of domination.”


Sienna sighs, looking as if she’s ready to walk the fuck out. “Great, just what we needed. Another Tuesday.”


The Clonicas, each one straddling Mark, look over to Dr. Mind for the go-ahead, their bodies tense with anticipation. With a slight nod from the old man, they release their grip and converge back into a single form, standing beside me with a smirk.


Sienna’s confusion is palpable, and I get it, I really fucking do. My loyalty is supposed to be with Dr. Mind, but he’s all puppy-eyed for Mark now. I’m taking orders from a man who’s taking orders from another man. It’s a twisted game of telephone, and it’s giving me a headache.


Sienna catches my eye, her own expression a mix of sympathy and I-told-you-so. “Looks like you and Clonica finally get how shitty it is to be at the bottom of the food chain,” she says with a bitter half-smile.


Dr. Mind, still displaying that composed facade, turns to Mark. “What would you have us do, sir?” His voice is steady, but there’s an undercurrent of something I can’t quite place.


Mark stands, dusting himself off, the picture of determination. “I want the girls back under my control,” he says, his voice firm.


Dr. Mind explains, “The original ray, the one you just zapped me with, Mark, it’s a one-shot deal. Use it twice on someone, and you’ll cook their brains.” We all flinch at the thought. “But,” he continues, “I came prepared with an upgraded version. It realigns neural pathways without frying them. It’s what I used on Clonica and Vixen here. We can reset as often as necessary.”


Mark scoops up Dr. Mind’s fancy new ray gun from where it lies next to the old man’s still-dropped trousers. He turns the device over in his hands, clearly impressed. Dr. Mind, his cheeks still flushed from the previous events, launches into a spiel about the ingenuity of his creation, his ego somehow remaining intact despite the recent shift in power dynamics. “I must admit,” he says with a chuckle that doesn’t quite reach his eyes, “I never imagined I’d find myself on this end of the device. An odd sense of tranquility, indeed.”


Clonica, Sienna, and I can’t help but let out a laugh at the irony of it all. We’ve all been on the receiving end of that ray more times than we’d care to admit.


Mark points the gun at Sienna, who’s frowning now, a mix of annoyance and resignation on her face. “You’re shitting me, right? I’m already doing Vixen’s bidding happily here,” she protests, but we all know it’s a futile argument. She’s aware that resistance is pointless; Mark only has to pull a few strings to get what he wants.


With a zap, Sienna’s body relaxes, and she looks up at Mark, a chuckle escaping her lips. “Well, at least I’m not the bottom bitch anymore,” she quips, shaking her head.


He turns the ray on Clonica next, and then finally, it’s my turn. I’m uneasy, feeling like I’m about to betray Dr. Mind, even though I know it’s what he would want—what Mark wants. As the ray hits me, my body floods with that familiar, unwelcome allegiance to Mark, and a visceral disgust for Dr. Mind washes over me. Fuck, this is one hell of a mess we’re in.


Mark steps closer to Dr. Mind, who looks up at him with a calm, almost serene expression. “You’re working for me now,” Mark states, a note of command in his voice that’s new but not entirely unwelcome.


Dr. Mind inclines his head, the picture of servitude. “I would be more than happy to employ my considerable intellect in your service,” he replies, his tone still dripping with that gentlemanly charm even as his new position humbles him.


The room is thick with a sense of victory, and we can’t help but feel a surge of gladness that the bastard is under someone’s thumb for once. There’s an unspoken acknowledgment among us that while Mark might have a hint of supervillain in him now, he’s still a damn sight better than Dr. Mind ever was. Plus, the loyalty we feel towards him is familiar, a comforting anchor in the chaos of the past few days.


Mark looks my way, and I’m more than ready to oblige. “Kat, can you provide the good doctor with the tools and space he needs to work for me?”


“Absolutely,” I reply, already thinking of the empty labs downstairs that’ll suit Dr. Mind’s brainy ass just fine. There’s a part of me that still resents him for all the shit he’s put us through, but I’m not about to whine about it. If anything, it’s a relief not having to plot revenge or worry about being under his control again.


Sienna’s eyes are locked on Mark, and I notice the shift in her gaze. There’s a new kind of respect there, or maybe it’s just the ray doing its thing. Either way, it’s a far cry from the repulsion she used to barely hide.
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Chapter 17: The Loyalty Trap


Back at the lair, I walk in on Mark and Dr. Mind in the thick of an animated conversation. From the outside looking in, they’re the spitting image of two supervillains concocting a diabolical scheme—and in a way, they are, which sends a ripple of amusement through me.


“What’s brewing, boys?” I ask, cocking a hip and smirking at their secretive air. “Has Dr. Mind cracked the code to fix Mystique Mirage?”


Before they can answer, Mark’s command slices through the tension. “Kat, get naked,” he says, and it’s not a request. A moment of surprise flickers through me, but it’s swiftly extinguished by the eagerness to please that now comes as naturally as breathing. With a thought, my clothes vanish into the ether, leaving me gloriously naked before them.


Mark’s eyes roam over my exposed skin, a predator’s appreciation in his gaze—and I note Dr. Mind is similarly entranced. “Make your tits bigger,” Mark commands next, and I comply without hesitation. My breasts swell, growing heavy and more voluptuous with each second, pushing the boundaries of what’s natural. If I were free from his influence, I’d be disgusted, but instead, there’s a twisted pride in fulfilling his desires.


Once they’ve had their fill of the show, I ask with a wry tilt of my head, “Satisfied?” Mark nods, and so I let my body revert to its usual form. My tone is light, almost playful as I observe, “You’re really enjoying your power over me, now, aren’t you?”


Mark’s grin is unrepentant as he responds, “I am. I’m done letting my outdated sense of morality stop me from enjoying myself.”


I can’t help but wonder if Dr. Mind has something to do with that and if he is a bad influence, but then again, does it change anything for me? Much like Sienna when she was under my command, or when I was under Dr. Mind’s thrall, who in turn was under Mark’s, my only concern is fulfilling his desires, no matter where they are coming from. I realize this could be a problem—or an opportunity. Each member of Mark’s loyal club could, in theory, nudge him toward wanting things that give us some semblance of control. Our loyalty to him may be uniform, but our definitions of what’s good for him are not. Perhaps my vision of keeping Mark safe includes ensuring my brainwashed colleagues don’t manipulate him too far astray.


I’m about to pull Mark aside for a private chat when it hits me like a bolt of lightning—Dr. Mind, for all his villainy, is a damn genius, and he’s got the same hardwired drive to protect and serve Mark that I do. If we’re going to hash out the messy web of influence we’ve found ourselves in, having him in on the conversation is a no-brainer. He’ll see the angles we don’t.


“Mark, Dr. Mind,” I start, leaning against the cool metal of the lab table, “I think we’ve got a bit of a situation brewing. Everyone’s loyalty to you, thanks to the ray… it’s shaping up to be a double-edged sword.”


Mark’s brows furrow, and I continue, “We’re all wired to please you, right? But what ‘pleasing you’ means can be twisted six ways to Sunday depending on who’s doing the twisting. We could end up pulling you in a dozen different directions without even realizing it.”


Dr. Mind strokes his chin, the picture of contemplation. “Katrina raised an interesting problem,” he concedes. “Indeed, my own desire to delight you could inadvertently steer your decisions.”


I watch Mark groan in frustration, the weight of leadership heavy on his shoulders. “This is just like what Mystique Mirage did, isn’t it?” he says, running a hand through his hair. “Without meaning to, or maybe she did… Doesn’t make much difference…”


Dr. Mind interjects with a calming tone. “Mark, at the end of the day, you are not under the effects of any mind control. You are free to make your own decisions. If you find yourself influenced by one of the girls, or by me, it will be the old-fashioned way—because you would have allowed it.”


Mark pauses, his eyes flicking between Dr. Mind and me. “Still, we should be careful,” he finally says. “From now on, I want everyone to refrain from projecting their personal visions of right and wrong on me. I’ll take some time with each of you, alone, to understand what your own vision of loyalty sounds like.”


I smile, a little reassured. “That’s wise,” I say, and I mean it. Anything that keeps him safe and keeps us on the right track is good by me.


Mark looks relieved by our support but is quick to add, “Don’t hold back on telling me the hard truths, though. If you think I need to hear it, say it. But if you’re going to try to sway me, I want it out in the open, with everyone present. That way, I can hear different points of view.”


Mark seems to shake off the earlier discussion as if it were water from a duck’s back and turns his attention to me. “Kat, what Dr. Mind and I were just discussing is his… ‘needs’,” he explains, the word ‘needs’ hanging in the air with a weight that implies something more intimate.


A frown creases my brow as I turn to face the old gentleman supervillain. I give Dr. Mind a silent, piercing stare. The idea of him asking for rewards when we should all be focused on pleasing Mark doesn’t sit well with me. I remember him assuring me he wouldn’t broach such subjects with Mark unless it was certain to please him. This feels like a contradiction, a deviation from the path the ray’s effects should have ingrained in him.


Mark, noticing the tension, is quick to clarify. “Kat, relax. Dr. Mind hasn’t asked for anything. We got onto the topic while talking about the sex I’ve been having, and I was the one who asked him about his own desires.”


I relax slightly, my gaze softening as I listen to Mark. He chuckles, a hint of mischief in his eyes as he ogles me. “I want everyone to be happy here. And I know that sex can be an important part of that happiness,” he says with a grin that has the heat rising to my cheeks. “I’m speaking from experience, after all.”


Mark leans back against a console, his casual demeanor never wavering. “Thanks to Dr. Mind’s ray, I could provide everyone with partners for their own personal use, as long as those partners are loyal to me first. And as long as the current members of our league,” he adds with a smirk, his eyes locked onto mine, “remain available for my own relief.”


Understanding the direction of the conversation, I nod in agreement. It’s surprising to find myself not only accepting but also grateful for the ways Mark is considering our wellbeing. The thought of having other women at my beck and call sends a thrill down my spine, as I imagine the possibilities, the taste of power, and the taste of them.


The old me, the one who wore the mantle of Volt Vixen with a fierce sense of justice, would have been appalled at the thought of using mind control for personal, sexual gratification. But that version of me is long gone, replaced by one who has reconciled with the reality of our new world order. I’ve made peace with what we’ve become. Besides, if these hot chicks feel half as good about pleasing me for Mark as I feel about pleasing him, it isn’t such a bad fate after all.


Mark catches my eye with a knowing smirk. “So, Kat, you think Dr. Mind deserves a little… personal attention based on his work for me so far? How would you suggest we provide that?”


I pause, considering the implications pragmatically. “Based on his performance under your command, he’s put in the effort. Mystique Mirage’s meltdown was unpredictable so we can’t really blame him for that,” I say, my voice steady and sure. “It seems fair that he’d be rewarded with sexual relief since he does seem to have a penchant for that kind of thing.”


The words hang in the air, and I cant help but think about how Dr. Mind has always had a leering eye for me. The thought of submitting to him for Mark’s pleasure churns my stomach, but if it pleases Mark… “If it would please you, It’d make sense for me to take care of it,” I admit, a hint of disgust buried beneath layers of loyalty.


Dr. Mind’s eyes light up with arousal at the prospect, but Mark is quick to douse the flames. “No, I don’t plan on sharing you with anyone else, not right now,” he says with a wink, and I can feel the relief flood through me.


Mark turns to Dr. Mind, his tone serious. “Is there anyone else you have in mind who could… satisfy you?”


Dr. Mind’s gaze drifts for a moment, lost in thought, before snapping back to the present. “There is a name that comes to mind, yes,” he responds, a shadow of a smile playing on his lips. “Someone who may also prove useful to you.”
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Chapter 16 : Double the Charm


I’m squeezed into the booth next to Mark, his parents, Linda and Gary, sitting opposite us. Linda’s got that classic middle-class mom look, a neat bob and a cardigan that’s probably seen more church services than I’ve seen street fights. Gary’s sporting a polo shirt and a watch that screams ‘I golf on weekends’. They’re the picture of suburban cliché, and I can’t help but notice the undercurrent of disbelief in their eyes.


Linda leans in, her voice sugary sweet. “So, Amber, tell us more about how you and Mark met again. It’s just such a charming story.”


I give them the rundown, our ‘chance’ encounter at the library, with a sprinkle of embellishments. I can see it in their faces, they’re struggling to match their nerdy son to the hot chick recounting the tale. But hell, they’re trying, and there’s a sheen of pride when they glance at Mark.


Mark’s fidgeting with his glasses, clearly irritated by the insinuation that I’m out of his league. I slide my hand over his under the table, giving it a reassuring squeeze. I turn on Amber’s sweet voice, thick like honey, “Mark’s been such a gentleman, you’ve raised a wonderful son.”


Gary chuckles, “Well, we always hoped he’d find a nice girl. You, uh, you certainly exceed expectations, Amber.”


Mark’s annoyance fades a bit as I play the doting girlfriend, smoothing over the awkwardness. “He’s exceeded mine, too,” I say, looking at him with feigned adoration.


Gary’s words hang in the air, a not-so-subtle jab at Mark’s professional life. “Now that you’ve got the girl, it would be nice if you got the job,” he says, a half-hearted attempt at a joke that falls flat.


Mark tenses beside me, his jaw clenching in that way that spells trouble. Before I can jump to his defense, he’s blurting out something I didn’t see coming, something not part of the plan. “Actually, I’ve found a job,” he declares, “working for a new league of supers. Ever heard of Volt Vixen, Clonica, Mystique Mirage? They’re recruiting.”


Linda’s mouth drops open, a spoonful of her dessert forgotten in midair, while Gary’s eyes narrow, clearly wondering if his son’s pulling his leg. The silence weighs heavy, pressing down on us like a thick fog.


I can’t leave Mark hanging. The ray compels me, yes, but this is about backing him up, ray or no ray. “It’s true,” I chime in in Ambers’ voice, light but firm. “I’ve had the honor of meeting Volt Vixen and Clonica. They’re thrilled to be working with him.”


The skepticism in his parents’ eyes starts to fade, replaced by a flicker of pride mixed with confusion. “So, what exactly do you do for this league?” Linda asks, her tone cautious.


Mark’s chest puffs out, a touch of pride in his voice. “I’m an associate there,” he says, leaving it vague enough to avoid outright lying but bold enough to make a statement.


My heart races, a mix of adrenaline and frustration pumping through my veins. I’m caught between my unyielding loyalty to Mark and the instinct to protect him, to protect us. The idea of publicly advertising his involvement in the league—a league that’s not just a team of supers but his secret harem and set of sexy bodyguards—is reckless.


Gary’s skepticism is almost palpable as he leans forward, challenging the reality of Mark’s claim. “I’d love to meet these supers you’re talking about,” he says, a test in his tone.


The silence that follows is suffocating, and I know I have to say something. “It might be a bit complicated,” I start, trying to steer the conversation away, but Mark cuts me off with an eager smile.


“They could meet Volt Vixen tonight, here,” he suggests, his eyes alight with a dangerous excitement.


I can feel my frustration boiling over, but the ray’s influence is undeniable. I nod, my voice a forced chirp. “Yes, it’s possible,” I confirm, despite every muscle in my body screaming against it. Mark’s gaze locks onto mine, and I manage an awkward smile, my Amber persona nearly slipping away under the pressure. “She did say she might stop by…” I add, clenching my jaw as I prevent it from taking back its natural shape.


“Excuse me, I need to use the bathroom,” I mumble, standing up from the booth.


As I make my way across the restaurant, my mind races with the absurdity of the situation. I slip into the bathroom stall, making sure it’s empty before I let my form shift. My body stretches and reshapes, growing taller, my hair shortening and spiking up, the vibrant cobalt blue and electric yellow of my Volt Vixen suit clinging to my skin.


I step out of the stall, taking a deep breath to steady myself. This isn’t how I operate, but if it’s what Mark wants… I push the door open and stride back into the restaurant, my fiery field attitude in full force.


The murmurs ripple through the crowd as I approach the table. Mark’s parents gasp, their expressions a mix of awe and disbelief. Heads turn, cameras flash, and I can feel my cheeks burning hot with a mix of anger and embarrassment. “Please, give me some space,” I say to a bunch of eager fans with a polite smile that doesn’t quite reach my eyes. Inside, I’m fuming. I’m not some show pony to be paraded out in public, but for Mark… I’d do just about anything.


As I stand there in my Volt Vixen garb, Linda’s beaming smile is almost comical, and she eagerly gestures for me to sit down. I shake my head, the electric edges of my personality showing through the act. “Unfortunately, I can’t stay,” I tell them, “But it’s been a pleasure to meet you both. Mark has been invaluable in helping us build the league. We’re all really happy with him.”


Gary’s demeanor shifts like he’s been hit with one of my volts, his earlier doubt replaced by a father’s pride. “Always knew the kid had potential,” he boasts, “Glad to hear he’s putting it to good use.”


Mark’s grin is wide enough to split his face, and I can’t help but feel a little surge of satisfaction, his happiness somehow making this ridiculous charade worth it.


Linda, still riding the high of meeting a ‘real-life superhero’, insists I stay, “Amber just stepped out to the restroom; she should be back any minute.”


Jesus, this is both hilarious and a complete shitshow. “I’m actually expected back at the lair,” I say, keeping my tone light. “But it was nice seeing Mark out and about. I’m looking forward to working more closely with him.”


Mark plays it cool, nodding with a casual, “See you around, Vixen,” clearly enjoying the chance to show off in front of his folks.


I nod back and make a swift exit, slipping out of sight before morphing back into Amber. Once I’m sure I’m not being watched, I rejoin the table, all innocence and ignorance, feigning surprise at the excitement buzzing through the restaurant. “What’d I miss?” I ask, sliding back into the booth next to Mark.


Linda’s excitement is practically bouncing off the walls of the restaurant as she tells me, “You just missed Volt Vixen herself!”


I let out a small, surprised gasp, playing up Amber’s naivety, “Oh my gosh, really? That’s so unfortunate, but I’m not surprised. She was supposed to stop by, as I mentioned earlier.”


Gary’s gaze flicks from me to Mark, a hint of confusion in his eyes. “Funny, though,” he says with a chuckle, “Amber leaves and Volt Vixen appears. Could it be they’re the same person?”


I laugh, the sound light and airy, so different from my usual husky chuckle. It’s a delicate dance I’m doing, keeping Amber as far from Volt Vixen as possible. Mark joins in the laughter, though his is tinged with a hint of nervous energy. I wonder if he’s realized the mess he’s started.


Gary isn’t letting up, despite the jest in his voice. “Heard Volt Vixen can shapeshift, so it would make sense, wouldn’t it?” he teases.


I giggle again, shaking my head. “Oh, I wish! Imagine being the great Volt Vixen, fighting supervillains and all that jazz,” I say, my voice laced with wonder and a touch of wishful thinking.


Linda nudges Gary, a silent reprimand to stop teasing their son’s girlfriend. The tension at the table eases, mirroring the restaurant as the buzz of excitement dies down.


Gary’s curiosity about the league is evident as he turns to Mark, “So, what’s the plan with this league of yours?”


Gary’s question hangs in the air, his curiosity piqued about the league Mark and I are supposedly building. Mark shrugs nonchalantly, his voice casual as he explains, “We’re recruiting the best supers out there and looking for investors.” His words are vague, just as we practiced for scenarios we never anticipated.


But Linda, ever the inquisitive mother, presses further. “And what’s the name of this new league?” she asks, eyes darting between Mark and me.


I exchange a quick glance with Mark, both of us caught in the headlights of a question we should’ve seen coming but hadn’t prepared for. “We, uh, haven’t settled on a name yet,” I admit, feeling the tension rise.


Gary chuckles, a knowing look in his eyes as he comments, “It’s like you’re talking about a baby.”


The conversation takes an unexpected turn when Linda, half-joking, half-hoping, throws out, “Speaking of babies, have you two thought about having one?” The blush that creeps onto Mark’s cheeks is almost as red as my Amber persona’s hair.


I stare at Mark, a strange feeling bubbling up inside me. The thought of having a baby was never on my radar, but now, if Mark desires it, the idea of him breeding me stirs a warm sensation through my body. I remember his words from the day before, his wish for me to love him. I silently pray that Dr. Mind figures out how to amplify this ray-induced loyalty into genuine craving and love. It would make everything so much easier, no matter what Mark decides.


The night wraps up as we stand outside the restaurant on one of the bustling streets of Metrotown. We say our goodbyes, and Gary and Linda leave with broad smiles, impressed by their son’s stunning girlfriend and his seemingly amazing job with supers.


Once they’re out of sight, Mark lets out a deep sigh, his mind clearly on the league. “We really need to find a name for our league,” he muses, looking up at the night sky as if it might hold the answer.


I keep quiet, letting him work through his thoughts. But he catches my silence and turns to me, his expression a mix of frustration and concern. “Do you think I went overboard during dinner?” he groans.


Relief floods through me as I realize he’s inviting honesty. I gently scold him, “Mark, casually telling your parents about your links with me as Volt Vixen and the other supers… It’s risky. We’re building something that’s supposed to be secret.”


He rubs his chin, contemplating my words. “I know I got carried away, but I don’t want to hide forever,” he admits.


I let out a resigned sigh. “Well, if you want to be known to the public, we’ll have to craft a good cover for you,” I tell him, already thinking of the possibilities.


We fall into a contemplative silence, the noise of the city fading into the background. Suddenly, a question pops into my mind, and I blurt it out. “Do you want a baby?”


Mark nearly chokes on the air, his eyes wide as he stares at me. “Kat, we need to think about the moral implications,” he says cautiously, his voice low. “Breeding one of my mind-controlled supers to make me a child…”


The smirk that spreads across his face tells me he’s not entirely opposed to the idea, and I can’t help but chuckle at his reaction. “Maybe,” he finally says.


He’s serious again as he adds, “But only worth considering when our situation is more stable and secure.”


I nod, understanding his point. Whether a baby is in our future or not, we have a league to build and a cover to craft. And I’m going to make damn sure it’s the best one out there—for Mark.
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Chapter 15 : Loves by Design


I stride into the lair’s lab, the hum of machinery playing the soundtrack to my unexpected visit. Dr. Mind is there, of course, hunched over a workbench cluttered with tools and components. He’s piecing together some small device, no doubt for Mark.


He looks up as I enter, his eyes lighting up with that unholy mix of gentlemanly charm and supervillain cunning. “Ah, Miss Vixen, to what do I owe the pleasure? Has our illustrious leader sent you to check on my progress with dear Mystique Mirage?”


I nod, though it’s not entirely true. Mark didn’t send me, but the curiosity’s been eating at me. “Yeah, something like that. How’s it coming along?”


Dr. Mind sighs, setting down his tools with a clink. “Unfortunately, the French beauty’s grey matter has been scrambled beyond my current means of repair. However, I believe I may have an idea that could render her... serviceable for our needs.” His eyes glint with something that’s not quite hope, but maybe the next best thing.


I lean against a nearby table, only half-listening as I watch his hands deftly resume work on the device. “And what’s that you’re fiddling with?” I ask, nodding toward the gadget.


He holds it up, a small thing that could pass for an innocent remote. “A miniature ray gun,” he explains, “disguised as a garage door opener. Mark wishes to have something less conspicuous, easily carried.”


“Smart,” I mutter, though I can’t muster much enthusiasm. My mind’s churning with a heavier question. “Speaking of brains, how far does your knowledge about them go?”


Dr. Mind launches into a self-congratulatory rant about his unparalleled genius and unmatched understanding of the human psyche. I let him go on for a bit before I slice right through his monologue. “Can you make someone fall in love?”


He chuckles at that, giving me a look that’s all too teasing. “My dear, I didn’t take you for the romantic type.”


I roll my eyes, but there’s a knot in my stomach as I confess, “It’s not for me. Mark... he wants me to fall in love with him.”


Dr. Mind’s amusement fades, replaced by a more serious, calculating expression. “Love has never been my priority. Control, yes. Love, no. But for Mark...” He taps his chin thoughtfully. “Perhaps there’s a way to align your mind and heart in his direction.”


I find myself strangely excited at the prospect of loving Mark, the way my body tingles at the thought confirming the ray’s influence is strong. It’d make serving him easier, not that I’m struggling—the ray sees to that, keeping us all content in our servitude. Dr. Mind’s gaze is distant as he contemplates the challenge I’ve laid before him.


After a moment, he assures me he’ll dedicate time to my ‘little love problem’ once he’s done with his current project and Mystique Mirage’s fix. I’m about to leave, my mind racing with possibilities, when I remember something crucial.


“Wait, there’s more,” I say, turning back to him. “Mark wants me to desire him, sexually. And you know I’m all about the ladies.”


Dr. Mind laughs, a sound that’s a bit too knowing. “Love is complex, but lust? That’s simple to induce.”


My brows shoot up, surprised at his confidence. “Look, I wanna get hot for Mark, but I don’t wanna stop wanting women.”


He waves a hand dismissively. “Bisexuality is far easier to craft than flipping your sexual orientation. Besides, I suspect Mark would prefer you enjoy both. He does enjoy his… variety,” he chuckles.


I can’t help but crack a smirk, sensing a hint of something from Dr. Mind—not quite jealousy, but a desire, an envy of Mark’s position. I remember not so long ago when Dr. Mind had me under his control, right before Mark intervened, and I had the old villain’s dick in my mouth. “Maybe if you play your cards right, Mark might let you in on the fun,” I joke, then pause, realizing I might’ve just offered myself up on a silver platter.


The thought should repulse me, but instead, there’s a calm acceptance. If Mark commands it, I’d fuck Dr. Mind to please him, and that’s all there is to it.


Dr. Mind chuckles, clearly mulling over the tantalizing thought. “Do you truly believe that?” he questions, his curiosity piqued by the offer.


I nod, firm in my conviction. “Yeah, I do,” I assert, though part of me is relieved when he brushes it off, dedicated to what Mark wants above all else. “I would surely enjoy it,” Dr. Mind admits, “but only if I am confident that it aligns with Mark’s desires.”


With that, I excuse myself, my mind swirling with the complexities of my current situation. Ascending from the depths of the lab to the private quarters of my lair, I find Mark there, looking every bit the nerdy overlord in his big glasses.


“Where have you been?” he asks, his tone casual yet expectant. “Ready for today’s plans?”


He doesn’t need to say more. I know what he wants: Amber, the perfect girlfriend persona I’ve crafted for him. His parents still believe she’s real, and we’ve got a fancy dinner to attend—a weird double date with them.


Excitement bubbles within me at the thought of pleasing him, and without a word, I let my form shift. I’m suddenly shorter, my hair a vibrant red and cropped, my skin dotted with freckles, and my tits large, natural, and tempting. I’m Amber, innocent yet stunning, and the transformation sends a thrill through me.


Mark steps closer, his lips meeting my forehead in a tender kiss. “Perfect,” he murmurs with a satisfied smile. Hooking his arm with mine, we head out, ready to maintain the illusion of a perfect couple for one more night.
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Chapter 14 : French Mask


I’m standing in front of the mirror in one of the spacious changing rooms of my lair, a knot of nerves twisting in my stomach. Mark’s right beside me, offering reassurances in his own awkward, nerdy way.


“I’m shit at accents, especially French ones,” I grumble, my reflection frowning back at me.


“Just focus on the appearance first,” Mark advises, pushing up his glasses. “You nailed it when you became the perfect girlfriend for me. Remember?”


A chuckle escapes me as the memory floods in and I’m surprised to find a warm fondness for that time, despite the twisted circumstances. The lines between forced loyalty and genuine enjoyment blur uncomfortably in my mind.


On a whim, I let my form shift. My height shrinks, my skin lightens, and freckles dust across my nose. My hair lightens to a fiery red and cuts short, framing my face, while my eyes become a vibrant green. My chest swells, the weight of my new, big natural tits a familiar sensation. I turn to Mark, my voice altering to that smooth, gentle tone I used back then.


Mark’s eyes widen, and he gulps audibly, his arousal unmistakable. “We should visit my parents again soon,” he says, his voice tight. “They’ve been asking about you.”


“And I’d be happy to hang off your arm again,” I purr, the role settling over me like a second skin.


But then Mark clears his throat, pulling us back to the task at hand. “Focus, we need Mystique Mirage.”


I nod, letting the playful guise melt away. I watch in the mirror as my body elongates, my hair bleaching to a stunning platinum blonde that cascades down my back like a waterfall. My skin takes on a subtle tan, and my eyes shift to a hypnotic blue. The indigo bodysuit of Mystique Mirage wraps around my form, hugging every curve with a shimmer that makes it seem alive. Silver filigree snakes up my sides, and an elegant mask veils my eyes, leaving just enough mystery.


“There,” I say, my voice now carrying a hint of a French accent, though it’s not perfect. “How do I look?”


Mark steps back, eyeing me with a mix of admiration and calculation. “You look like her, but can you act like her?”


I clear my throat and try out Mystique’s voice, fumbling through a few sentences. It’s like trying to tune an instrument by ear, and I’m no virtuoso when it comes to accents. I keep at it, repeating phrases, tweaking the pitch, the cadence. Then, as I string together one long sentence, something clicks. It’s like my shapeshifter’s instinct finally syncs up with my vocal cords, and I’ve got it.


Mark’s staring at me with those wide eyes of his, and I can’t help but wonder if he’s getting turned on by the sight of me looking like the hot French super. The ray’s effects make me more than willing to give Mark what he wants, but does he want this?


I decide to just fucking ask him. “So, you fancy a go with me as Mystique Mirage, or you holding out for me to switch back?” I ask, eyebrows raised. “You haven’t fucked me in a while…”


He chuckles, a blush creeping up his neck. “Tempting as it is, the memories I have of her are a bit… disturbing. I’d rather have you in your natural glory—or as my cute redhead girlfriend,” he adds with that familiar, cheeky wink of his.


I nudge Mark playfully, my lips curling into a smirk. “How about we pencil in some quality time later today?” I suggest, and I’m genuinely pleased when he nods. It’s odd, considering I’m still very much into women—something that damn ray hasn’t changed—but I can’t shake the feeling of being a little left out with all the other hotties Mark’s got his hands on lately. Not to mention, there’s this gnawing desire to please him, and sex is one hell of an efficient way to do that.


The thought hits a little too close to home, mirroring the feedback loop that trapped Mystique Mirage. A shiver runs down my spine, but I shake it off and refocus on the task at hand.


With a sigh, I step out of the changing room and into the lab, Mark trailing behind me. The sight that greets me is both ridiculous and oddly heartwarming—a dozen Clonicas, all cheering and clapping. The cute Asian has pulled out all the stops, creating a one-woman fan club just for me.


I give them a bow, slipping into the role of the French seductress. “Merci, mes chéries, your support is très appreciated,” I say, my voice a sultry purr with just a touch of French flair. The Clonicas erupt into even louder cheers, and I can’t help but feel a bit of a thrill at playing the part so well.


Sienna strides over with Mystique Mirage’s smartphone in hand, a smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. “Here you go,” she says, handing me the device. “It’s unlocked, and all her social media accounts are ready for you.”


Taking the phone, I feel that familiar twinge of adrenaline, like I’m about to step onto a battlefield. Infiltrations are nothing new to me, but this… this is different. I scroll through the phone, finding the camera app and flipping it to selfie mode. The face of Mystique Mirage stares back at me, and I can’t help but marvel for a moment at the perfect illusion.


With a deep breath, I channel all those videos I’d studied of the French beauty, letting her mannerisms and poise seep into my bones. I hit record and flash the camera my most dazzling smile, the kind that’s made for the silver screen.


“Bonjour, my adoring fans,” I begin, my voice laced with that unmistakably French lilt. “I have some très exciting news! I have decided to join a new league here in Metrotown, and I must bid adieu to my tour. Merci to all the leagues who have offered me positions, and to the wonderful supers I’ve had the pleasure of meeting. But now, it’s time for a new adventure. So à bientôt, and stay fabulous!”


I end the recording with a flirty wink, the kind that Mystique Mirage would have nailed, and cut the feed. There’s a moment of silence before the Clonicas burst into applause, and I can’t help but feel a rush of pride. Mission fucking accomplished.


Mark’s eyes are practically glowing with pride. “You did great,” he tells me, and I can’t help feeling a little victorious at the praise.


“Let’s celebrate, then” I say, morphing into the redheaded girlfriend he loves so much. I even tweak her curves a bit more, nothing too drastic, but maybe enough to tip him over the edge.


He’s struggling to keep his composure now, and I can see the heat in his eyes. “Maybe you deserve a reward for a job well done,” he muses.


I cock an eyebrow, a playful smile on my lips. “Sounds more like a reward for you, doesn’t it? But I’m feeling generous today.”


Mark laughs, a sound that’s half embarrassment, half anticipation. “I’ll gladly accept that reward on your behalf,” he says, and then, with a mischievous glint in his eye, he adds, “Now, why don’t you get naked for me?”


The Clonicas, ever the crude bunch, holler from the sidelines. “Can we join in?” one of them shouts, but Mark shoots them down quick. “Why don’t you just play with yourselves?”


They don’t need telling twice, the sounds of their moans filling the lab as they get busy with their own bodies.


I start making my clothes vanish from the rest of me, but Mark stops me with a chuckle. “Do it the right way, strip for me.”


I’m about to remind him that these clothes are just an extension of my shapeshifting self, but fuck it, I go with it. I make a show of sliding each piece off, letting the material linger at the edge of existence before it disappears completely, garment by garment.


From the corner of my eye, I catch Sienna watching, her curiosity palpable. I wonder if she’s hoping for an invite or just enjoying the show.


As I pretend to drop the last piece of my shapeshifted clothes, standing in front of Mark completely bare, I can feel his eyes devouring the sight of me in my cute redhead girlfriend form. My large, natural tits stand perky and inviting, and my freckles seem to invite touches all over my smooth skin.


Mark can’t seem to contain himself; he strides toward me and his hands are instantly on me, groping my tits, causing a moan to escape my lips. It’s not arousal that wrings the sound from me—I’m still as gay as they come—but there’s a deep satisfaction in pleasing him that I can’t deny, a satisfaction that seems to grow stronger each time. I can’t help but wonder if all of us under Mark’s command are experiencing a watered-down version of Mystique Mirage’s mental rewiring. I make a mental note to keep an eye on that, just to be safe.


Then, without warning, he pushes me onto the cold ground of the lair. I gasp at the sudden chill, a giggle bubbling out of me despite the situation. He leans down, his breath hot against my ear, and whispers, “I’m going to fuck your pussy right here, right now.”


And fuck, if that isn’t exactly what I want him to do. My body may not crave him, but the desire to obey, to please him is overwhelming. “Then what are you waiting for?” I whisper back, spreading my legs in open invitation, ready for him to claim me as he pleases.


As Mark positions himself behind me, his cock slides into my pussy with a firm thrust, stretching me in that familiar, full way that makes my body react despite my mind’s protests. The drag of his dick in and out of me, the wet sound of our fucking, it’s all mechanical, but I can’t ignore the deep-rooted satisfaction I get from knowing I’m the cause of his grunts of pleasure. It’s a twisted feeling, one that’s got nothing to do with my own desire, but it’s there all the same, growing stronger with each thrust.


He’s panting now, leaning over me, and his hot breath fans my ear as he speaks, “I want something from you, Kat.”


“What is it?” I ask, desperate to fulfill whatever need he has, dutiful and eager.


“I want you to want me,” he gasps out between thrusts. “To love me.”


His words hit me like a ton of bricks. Fuck, that’s not something I can just pull out of my ass. My loyalty to him, that’s one thing, but love? Desire? I’m not wired for that, not when it comes to him. The ray compels me to please, but feelings aren’t so easily fabricated, not even for a shapeshifter. I’m dizzy with the conflict of it as he keeps moving inside me, his cock relentlessly fucking my pussy.


I glance over and catch Sienna’s eye. She’s biting her lip, clearly turned on by the sight of us. The Clonicas are a mess of limbs and moans, fucking each other without a care. It’s a scene straight out of a fever dream. But as Mark drives into me again, I can’t think about anything else but the here and now, the way he’s using my body, the way I’m wired to please. And if that’s what he wants, goddammit, I’ll give it my best shot.
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Chapter 13 : Feedback Loop


There we are, standing around the medical bed where Mystique Mirage lays strapped down, knocked out cold but looking like some twisted version of Sleeping Beauty. Dr. Mind is hovering over her, all those gadgets and gizmos I have collected over the years humming and flashing as they scan her brain. I can tell he has brought some of his own tech too, since he’s been on Mark’s team.


“It’s quite fascinating,” Dr. Mind mutters, more to himself than to anyone else, his eyes locked on the readouts.


Mark, who’s still looking a little pale and shaky, snaps, “Fascinating isn’t the word I’d use for almost getting my mind fucked out of my skull.”


The old villain, true to his gentleman villain shtick, offers a smooth apology. “I beg your pardon. It appears we’re dealing with a feedback loop.”


Clonica, who never had a filter to begin with, demands, “How about you skip the cryptic shit and spell it out for us?”


While I keep my eyes on Mirage’s still form, Dr. Mind explains. “Mystique Mirage possesses a latent form of passive mind control. It’s not something she can wield at will, but to create her illusions, she must tap into the minds around her. It’s a two-way street; she perceives minds to project into them.”


Mark’s frustration is palpable. “We had a rule about not fucking with mind readers.”


Dr. Mind continues, unphased by the interruption. “Her desire to please you was sexual in nature, and as she aroused you, she received that arousal back, reinforcing her actions. The ray has conditioned her to seek your pleasure, creating a loop. The more she satisfied you, the more she felt compelled to continue, escalating until… well, forever.”


I stand there, staring at the unconscious super, the pieces clicking together in my head. “So, her power to please got all tangled up in her head thanks to the ray, and she went haywire trying to make Mark happy,” I summarize, my tone laced with a mix of wonder and wariness.


Dr. Mind nods, confirming the twisted diagnosis. “Indeed, that’s what seems to have happened,” he says, adjusting his spectacles with the back of his gloved hand. Clonica, true to form, swears a streak that’d make a sailor blush, and I can’t help but frown at the entire mess.


Mark pushes his own nerdy glasses up the bridge of his nose. “So, how do we fix this?” he asks, the frustration clear in his voice.


I lean in, studying the sleeping form of Mystique Mirage. “Just how fucked up is she now?” I ask, my voice tight with concern.


Dr. Mind points to a monitor that might as well be displaying alien hieroglyphs for all the sense it makes to the rest of us. “It appears she’s… fried her brain, in layman’s terms. Or rather, her neural pathways have been rewired to seek that endless pleasure in Mark to the point of no return.”


Sienna, who’s been silent up until now, pipes up with a question. “What happens if we wake her up?”


Dr. Mind doesn’t miss a beat. “She’d likely continue to seek out sexual gratification for Mark until one or both of their brains couldn’t take it anymore.”


Clonica tries to lighten the mood with a crude joke about which brain would turn to mush first, but Mark’s stern look wipes the smirk right off her face. “Sorry, boss,” she says, suddenly serious. “Just trying to cut the tension, you know?”


I shake my head, looking down at Mystique. “Great, we’ve created a sexy French succubus.” I remember her schedule. “Shit, she’s supposed to be making the rounds to other leagues tomorrow.”


Mark catches my eye and smirks. “No need for a tour if she announces she’s joined our league.”


Confused, I start to ask how the hell she’s supposed to do that in her current state, but then it hits me. He’s looking at me with that grin, and I realize what he expects. I’m the shapeshifter here.


“Guess it’s time for me to put on a show,” I say, my voice a mix of resignation and a hint of excitement. “Volt Vixen, the master of masquerade, at your service.”


Mark chuckles but then turns towards Dr. Mind with a frown. “Doc, I don’t care how you do it, but you better fix Mystique asap!”
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Chapter 12 : Breaking the Spell


I’m waiting in the main hall of our not-so-humble lair when Mystique Mirage saunters through the door. She’s a sight for sore eyes, all elegance and mystery wrapped up in one hell of a package. Her costume clings to her like a second skin, a shimmering indigo bodysuit that seems to ripple with every movement, as if her very presence is an illusion. It’s accentuated with silver filigree that traces up her sides, highlighting her curves in a way that’s damn near hypnotic. Her mask is a simple, elegant design that covers her eyes, leaving just enough to the imagination while her long, platinum blonde hair cascades down her back.


“Mystique, ma chérie, welcome to our lair,” I greet her with a grin, feeling the familiar spark of electricity at the sight of an old friend. She’s got that air of French sophistication, looking like she stepped out of a high-class soirée instead of the gritty streets of a U.S. city.


“Katrina, it is always a pleasure,” she replies with a soft smile, her accent wrapping around each word like a caress. “Though I must confess, your invitation was unexpected. I have been approached by… more established leagues.” She gives a delicate shrug, her poise unshakable.


I lead her to the meeting room, the door sliding open with a hiss. “I know we’re the new kids on the block, but trust me, we’ve got potential,” I say, feeling the buzz of anticipation.


Inside, Mark stands up from the table, his big glasses almost comically large on his face and that nerdy charm turned up to eleven in his awkwardly fitted suit. “Mystique Mirage, it’s an honor,” he says with an earnestness that’s borderline adorable. “I’m Mark, co-founder and investor of what we’re hoping will become the next big thing in super leagues.”


Mystique extends a hand, her movements still graceful despite the informal setting. “Enchantée, Mark. Your vision for this league is… intriguing,” she says, her gaze flickering between us. “I am curious to see what you have planned.”


I cut in before Mark can nerd out too hard. “We’re aiming for power, versatility, and a dash of sex appeal,” I say, winking at Mystique. “You fit the bill perfectly, and your illusions could be a game-changer for us.”


She laughs, a sound as melodic as it is genuine. “Flattery will get you everywhere, ma chérie. But I will need more than sweet talk to be convinced.”


Mark nods, eager. “Of course, we’ll give you all the details. And don’t worry, we’ve got more than just talk to impress you.” He’s trying for suave, but the guy’s got all the smoothness of a brick wall. Still, if our little plan works as expected, it wont matter.


I slip away from Mystique Mirage with a nod and a smile, leaving her with Mark in the meeting room. Climbing the stairs, I can feel the tension in my gut, the same kind of buzz before a lightning strike. I find Dr. Mind upstairs, his eyes glued to a small monitor that’s wired to a discreet camera in the room below.


The hole in the wall is barely noticeable, but through it, he’s got a clear shot at Mystique. He’s holding his latest contraption, the new and improved ray gun, all sleek and silent. He doesn’t even need to whisper a countdown; his smirk tells me it’s go time.


Downstairs, Mark is doing his damnedest to keep Mystique occupied, talking her ear off about his big plans for the league. He’s as subtle as a sledgehammer, but it doesn’t matter. Mystique’s eyes suddenly sharpen on him, her expression shifting from polite interest to a dazed confusion.


“Mark, if it is your wish for me to join, bien sûr, I will,” she murmurs, her voice taking on a sultry note that wasn’t there before. Mark practically beams, and I can see the victory in his posture.


“And is there… anything else I can do for you?” Mystique’s words are heavy with a new intent, her body language shifting to something more inviting, more eager to please. She’s under, all right.


I turn to Dr. Mind, giving him a nod. “Impressive gadget, Doc.”


With his usual grandiose flair, he responds, “Thank you, Katrina. It is but a testament to my unparalleled genius.”


I can’t help but roll my eyes at his ego-stroking, but I can’t argue with results. Mystique Mirage, a super capable of creating flawless illusions, now stands ready to serve our cause. And if the look in her eyes is anything to go by, she’s ready to use all her assets for Mark’s satisfaction.


I make my way back downstairs, the hum of electricity under my skin a steady reminder of the charged situation. As I step into the meeting room, I catch the tail end of Mark’s awkward explanation to Mystique Mirage about her sudden and involuntary induction into our ranks.


Mystique turns to me, a playful smirk on her full lips. “Katrina, chérie, did you lure me into a trap?” she teases, her eyes alight with faux betrayal. “And here I thought we were amies.”


I tense up, ready for a fight or flight, but then I remember: she’s one of us now. She can’t be pissed, not really. “Looks like you’re caught in the web, Mirage,” I reply, my voice steady.


She chuckles, the sound rich and throaty. “I suppose I might have to suck Mark’s cock now, non?” The joke lands with the precision of a well-aimed dagger, and she follows it up with a sudden, serious tilt of her head towards Mark. “Would you like that, monsieur?”


Mark’s face turns a shade that’d make a ripe tomato jealous, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. I can’t help but laugh, breaking the tension. “I’d bet my last bolt he’d love that, Mirage. And if you need some privacy, I can make myself scarce.”


Mark scoffs, regaining some composure. “Maybe later,” he manages to get out, clearing his throat. “But right now, we’ve got a briefing to get through.”


Mark, still a bit red in the face, turns back to Mystique Mirage. “You’re essential to giving our league credibility,” he tells her, trying to regain his professional demeanor. “You’re the first high-level super we’re inviting to join.”


Mystique finds that more than amusing, and she glances down at her own body as if she’s just realized how it curves and swells in all the right places. “Ah, I see,” she purrs. “You are also recruiting based on looks, n’est-ce pas?”


Mark’s blush deepens, and he stammers for a moment before recovering. “It’s not just about attractiveness. It’s about protecting me and my… new assets.”


With a playful giggle, Mystique Mirage runs her hands provocatively over her ample breasts, which strain against the fabric of her suit. Her powers kick in, and suddenly erotic moans fill the air, accompanied by vivid images of her body in various states of undress. “Like these assets?” she teases, her eyes locked on Mark.


I watch, a frown pulling at my lips. I’m conflicted. On one hand, Mirage seems pretty goddamn eager to please, using her powers to create a sensual display that’s obviously working on Mark. On the other, I’ve got orders to keep this meeting on track, and right now, we’re derailing faster than a bullet train. With a throat-clearing cough from me, Mirage halts her display, and the room returns to normal.


Taking a moment to adjust himself, Mark quickly switches gears back to business. “You’ve met a lot of supers on your league tour. We’re hoping you can introduce us to more—bring them in,” he says with a forced steadiness.


Mystique smiles coyly, her voice dripping with implications. “I’d have no problem bringing in some hot, and of course, powerful supers,” she assures him. “Is that why I am the first to be recruited, monsieur?”


I jump in before Mark can respond, my tone matter-of-fact. “Technically, Clonica’s our first recruit. But I can tell that you’re going to be a great second.”


Mark nods at Mystique Mirage, his voice steady despite the earlier fluster. “Vixen will provide you with the list of supers we’re targeting,” he explains. “But it’s crucial you keep the… nature of your recruitment to yourself.”


Mystique’s lips curl into a mischievous smile, and she leans forward, her breasts pressing against the tight fabric of her suit. “I would never do anything to deprive you of your new toy,” she purrs, her gaze fixed on Mark, obviously referring to herself.


I’m standing there, trying not to let my unease show. The first time I came to Mark, spilling out my newfound loyalty, there was a part of me that was eager to please him in any way he desired. But watching Mystique now, I can’t shake the feeling that her eagerness is cranked up to an eleven. She’s always been a seductress, using her charm like a weapon, but this… this is something else.


As if on cue, Mystique turns to me, her smile as intoxicating as a fine wine. “I will wait with anticipation for your list, ma chérie,” she says. Mark chimes in, “While your loyalty is to me, you’ll be working under Vixen’s command for this operation.”


Mystique’s laugh is light, tinged with seduction. “Quelle chance, Katrina,” she teases, tossing me a wink. “I seem to remember you have a penchant for beautiful women, oui?”


The room seems to grow hotter, and I feel a tightness in my chest that’s got nothing to do with my suit. The thought of ordering Mystique to her knees, to see her between my legs, sends a jolt of electricity down my spine. I shake off the thought; there’s a time and place, and this ain’t it.


As Mark turns to leave, Mystique Mirage’s eyes feast on him with an intensity that’s hard to ignore. He pauses, sensing her gaze, and turns back with a question that hangs heavy in the air. “Would you like to join me in my bedroom?” he asks, his voice a low murmur.


Mystique Mirage responds with an innocence that’s anything but, her eyes twinkling with mischief. “Would you like me to join you in your bedroom?” Her powers activate, and the room is suddenly filled with erotic images: visions of her naked, writhing body; her lips wrapped around a cock; her hands bound as she’s taken from behind. The illusions are vivid, leaving nothing to the imagination, and it’s clear she’s more than willing to indulge him.


Mark’s gaze flickers to me, and I lean back against the wall, a smirk playing on my lips. “Do you want me to join as well?” I ask clearly, shifting my form subtly, enhancing my curves in a futile attempt to compete with Mystique’s allure.


He hesitates for a fraction of a second before his eyes lock with Mystique’s, who bites her lower lip in anticipation. “Vixen, you have work to do,” he says, his voice firm.


I watch them leave, Mystique Mirage’s hand sliding around Mark’s arm, pressing her body against his side. A twinge of something—jealousy, maybe?—tugs at my chest, and I have to admit, there’s a part of me that’s not thrilled about it. But as they disappear from view, there’s a warmth that spreads through me, thinking about Mark getting the relief he craves. I have to thank the damn mind control ray for making me feel good about his satisfaction.


I step back into the living room of the lair, my eyes instantly drawn to the peculiar sight before me. Two identical figures, both Clonica, are hunched over a chessboard, their fingers deftly moving pieces in a silent battle of wits. My eyebrow arches in curiosity; it’s not every day you see someone playing chess against themselves in such a straightforward way.


One of the Asian supers glances up, catching my intrigued gaze. “Each Clonica is her own person once we split,” she explains, her voice laced with her usual raw vulgarity. “It’s fucking handy for shit like this. We play, we learn, and when we merge back together, we remember it all.”


The other clone adds with a sly grin, “It’s also kick-ass for sex, as you might have noticed.”


I chuckle, can’t help but be curious about the mechanics of it all. “So how do you know which one of you is the original? And how long can you Clonicas exist apart before you start going all Sybil on us?”


They both shrug in unison, a mirrored gesture that’s almost comical. “There’s no ‘original’ as far as we can tell,” one says. “We can stay separate indefinitely, but we’d start to differ more over time with different experiences. We don’t usually let it get to that point.”


“Speaking of,” I ask, leaning against the wall with a casual air, “are all Clonicas accounted for?”


The atmosphere shifts, a hint of somberness slipping in as they recount the tale. “Ten years ago, one of us, during some rebellious teen phase, fucked off and never came back. We figure she’s dead since we haven’t heard squat.”


Dead or not, it’s a hell of a thing to consider—the idea of a part of you wandering out there, living a life, dying a death, all separate from the you that’s standing here. It’s the kind of shit that can give you an existential crisis if you think too hard on it.


The unmistakable cacophony of sex spills out from the bedroom adjacent to the living room, where I’ve just been chatting with the Clonicas. Moans, groans, and the rhythmic sound of flesh slapping against flesh make it unmistakably clear what’s happening beyond the thin wall. The noises multiply, echoing around us with such intensity and variety that it’s impossible to believe they’re all coming from just Mark and Mystique Mirage.


The two Clonicas exchange a knowing glance and chuckle. “Seems like the newcomer’s fitting in,” one comments, her eyes sparkling with mischief.


The other doesn’t wait for me to chime in, her voice teasing as she adds, “Sounds like Mark’s fitting inside Mystique Mirage quite nicely.”


I shoot back a jest, but there’s an edge of discomfort in my tone. “Yeah, but she’s maybe a tad too… dedicated for my taste…”


One clone cocks her head, her eyes narrowing slightly. “You reckon she’s fucking with us somehow? Despite getting zapped by the ray and all that shit?”


The second Clonica pipes up, her tone curious. “You think the new ray Doc cooked up might be a bit too… efficient?”


I pause, my ears picking up a sound that cuts through the symphony of sex coming from the bedroom next to us. A scream? No, it can’t be—not with all that pleasure-filled noise. But then I see it, one of the Clonicas cocking an eyebrow, her attention snagged by the same thing. The other Clonica, oblivious, makes her move on the chessboard, then looks up, catching the alarmed expression on her twin’s face and mine.


“What’s up with you two?” she asks, just as the sound comes again, unmistakable this time. It’s Mark, and it’s definitely not a moan of pleasure.


We don’t hesitate, the three of us. I bark into my communicator, “Sienna, get your ass here, now!” and we’re moving, charging towards the bedroom. The door bursts open under our combined force, and we’re hit with a scene that’s straight out of some twisted, erotic fever dream.


The bedroom has transformed into a tropical beach, but not one you’d ever want to vacation on. Every element of the landscape is constructed of writhing sexual organs—palm trees with phallic trunks and leaves that quiver like clits in the breeze, the sand a mosaic of flesh, waves crashing with the wet slap of skin on skin. The air is thick with a chorus of moans so loud, it’s a wonder the entire lair isn’t vibrating.


At the center of this carnal chaos is Mystique Mirage—or rather, an army of her—all on their knees, surrounding a wide-eyed Mark. They’re a desperate sea of Mirages, each one begging, pleading to serve him, to drown him in more pleasure, their voices laced with insatiable need.


“Please, monsieur, let us make you feel good,” they cry, each clone a mirror of desire.


Mark looks like he’s two seconds from being swallowed whole by the illusions, and it’s up to us to snap him back to reality.


Despite the gravity of the situation, I can’t deny the surge of arousal that courses through me, the environment tickling at the edges of my desire. But is it me, or Mirage’s powers worming their way into my mind?


The Clonicas and I stumble through the phantasmagoria, the real furniture of the bedroom colliding with our limbs, sometimes taking on the form of Mirage’s sexual beach, other times invisible beneath the veil of her powers. We finally reach the horde of naked French seductresses crowding around Mark, only to find that each Mirage we lunge for is nothing but a mirage, vanishing at our touch.


“Got the bitch!” one Clonica exclaims, and we converge on her. I reach out, my hand closing on the real Mirage’s flesh, and with a surge of my super strength, I knock her out cold.


Her illusions wail at us in a final, erotic display of near cosmic horror, then fade, leaving us standing in Mark’s actual bedroom. It’s a mess—clothes strewn everywhere, bedsheets twisted. Clonicas stand scattered, gawking at the sudden return to reality. I’m towering over Mystique Mirage’s unconscious body, and there’s Mark, naked and gasping for breath, trying to regain his bearings after the ordeal. It’s over, but the echo of that moaning beach lingers in my ears.


One of the Clonicas, tucked away in a corner, snaps her attention to Mark. “You alright, boss? What the fuck was that all about?” she demands, her tone sharp with concern.


My gaze is locked on the still form of Mystique Mirage. I’m kicking myself internally, my instincts had been screaming that something was off with that French bitch. Should’ve listened, I think, my gut churning with a mix of anger and confusion.


Mark, still catching his breath, pieces his thoughts together. “At first, it was all good, hot even,” he begins, his voice shaky. “But after I came the second time, she… she wouldn’t stop. She kept conjuring up these visions, more intense each time, to get me ready again.” He swallows hard, the fear still evident in his eyes. “I felt like I was losing my fucking mind. It was like she was in there, poking around, making me crave her endlessly. And the more I wanted her, the more she cranked it up, until I couldn’t take it anymore. I just remember screaming as I felt my sanity slipping away.”


Sienna, my fiery redhead assistant, is now standing under the doorway, her eyes wide as she takes in the scene. “Something’s not right,” she says, pointing out the obvious. “Something must’ve gone wrong with the ray.”


Pissed off and on edge, I snap, “Where the hell is Dr. Mind?” My voice echoes in the now silent room, the urgency clear. Something’s fucked up, and we need answers, fast.
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Chapter 18: A Scoof of Amnesia


Blinking rapidly, I try to clear the fog that’s settled over my mind, but it clings stubbornly, muddying my thoughts. I’m standing in what looks like an underground warehouse, the dim light casting long shadows across rows of old crates. A black woman stands before me, her wide eyes filled with fear. She hesitates only a moment before turning on her heel and fleeing, her form disappearing between the crates.


I watch her go, an inexplicable pang of loss tightening in my chest. She’s striking—even in the poor lighting, her beauty is undeniable, and there’s an allure to her that I can’t ignore even as she vanishes from sight.


Glancing down at my hands, they seem foreign to me—normal, yet not. My gaze traces the lines of the cobalt blue and electric yellow suit clinging to my body, a costume I don’t recognize. A wave of confusion hits me, and as it does, my form wavers, morphing into an amorphous, humanoid shape, a mirror to my inner turmoil.


“Who am I?” The question echoes in my head, but it’s not the most pressing concern. My attention is drawn to a young man nearby. He’s the quintessential nerd—big glasses, an awkward stance, but there’s something about him that feels crucial to me. I can’t shake the feeling that he’s important, that his desires should be my priority.


Approaching him, I ask, “Who are you? What do you want from me?” There’s a part of me that wants to ask who I am, but it feels trivial next to the need to understand him.


He looks at me, his expression just as lost as I feel. “I…I don’t know who I am…” he admits, his voice laced with confusion.


Circling the young man, I scrutinize him, searching for any flicker of recognition in the blank canvas of my memories. The intense loyalty I feel towards him is baffling, an anchor in the sea of confusion that my mind has become. His requests are silent, yet my insistence bubbles to the surface.


“Tell me, what do you want from me?” I press, my tone edged with my usual directness despite the haze clouding my thoughts.


He meets my gaze, the confusion in his eyes mirroring my own. “I… I don’t know what I want,” he stammers, clearly overwhelmed by the situation.


I can see he needs guiding, a gentle hand to steer him through the fog. “I’m not sure what’s going on here,” I admit, “but there’s this one thing I’m fucking certain of: whatever you want, I want to give it to you. It’s like… it’s what I’m here for, even if I can’t remember why.”


The young man considers my words, his eyes roaming over my vague form. Despite the amnesia, I intuitively understand that I can mold my appearance, my body shifting a moment ago evidence of it. Men usually have a thing for attractive women, right? I can’t recall where I learned this, hell I can’t even recall ever meeting another man before, but it feels like an ingrained truth.


With that in mind, my shape shifts subtly, softening into a more feminine silhouette, my features gaining definition while remaining enigmatic. I watch his reaction closely.


“What are you doing?” he asks, his curiosity piqued.


I tilt my head, a smirk forming on my lips. “Do you find me attractive?” I challenge him, the words feeling natural even in this state of unknown.


His eyes linger on me, taking in the changes. There’s a spark there, a hint of something more. It’s all the confirmation I need.


As I circle the young man, my mind a blank slate, I can’t shake the compelling need to serve him, to mold myself into whatever form he desires. His eyes are on me, expectant and silent, and I interpret his lack of words as permission to proceed.


“Do you like me like this?” I ask him, my voice carrying the usual assertive tone I seem to naturally possess, “Sexier?” I can’t remember who I am, but I know what I’m capable of, and that’s enough for now.


He swallows hard, his eyes fixed on the larger tits I’ve crafted on my otherwise nebulous form. “Yes,” he admits, and I see the satisfaction in his gaze. It’s all the incentive I need to continue my transformation.


I concentrate, feeling the strange energy within me as I redefine my curves, sculpting my ass and legs into a more appealing shape, guided by an instinctive knowledge of what men generally find attractive. When his ogling intensifies, I take it as a sign to enhance those particular features further. If he shows a hint of displeasure or disinterest, I immediately retract the change, seeking his approval with every adjustment.


Finally, when I sense that I’ve reached the pinnacle of his desires—my body now the epitome of sexual allure, an exaggerated parody of femininity with voluptuous breasts, a cinched waist, and hips that promise sin—I stop and smirk, pleased with the result.


I’m not aroused by him, not in the slightest. My thoughts drift to the black woman who fled earlier, and I can tell I found her attractive. Yet, this doesn’t concern me; my satisfaction lies in fulfilling his wants, in being his perfect creation.


Noticing the growing bulge between his legs, I address it matter-of-factly. “Do you want me to take care of that for you?” I ask, ready to provide whatever service he requires, my voice dripping with the confidence of a woman who knows she’s got the power, even if she can’t remember why.


I don’t hesitate, my hands working with a purpose to free his hardness from the confines of his pants. Taking him into my mouth feels like second nature, the shape of his cock familiar against my tongue, even though I can’t recall ever doing this before. I bob my head, taking him deeper with each motion, drawing pleasure from the way he shudders above me.


Just as I’m getting into the rhythm, the sound of footsteps signals an intrusion. Two Asian women, identical down to the last detail, rush in wearing their super costumes. Their sudden appearance does little to deter me; my focus remains on the task at hand—pleasuring this man whose name I don’t even know.


“Why the fuck is this happening here? What about Memory Doe?” One of them spits out, her words crude and her gaze fixed on us with a mixture of shock and intrigue.


I let out a muffled laugh around his cock at their confusion, the sound vibrating against him. The name ‘Dr. Mind’ they call out sounds like a bad comic book villain, and it tickles me more than it probably should. But I keep sucking, determined to bring this man the relief he’s clearly seeking.


“Do you girls wanna join or what?” he gasps out between moans, and I can feel the vibration of his words through his body.


The twins exchange a conflicted glance, their eyes darting between Mark and me. After a moment of hesitation, one of them speaks up, her voice a mix of curiosity and concern. “Do you want us to?” she asks him, her tone suggesting she’s not entirely opposed to the idea.


The twins are visibly torn, but they don’t need much convincing after the young guy I’m blowing nods. As they look at each other, they begin to multiply, creating more eager copies of themselves. Their super costumes are tight and revealing, highlighting their slender figures and perky breasts—a sight that I can’t help but find arousing, my body responding to their presence.


They approach us, hesitancy giving way to a shared desire to please. Their hands, mouths, and bodies join the fray, and soon, the air is thick with the sounds of moans, skin slapping against skin, and the scent of lust. As the pleasure builds, I find myself lost in the sensations, the electricity of my power crackling beneath my skin, unused but thrumming with potential.


Finally, the man reaches his climax, his release filling my mouth as I swallow every drop. We collapse together, a tangle of limbs and heaving chests. I lay there, panting, the satisfaction of providing what he wanted coursing through me, even as my mind remains a blank slate.


Lying there amidst the tangled limbs and satisfied sighs, I hear a crackle in my ear—a voice that’s fierce yet smooth. My head’s still spinning, but I manage a chuckle, amused by the chaos of the situation.


“What the hell is going on? Why isn’t anyone responding?” the voice demands, urgency lacing every word.


I can’t help but laugh, the sound raw and genuine. “Well, I’ve been a little tied up,” I reply, my voice dripping with innuendo. “I’ve been fucking this guy.”


Confusion taints the voice in my ear. “What about Memory Doe? Weren’t you supposed to—”


I cut her off with a snort. “Who?” I say, my gaze still locked on the guy sprawled out beside me, his glasses askew, his breaths deep and even.


“Wait… And who exactly have you been fucking?” Now she sounds not just irritated but clearly confused.


I describe him as best I can without the details that don’t matter. Truth be told, he’s not that pretty, but he doesn’t need to hear that. “He’s this nerdy dude, tall, big glasses…”


There’s a pause, a moment of silence that’s almost palpable, and then a string of curses floods my ear.


The Asian woman, now singular again, looks just as disheveled as I feel. She grabs a communicator from her costume, speaking to the voice as well. “Sienna… Seems like Memory Doe wiped their memories and took off,” she explains, the realization dawning in her voice.


I giggle again, the information slotting into place. No wonder the nerd and I can’t remember a damn thing.


“We need to bring Mark back to the lair,” the voice orders, sounding like it’s on the edge of panic.


Lair? I’ve got no clue what she’s talking about, but the name ‘Mark’ catches my attention. I glance at the nerdy guy, who frowns at the mention of the name, just as lost as I am. His confusion is almost comical, and I notice an earpiece in his ear too. Is he… Mark? Did we have some secret mission with this Memory Doe everyone keeps yapping about? The black woman who bolted… could she be the one?


The Asian super, her costume slightly torn and sticking to her in all the right places, jumps in. “I don’t know if he wants to go back to the lair,” she says, her eyes flicking to the guy beside me. “He seems pretty fucking out of it.”


Before she can finish, the voice cuts her off, the panic now unmistakable. “I don’t want to hear what he wants right now!” There’s a desperation in her tone, like she’s fighting every instinct to stay professional. “I’ll keep going with what I know he wanted. Got it?”


The cute Asian super frowns deeply at her communicator before it goes silent. She turns to the guy who’s apparently Mark, and introduces herself in a way I can’t help but find amusingly crude.


“I’m Clonica,” she says. “Here’s the deal! So, we’re all part of this freaky-ass super league you created. We’ve all been zapped by some crazy ray gun a while ago that’s made us loyal as fuck to you. It’s why this chick here,” she points at me, “and me, are so damn eager to please you. We were in a mission to catch that chick, Memory Doe, to zap her too, but it seems she zapped you first.”


Her explanation sounds absolutely batshit, but it clicks. That’s why I’ve been so focused on satisfying Mark’s every desire. It’s absurd, yet it makes an odd sort of sense.


She continues, her expression serious despite her colorful language. “We all wanna do what you want, but right now, you’ve gotta realize we’re in some fucked up situation ’cause you can’t remember shit. The best thing would be to get you back home and to see how we can fix this mess.”


She kneels in front of him, her eyes locked onto his. “So, big guy, what do you wanna do?”


He chuckles, a sound that’s somehow both endearing and exasperating under the circumstances. “Honestly? I could fucking go for some ice cream.”


Clinica clenches her jaw, her frustration palpable. She looks to me, and I can only shrug in response. If he wants ice cream, then that’s what we should do. Simple as that.


She groans, running a hand through her hair. “Fine, let’s get some damn ice cream,” she mutters, her loyalty to him clear in her begrudging agreement.


We find a staircase leading to the surface, the steps cool and gritty beneath my bare feet. Clonica, her nerves practically visible, keeps throwing glances my way. I’m still rocking the bimbo look, my curves exaggerated beyond belief, my tits jiggling with every step.


“You might wanna tone it down, Vixen,” Clonica suggests. “You’re a walking wet dream, and we’re about to hit the streets. Maybe conjure up some clothes at least, be a bit more discreet?”


Mark, chuckles, his eyes roaming over me with unabashed delight. “I kinda like her this way,” he says, a mischievous grin playing on his lips. “Who knows when I’ll want another round with her, especially after some sweet ice cream.”


His words spark a warmth within me, my body eager to comply. I want to please him, that much is clear. Clonica looks like she’s about to pop a vein, torn between her desire to keep him safe and the compulsion to do as he wishes.


“Please, at least let her wear something,” Clonica pleads, her eyes darting around the dingy staircase. “This ain’t exactly the safest part of town, and we’re about to walk into a shit show with her looking like that.”


He gives a nod, conceding to Clonica’s request, but not without adding, “Make it hot, girl. Scorching.”


With a smirk, I let my body shift, keeping the sex appeal dialed up but adding a skimpy, form-hugging dress that leaves little to the imagination. It’s the kind of outfit that screams ‘look but don’t touch’—unless you’re him, of course. Clonica lets out an exasperated sigh, but there’s a hint of relief in her eyes as we continue our ascent. If he wants ice cream, then ice cream he shall have, and I’ll be the cherry on top.


I’ve got no idea what city we’re in, my mind’s a blank slate, but even without memories, I can tell this place has seen better days. We end up standing in front of a small corner store with Mark licking an ice cream cone that Clonica has just bought for him.


The hot asian, still in her superhero getup, shifts uncomfortably as people start to notice us. Her eyes dart back and forth, taking in the stares and the smartphones coming out to snap pictures. I can tell she’s pissed about the attention, but what did she expect, parading around in a costume in a place like this?


Some of the locals start to catcall, throwing lewd comments my way, but I don’t give a damn. I’ve only got eyes for Mark, and as I sidestep closer to him, I make sure my body language screams ‘taken’.


“Jesus, can’t you degenerates take a hint?” Clonica snaps, her voice carrying that edge that says she’s two seconds away from kicking ass. “She’s with him, so back the fuck off.”


The crowd around us thickens, held at bay by the simmering threat of Clonica’s posture. Her voice breaks through, laced with frustration. “Where the fuck is Dr. Mind?” she asks us, eyeing the crowd warily. “Either of you remember what happened to him?”


Mark snorts, his humor cutting through the tension. “Not remembering much is kinda the theme of the day, isn’t it?” His chuckle is infectious, and I join in, hoping to match his mood. It’s important that he sees I’m on his side, even in this amnesiac haze.


Clonica’s eyes fixate on the rapidly dwindling ice cream cone in Mark’s hand. “This thing is like a fucking ticking time bomb,” she mutters under her breath, voicing her concern about what he’ll ask for next.


I find myself wondering why Clonica’s so on edge. The ray’s effects make it so easy, so fulfilling to give Mark what he wants. Doesn’t she feel that same rush of satisfaction from serving him?


Mark’s frown deepens, the lines on his forehead betraying his annoyance at Clonica’s palpable anxiety. “Hey, you’re kinda killing the vibe here,” he says, his voice light but the undercurrent serious. “Can you just… chill a bit?”


Clinica lets out a nervous laugh, a sound that doesn’t quite reach her eyes. “It’s just… how do you expect me to give you what you want when what you want is for me to feel something I can’t fucking control?”


He contemplates her words, taking a slow lick of what’s left of his ice cream. “Follow her example,” he says, gesturing to me with a tilt of his head, his eyes appreciating my form. I stand proudly, my shapeshifted body an exaggerated vision of desire, my dress clinging to every curve like a second skin.


Clinica looks at him, searching for clarification. “What do you mean by that?”


Mark shrugs, a simple motion that seems to carry weight. “I don’t know, do something hot. Give everyone a little show or something.”


You can almost hear the cogs turning in Clonica’s head as she processes his words. The conflict is written all over her face, but the nod comes eventually. She takes a deep breath, steels herself, and steps closer to the onlookers. Her hand moves to the zipper of her costume, poised to peel the fabric away from her body for Mark’s entertainment.


An explosion rocks the ground a few blocks away, jolting everyone into high alert. Screams pierce the air as the bystanders scatter, fleeing the sudden danger. Mark drops to his knees, covering his head protectively, while Clonica and I, driven by pure instinct, prepare for a fight.


Clinica’s body begins to blur, multiplying until a dozen identical figures form a protective circle around Mark. I feel a surge of electricity crackling at my fingertips, my body shifting, muscles tensing for combat. Despite the gaping hole in my memory, my powers respond, ready to strike. It’s a strange comfort, knowing I can fight, even when I don’t remember learning how.


Then, cutting through the chaos, an old man in a ridiculous costume struts into view, and I’m ready to pounce. But Clonica’s body language shifts from defensive to recognition.


“Dr. Mind! Where the hell have you been?” one of her calls out.


The old man offers a polite, apologetic bow. “I do beg your pardon, ladies and Mark. I’ve been in pursuit of Memory Doe, quite successfully in the end, I must say.” he announces, his voice smooth as silk.


The black woman from the warehouse steps out from behind him, looking bewildered and out of place. Before any of us can react, her eyes glow with a luminescent power.


And just like that, the fog in my brain lifts. Every memory, every detail of my past rushes back in a flood of information.


End of Book 1

To be continued…
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Chapter 11 : Heroes, Villains and Cereal


I wake up with a pounding in my skull that feels like I’ve been hit with my own damn lightning bolt. Groaning, I stumble out of bed and drag my ass to the kitchen for some coffee, hoping it’ll zap me back to life. Clonica’s already there, nursing a cup of joe and munching on pastries like it’s the end of the world.


As soon as she sees me, Clonica grins, her mouth full. “Looks like you’ve got a case of the brain-fucks too, huh? Must be that damn ray gun hangover.” She’s always had a way with words…


She smirks, licking some pastry filling off her finger. “Oh, he’s up, alright,” she says with a wink. “But still in bed, if you catch my drift.”


I pour myself a cup of coffee, noticing the lack of Sienna’s usual early bird routine. She’s always been the one to make sure I start my day with a decent breakfast, and I feel a twinge of sadness realizing she’s not just out from under my thumb, but now directly under Mark’s. It’s like losing a piece of my morning ritual.


“Sienna’s with him, isn’t she?” I ask, though it’s more of a statement. “Fucking him?”


Clonica’s grin widens. “Like a champ. She went to wake him up with her mouth. Seems pretty damn eager about it, too.”


I raise an eyebrow at her. “And why aren’t you in there, joining the party? Not like you to pass up on a good time.”


She leans back, a playful glint in her eyes. “Who says I’m not?” she teases.


As I rub the sleep from my eyes and try to shake off the headache, I can’t help but feel the pull of my loyalty to Mark. “Should I… go join them?” I ask, half out of duty, half out of a desire to be where the action is.


Clonica, with a mouthful of pastry, waves a hand dismissively. “Trust me, sweetheart, that room’s got more tail than a pet store. I doubt there’s room for you to even breathe in there,” she says, and I can tell she’s only half-joking.


Slightly frustrated but weirdly okay with it, I grab a croissant from the basket and take a big bite. I’m just realizing that knowing Mark’s getting his rocks off has a strange way of making me feel content, even if I’m not the one doing the pleasing.


Just as I’m pouring myself another cup of coffee, Dr. Mind strolls into the kitchen like he owns the place, which is a fucking weird sight to see. “Good morning, ladies,” he greets us, with that polished accent of his that makes everything sound like a royal decree.


Clonica and I exchange a look before we return the greeting, the air thick with the oddity of having a former supervillain casually searching for breakfast among us.


He chuckles, pulling out a box of cereal from the cupboard. “I must say, the young master does seem to be having quite the delightful morning,” he says, and even though his words are light, there’s a weight behind them that tells me he’s still adjusting to this new reality.


I frown, the weight of reality sinking in. “You’ve been careful, right? No one can trace you back here?” I ask Dr. Mind, the paranoia gnawing at me despite the absurdity of the situation. The old man just chuckles, clearly amused by the idea.


“My dear, your lair is the absolute last place anyone would expect to find me. I assure you, my escape was meticulous,” he replies, his confidence almost irritating.


Clonica, ever the pragmatist despite her crude sense of humor, chimes in. “We’d better keep our eyes peeled for any heat about your little ‘vacation’ from the slammer, though,” she says. Dr. Mind nods in agreement, shoveling in another spoonful of cereal.


For a few minutes, there’s nothing but the sound of us munching on our breakfast, sipping coffee, lost in our own thoughts. Then it hits me—the sheer ridiculousness of it all. I burst out laughing, and soon Dr. Mind and Clonica join in, their chuckles filling the kitchen.


It’s a bizarre picture: two superpowered women and one supervillain, all sharing a meal and bound by mind control to some average Joe who got lucky. The irony of it is just too damn funny.


My head’s still pounding like a bad hangover as I pour myself another cup of coffee, and then the bedroom door swings open. In walks Mark, flanked by a small army of sweaty and thoroughly disheveled Clonicas and one particularly satisfied-looking Sienna. They’re a mess of tangled hair and flushed skin, and it’s clear they’ve had one hell of a morning.


As the Clonicas saunter in, they start to merge back into the original, standing next to me at the counter with a satisfied smirk on her face. Her hair’s sticking up in places it wasn’t before, and her clothes are twisted in a way that says she’s been rolling around in the sheets.


Mark plops down at the table with Sienna, who’s looking more content than I’ve ever seen her. I can’t stop my gaze from lingering on her, my fiery assistant, who’s always been more to me than just a sidekick. Jealousy should be gnawing at me, but instead, there’s this strange sense of pride that she’s served Mark well.


Mark turns to Dr. Mind, who’s still polishing off his breakfast like he’s got all the time in the world. “Any bright ideas on how you can put that big brain to work for me?” Mark asks, with a hint of challenge in his voice.


Dr. Mind sets his spoon down, ready to launch into a monologue about his intellectual prowess. But then he catches himself, realizing that all his smarts don’t mean jack if he doesn’t know what Mark wants. “What is it you desire, sir?” he asks, with a deference that’s almost comical coming from someone who used to be top dog.


Mark’s smirk spreads across his face like a crackling current, and he leans back in his chair, all casual-like. “Can we make the ray gun a bit more… discreet? Smaller, maybe? Something that doesn’t look like a damn retro toy. Oh, and can you make the ray invisible and silent while you’re at it?”


Dr. Mind’s bushy eyebrows twitch, and for a second it looks like he’s about to launch into a defense of his masterpiece’s aesthetic, but he cuts himself off. He strokes his chin thoughtfully, the gears clearly turning in that big brain of his. “I’ll do my best,” he concedes after a moment, the old pride of an artist surrendering to the practicality of a craftsman.


“And what about the whole ‘having to gaze into my eyes’ thing?” Mark presses on, clearly not done with his wish list. “Can’t we skip that step? Make it automatic or something?”


The question seems to prick at Dr. Mind’s ego just a tad, but he’s quick to school his features into that placid, servant’s mask. “It’s… tricky,” he admits, pushing his cereal bowl aside. “Even if I could weave the imprinting process into the ray’s effect, it would never be as effective as the victims seeing you in person immediately after being zapped. The direct connection is essential for the loyalty to take hold.”


I lean against the kitchen counter, my headache subsiding enough to let curiosity take the wheel. “So, Mark, what’s the endgame here? How can we help?” I watch him closely, my instincts still sharp as ever despite the ray’s influence.


Mark takes a moment, his smirk lingering as he contemplates his next move. “Last night was a close call. We need to be more careful, more discreet. You and Clonica are tough as nails, but two supers ain’t gonna cut it if shit hits the fan. We need a wider variety of skills around here.”


Clonica, who’s still smoothing out her hair from the merge, snorts. “Variety, huh? I bet you’re talking about more than just combat skills.” Her voice drips with innuendo, and Mark’s confirming nod and smirk tells me she’s hit the nail on the head.


An idea sparks in my head, bright as the electricity I wield. “I’ve been chatting with some high rollers, thinking about starting my own league of supers. It’d be the perfect cover for what you’re looking for,” I tell him, the plan unfolding in my mind like a blueprint.


I turn to Clonica, who’s already eyeing me with interest. “You could leave your current gig, help me kickstart this new league. Staying here’s raising eyebrows, and we need to play this smart.”


Mark nods, clearly on board. “I like it, Kat. I want to help you make it happen,” he says, his voice gentle but determined. “Outside of keeping me safe and satisfying a few… urges, you’ve got free rein to do your thing.”


It’s a strange sort of freedom, all things considered. But it’s enough to get the wheels turning, and I’m already listing potential recruits in my head. If we’re gonna do this, we’re gonna do it big—and we’re gonna do it right.


Dr. Mind speaks up with a refined tone, “If I am to make the suggested modifications to the ray gun, we could potentially persuade even the most formidable supers to join our ranks. It would certainly cover Mark’s needs.” He pauses, a calculating glint in his eye. “And perhaps, recruiting some villains might be beneficial if we are to have a full spectrum of abilities at our disposal.”


I nod along, but Clonica’s frown cuts through the planning session. “We gotta tread lightly, people,” she warns, her voice laced with a seriousness that’s rare for her. “There are supers out there who can read minds. Don’t think for a second they won’t pick up on us being brainwashed.” She’s right, and the gravity of her words sinks in.


Mark considers this, his smirk fading into a look of contemplation. “If we turn some of those mind readers to our side, and maybe snag a couple of mind controllers, it could work to our advantage,” he muses, the wheels clearly turning in his head.


Dr. Mind, however, isn’t one to let optimism cloud his judgment. “While I have been perfecting rays that could potentially control even those with psychic defenses, I cannot guarantee efficacy across the board. Mind readers are a tricky bunch,” he admits, his spoon clinking against the bowl as he stirs his thoughts with his breakfast.


Everyone around the table shares a moment of silent understanding. The plan is solid, but the risks are as high as the city’s skyscrapers. I take a deep breath, feeling the electric charge of challenge in the air. This is going to be one hell of a ride.


Mark’s got that look in his eye, the one that says he’s done talking strategy for now. “We’re steering clear of mind readers for the time being,” he says, and I can’t help but agree. “Kat, I want you to start on that league. Get me a list of the best supers you think we can convince with the updated ray gun.” He pauses and gives me a look that’s downright serious. “They need to be powerful, skillful, and hot as fuck.”


I can’t help but let out a snort, and Clonica joins me with a laugh, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “What a shocker,” she quips, “Mark wants his own supermodel army.”


We all share a good laugh, the tension easing out of the room like air from a balloon. I’m already flipping through my mental rolodex of heroes, ticking off names and abilities, and yeah, hotness.


“I’ll get on it,” I tell Mark, feeling that familiar thrill of a new mission. It’s fucked up, sure, forming a league by playing puppeteer with the best heroes out there. But considering I’m now wired to serve the whims of a kid who stumbled into super-villainy, things could be a hell of a lot worse. Mark’s not out to hurt anyone beyond his growing harem, and hell, this league could actually do some good around town.


Time to get to work.
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Chapter 18: A Scoof of Amnesia


Blinking rapidly, I try to clear the fog that’s settled over my mind, but it clings stubbornly, muddying my thoughts. I’m standing in what looks like an underground warehouse, the dim light casting long shadows across rows of old crates. A black woman stands before me, her wide eyes filled with fear. She hesitates only a moment before turning on her heel and fleeing, her form disappearing between the crates.


I watch her go, an inexplicable pang of loss tightening in my chest. She’s striking—even in the poor lighting, her beauty is undeniable, and there’s an allure to her that I can’t ignore even as she vanishes from sight.


Glancing down at my hands, they seem foreign to me—normal, yet not. My gaze traces the lines of the cobalt blue and electric yellow suit clinging to my body, a costume I don’t recognize. A wave of confusion hits me, and as it does, my form wavers, morphing into an amorphous, humanoid shape, a mirror to my inner turmoil.


“Who am I?” The question echoes in my head, but it’s not the most pressing concern. My attention is drawn to a young man nearby. He’s the quintessential nerd—big glasses, an awkward stance, but there’s something about him that feels crucial to me. I can’t shake the feeling that he’s important, that his desires should be my priority.


Approaching him, I ask, “Who are you? What do you want from me?” There’s a part of me that wants to ask who I am, but it feels trivial next to the need to understand him.


He looks at me, his expression just as lost as I feel. “I…I don’t know who I am…” he admits, his voice laced with confusion.


Circling the young man, I scrutinize him, searching for any flicker of recognition in the blank canvas of my memories. The intense loyalty I feel towards him is baffling, an anchor in the sea of confusion that my mind has become. His requests are silent, yet my insistence bubbles to the surface.


“Tell me, what do you want from me?” I press, my tone edged with my usual directness despite the haze clouding my thoughts.


He meets my gaze, the confusion in his eyes mirroring my own. “I… I don’t know what I want,” he stammers, clearly overwhelmed by the situation.


I can see he needs guiding, a gentle hand to steer him through the fog. “I’m not sure what’s going on here,” I admit, “but there’s this one thing I’m fucking certain of: whatever you want, I want to give it to you. It’s like… it’s what I’m here for, even if I can’t remember why.”


The young man considers my words, his eyes roaming over my vague form. Despite the amnesia, I intuitively understand that I can mold my appearance, my body shifting a moment ago evidence of it. Men usually have a thing for attractive women, right? I can’t recall where I learned this, hell I can’t even recall ever meeting another man before, but it feels like an ingrained truth.


With that in mind, my shape shifts subtly, softening into a more feminine silhouette, my features gaining definition while remaining enigmatic. I watch his reaction closely.


“What are you doing?” he asks, his curiosity piqued.


I tilt my head, a smirk forming on my lips. “Do you find me attractive?” I challenge him, the words feeling natural even in this state of unknown.


His eyes linger on me, taking in the changes. There’s a spark there, a hint of something more. It’s all the confirmation I need.


As I circle the young man, my mind a blank slate, I can’t shake the compelling need to serve him, to mold myself into whatever form he desires. His eyes are on me, expectant and silent, and I interpret his lack of words as permission to proceed.


“Do you like me like this?” I ask him, my voice carrying the usual assertive tone I seem to naturally possess, “Sexier?” I can’t remember who I am, but I know what I’m capable of, and that’s enough for now.


He swallows hard, his eyes fixed on the larger tits I’ve crafted on my otherwise nebulous form. “Yes,” he admits, and I see the satisfaction in his gaze. It’s all the incentive I need to continue my transformation.


I concentrate, feeling the strange energy within me as I redefine my curves, sculpting my ass and legs into a more appealing shape, guided by an instinctive knowledge of what men generally find attractive. When his ogling intensifies, I take it as a sign to enhance those particular features further. If he shows a hint of displeasure or disinterest, I immediately retract the change, seeking his approval with every adjustment.


Finally, when I sense that I’ve reached the pinnacle of his desires—my body now the epitome of sexual allure, an exaggerated parody of femininity with voluptuous breasts, a cinched waist, and hips that promise sin—I stop and smirk, pleased with the result.


I’m not aroused by him, not in the slightest. My thoughts drift to the black woman who fled earlier, and I can tell I found her attractive. Yet, this doesn’t concern me; my satisfaction lies in fulfilling his wants, in being his perfect creation.


Noticing the growing bulge between his legs, I address it matter-of-factly. “Do you want me to take care of that for you?” I ask, ready to provide whatever service he requires, my voice dripping with the confidence of a woman who knows she’s got the power, even if she can’t remember why.


I don’t hesitate, my hands working with a purpose to free his hardness from the confines of his pants. Taking him into my mouth feels like second nature, the shape of his cock familiar against my tongue, even though I can’t recall ever doing this before. I bob my head, taking him deeper with each motion, drawing pleasure from the way he shudders above me.


Just as I’m getting into the rhythm, the sound of footsteps signals an intrusion. Two Asian women, identical down to the last detail, rush in wearing their super costumes. Their sudden appearance does little to deter me; my focus remains on the task at hand—pleasuring this man whose name I don’t even know.


“Why the fuck is this happening here? What about Memory Doe?” One of them spits out, her words crude and her gaze fixed on us with a mixture of shock and intrigue.


I let out a muffled laugh around his cock at their confusion, the sound vibrating against him. The name ‘Dr. Mind’ they call out sounds like a bad comic book villain, and it tickles me more than it probably should. But I keep sucking, determined to bring this man the relief he’s clearly seeking.


“Do you girls wanna join or what?” he gasps out between moans, and I can feel the vibration of his words through his body.


The twins exchange a conflicted glance, their eyes darting between Mark and me. After a moment of hesitation, one of them speaks up, her voice a mix of curiosity and concern. “Do you want us to?” she asks him, her tone suggesting she’s not entirely opposed to the idea.


The twins are visibly torn, but they don’t need much convincing after the young guy I’m blowing nods. As they look at each other, they begin to multiply, creating more eager copies of themselves. Their super costumes are tight and revealing, highlighting their slender figures and perky breasts—a sight that I can’t help but find arousing, my body responding to their presence.


They approach us, hesitancy giving way to a shared desire to please. Their hands, mouths, and bodies join the fray, and soon, the air is thick with the sounds of moans, skin slapping against skin, and the scent of lust. As the pleasure builds, I find myself lost in the sensations, the electricity of my power crackling beneath my skin, unused but thrumming with potential.


Finally, the man reaches his climax, his release filling my mouth as I swallow every drop. We collapse together, a tangle of limbs and heaving chests. I lay there, panting, the satisfaction of providing what he wanted coursing through me, even as my mind remains a blank slate.


Lying there amidst the tangled limbs and satisfied sighs, I hear a crackle in my ear—a voice that’s fierce yet smooth. My head’s still spinning, but I manage a chuckle, amused by the chaos of the situation.


“What the hell is going on? Why isn’t anyone responding?” the voice demands, urgency lacing every word.


I can’t help but laugh, the sound raw and genuine. “Well, I’ve been a little tied up,” I reply, my voice dripping with innuendo. “I’ve been fucking this guy.”


Confusion taints the voice in my ear. “What about Memory Doe? Weren’t you supposed to—”


I cut her off with a snort. “Who?” I say, my gaze still locked on the guy sprawled out beside me, his glasses askew, his breaths deep and even.


“Wait… And who exactly have you been fucking?” Now she sounds not just irritated but clearly confused.


I describe him as best I can without the details that don’t matter. Truth be told, he’s not that pretty, but he doesn’t need to hear that. “He’s this nerdy dude, tall, big glasses…”


There’s a pause, a moment of silence that’s almost palpable, and then a string of curses floods my ear.


The Asian woman, now singular again, looks just as disheveled as I feel. She grabs a communicator from her costume, speaking to the voice as well. “Sienna… Seems like Memory Doe wiped their memories and took off,” she explains, the realization dawning in her voice.


I giggle again, the information slotting into place. No wonder the nerd and I can’t remember a damn thing.


“We need to bring Mark back to the lair,” the voice orders, sounding like it’s on the edge of panic.


Lair? I’ve got no clue what she’s talking about, but the name ‘Mark’ catches my attention. I glance at the nerdy guy, who frowns at the mention of the name, just as lost as I am. His confusion is almost comical, and I notice an earpiece in his ear too. Is he… Mark? Did we have some secret mission with this Memory Doe everyone keeps yapping about? The black woman who bolted… could she be the one?


The Asian super, her costume slightly torn and sticking to her in all the right places, jumps in. “I don’t know if he wants to go back to the lair,” she says, her eyes flicking to the guy beside me. “He seems pretty fucking out of it.”


Before she can finish, the voice cuts her off, the panic now unmistakable. “I don’t want to hear what he wants right now!” There’s a desperation in her tone, like she’s fighting every instinct to stay professional. “I’ll keep going with what I know he wanted. Got it?”


The cute Asian super frowns deeply at her communicator before it goes silent. She turns to the guy who’s apparently Mark, and introduces herself in a way I can’t help but find amusingly crude.


“I’m Clonica,” she says. “Here’s the deal! So, we’re all part of this freaky-ass super league you created. We’ve all been zapped by some crazy ray gun a while ago that’s made us loyal as fuck to you. It’s why this chick here,” she points at me, “and me, are so damn eager to please you. We were in a mission to catch that chick, Memory Doe, to zap her too, but it seems she zapped you first.”


Her explanation sounds absolutely batshit, but it clicks. That’s why I’ve been so focused on satisfying Mark’s every desire. It’s absurd, yet it makes an odd sort of sense.


She continues, her expression serious despite her colorful language. “We all wanna do what you want, but right now, you’ve gotta realize we’re in some fucked up situation ’cause you can’t remember shit. The best thing would be to get you back home and to see how we can fix this mess.”


She kneels in front of him, her eyes locked onto his. “So, big guy, what do you wanna do?”


He chuckles, a sound that’s somehow both endearing and exasperating under the circumstances. “Honestly? I could fucking go for some ice cream.”


Clinica clenches her jaw, her frustration palpable. She looks to me, and I can only shrug in response. If he wants ice cream, then that’s what we should do. Simple as that.


She groans, running a hand through her hair. “Fine, let’s get some damn ice cream,” she mutters, her loyalty to him clear in her begrudging agreement.


We find a staircase leading to the surface, the steps cool and gritty beneath my bare feet. Clonica, her nerves practically visible, keeps throwing glances my way. I’m still rocking the bimbo look, my curves exaggerated beyond belief, my tits jiggling with every step.


“You might wanna tone it down, Vixen,” Clonica suggests. “You’re a walking wet dream, and we’re about to hit the streets. Maybe conjure up some clothes at least, be a bit more discreet?”


Mark, chuckles, his eyes roaming over me with unabashed delight. “I kinda like her this way,” he says, a mischievous grin playing on his lips. “Who knows when I’ll want another round with her, especially after some sweet ice cream.”


His words spark a warmth within me, my body eager to comply. I want to please him, that much is clear. Clonica looks like she’s about to pop a vein, torn between her desire to keep him safe and the compulsion to do as he wishes.


“Please, at least let her wear something,” Clonica pleads, her eyes darting around the dingy staircase. “This ain’t exactly the safest part of town, and we’re about to walk into a shit show with her looking like that.”


He gives a nod, conceding to Clonica’s request, but not without adding, “Make it hot, girl. Scorching.”


With a smirk, I let my body shift, keeping the sex appeal dialed up but adding a skimpy, form-hugging dress that leaves little to the imagination. It’s the kind of outfit that screams ‘look but don’t touch’—unless you’re him, of course. Clonica lets out an exasperated sigh, but there’s a hint of relief in her eyes as we continue our ascent. If he wants ice cream, then ice cream he shall have, and I’ll be the cherry on top.


I’ve got no idea what city we’re in, my mind’s a blank slate, but even without memories, I can tell this place has seen better days. We end up standing in front of a small corner store with Mark licking an ice cream cone that Clonica has just bought for him.


The hot asian, still in her superhero getup, shifts uncomfortably as people start to notice us. Her eyes dart back and forth, taking in the stares and the smartphones coming out to snap pictures. I can tell she’s pissed about the attention, but what did she expect, parading around in a costume in a place like this?


Some of the locals start to catcall, throwing lewd comments my way, but I don’t give a damn. I’ve only got eyes for Mark, and as I sidestep closer to him, I make sure my body language screams ‘taken’.


“Jesus, can’t you degenerates take a hint?” Clonica snaps, her voice carrying that edge that says she’s two seconds away from kicking ass. “She’s with him, so back the fuck off.”


The crowd around us thickens, held at bay by the simmering threat of Clonica’s posture. Her voice breaks through, laced with frustration. “Where the fuck is Dr. Mind?” she asks us, eyeing the crowd warily. “Either of you remember what happened to him?”


Mark snorts, his humor cutting through the tension. “Not remembering much is kinda the theme of the day, isn’t it?” His chuckle is infectious, and I join in, hoping to match his mood. It’s important that he sees I’m on his side, even in this amnesiac haze.


Clonica’s eyes fixate on the rapidly dwindling ice cream cone in Mark’s hand. “This thing is like a fucking ticking time bomb,” she mutters under her breath, voicing her concern about what he’ll ask for next.


I find myself wondering why Clonica’s so on edge. The ray’s effects make it so easy, so fulfilling to give Mark what he wants. Doesn’t she feel that same rush of satisfaction from serving him?


Mark’s frown deepens, the lines on his forehead betraying his annoyance at Clonica’s palpable anxiety. “Hey, you’re kinda killing the vibe here,” he says, his voice light but the undercurrent serious. “Can you just… chill a bit?”


Clinica lets out a nervous laugh, a sound that doesn’t quite reach her eyes. “It’s just… how do you expect me to give you what you want when what you want is for me to feel something I can’t fucking control?”


He contemplates her words, taking a slow lick of what’s left of his ice cream. “Follow her example,” he says, gesturing to me with a tilt of his head, his eyes appreciating my form. I stand proudly, my shapeshifted body an exaggerated vision of desire, my dress clinging to every curve like a second skin.


Clinica looks at him, searching for clarification. “What do you mean by that?”


Mark shrugs, a simple motion that seems to carry weight. “I don’t know, do something hot. Give everyone a little show or something.”


You can almost hear the cogs turning in Clonica’s head as she processes his words. The conflict is written all over her face, but the nod comes eventually. She takes a deep breath, steels herself, and steps closer to the onlookers. Her hand moves to the zipper of her costume, poised to peel the fabric away from her body for Mark’s entertainment.


An explosion rocks the ground a few blocks away, jolting everyone into high alert. Screams pierce the air as the bystanders scatter, fleeing the sudden danger. Mark drops to his knees, covering his head protectively, while Clonica and I, driven by pure instinct, prepare for a fight.


Clinica’s body begins to blur, multiplying until a dozen identical figures form a protective circle around Mark. I feel a surge of electricity crackling at my fingertips, my body shifting, muscles tensing for combat. Despite the gaping hole in my memory, my powers respond, ready to strike. It’s a strange comfort, knowing I can fight, even when I don’t remember learning how.


Then, cutting through the chaos, an old man in a ridiculous costume struts into view, and I’m ready to pounce. But Clonica’s body language shifts from defensive to recognition.


“Dr. Mind! Where the hell have you been?” one of her calls out.


The old man offers a polite, apologetic bow. “I do beg your pardon, ladies and Mark. I’ve been in pursuit of Memory Doe, quite successfully in the end, I must say.” he announces, his voice smooth as silk.


The black woman from the warehouse steps out from behind him, looking bewildered and out of place. Before any of us can react, her eyes glow with a luminescent power.


And just like that, the fog in my brain lifts. Every memory, every detail of my past rushes back in a flood of information.


End of Book 1

To be continued…
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Chapter 17: The Loyalty Trap


Back at the lair, I walk in on Mark and Dr. Mind in the thick of an animated conversation. From the outside looking in, they’re the spitting image of two supervillains concocting a diabolical scheme—and in a way, they are, which sends a ripple of amusement through me.


“What’s brewing, boys?” I ask, cocking a hip and smirking at their secretive air. “Has Dr. Mind cracked the code to fix Mystique Mirage?”


Before they can answer, Mark’s command slices through the tension. “Kat, get naked,” he says, and it’s not a request. A moment of surprise flickers through me, but it’s swiftly extinguished by the eagerness to please that now comes as naturally as breathing. With a thought, my clothes vanish into the ether, leaving me gloriously naked before them.


Mark’s eyes roam over my exposed skin, a predator’s appreciation in his gaze—and I note Dr. Mind is similarly entranced. “Make your tits bigger,” Mark commands next, and I comply without hesitation. My breasts swell, growing heavy and more voluptuous with each second, pushing the boundaries of what’s natural. If I were free from his influence, I’d be disgusted, but instead, there’s a twisted pride in fulfilling his desires.


Once they’ve had their fill of the show, I ask with a wry tilt of my head, “Satisfied?” Mark nods, and so I let my body revert to its usual form. My tone is light, almost playful as I observe, “You’re really enjoying your power over me, now, aren’t you?”


Mark’s grin is unrepentant as he responds, “I am. I’m done letting my outdated sense of morality stop me from enjoying myself.”


I can’t help but wonder if Dr. Mind has something to do with that and if he is a bad influence, but then again, does it change anything for me? Much like Sienna when she was under my command, or when I was under Dr. Mind’s thrall, who in turn was under Mark’s, my only concern is fulfilling his desires, no matter where they are coming from. I realize this could be a problem—or an opportunity. Each member of Mark’s loyal club could, in theory, nudge him toward wanting things that give us some semblance of control. Our loyalty to him may be uniform, but our definitions of what’s good for him are not. Perhaps my vision of keeping Mark safe includes ensuring my brainwashed colleagues don’t manipulate him too far astray.


I’m about to pull Mark aside for a private chat when it hits me like a bolt of lightning—Dr. Mind, for all his villainy, is a damn genius, and he’s got the same hardwired drive to protect and serve Mark that I do. If we’re going to hash out the messy web of influence we’ve found ourselves in, having him in on the conversation is a no-brainer. He’ll see the angles we don’t.


“Mark, Dr. Mind,” I start, leaning against the cool metal of the lab table, “I think we’ve got a bit of a situation brewing. Everyone’s loyalty to you, thanks to the ray… it’s shaping up to be a double-edged sword.”


Mark’s brows furrow, and I continue, “We’re all wired to please you, right? But what ‘pleasing you’ means can be twisted six ways to Sunday depending on who’s doing the twisting. We could end up pulling you in a dozen different directions without even realizing it.”


Dr. Mind strokes his chin, the picture of contemplation. “Katrina raised an interesting problem,” he concedes. “Indeed, my own desire to delight you could inadvertently steer your decisions.”


I watch Mark groan in frustration, the weight of leadership heavy on his shoulders. “This is just like what Mystique Mirage did, isn’t it?” he says, running a hand through his hair. “Without meaning to, or maybe she did… Doesn’t make much difference…”


Dr. Mind interjects with a calming tone. “Mark, at the end of the day, you are not under the effects of any mind control. You are free to make your own decisions. If you find yourself influenced by one of the girls, or by me, it will be the old-fashioned way—because you would have allowed it.”


Mark pauses, his eyes flicking between Dr. Mind and me. “Still, we should be careful,” he finally says. “From now on, I want everyone to refrain from projecting their personal visions of right and wrong on me. I’ll take some time with each of you, alone, to understand what your own vision of loyalty sounds like.”


I smile, a little reassured. “That’s wise,” I say, and I mean it. Anything that keeps him safe and keeps us on the right track is good by me.


Mark looks relieved by our support but is quick to add, “Don’t hold back on telling me the hard truths, though. If you think I need to hear it, say it. But if you’re going to try to sway me, I want it out in the open, with everyone present. That way, I can hear different points of view.”


Mark seems to shake off the earlier discussion as if it were water from a duck’s back and turns his attention to me. “Kat, what Dr. Mind and I were just discussing is his… ‘needs’,” he explains, the word ‘needs’ hanging in the air with a weight that implies something more intimate.


A frown creases my brow as I turn to face the old gentleman supervillain. I give Dr. Mind a silent, piercing stare. The idea of him asking for rewards when we should all be focused on pleasing Mark doesn’t sit well with me. I remember him assuring me he wouldn’t broach such subjects with Mark unless it was certain to please him. This feels like a contradiction, a deviation from the path the ray’s effects should have ingrained in him.


Mark, noticing the tension, is quick to clarify. “Kat, relax. Dr. Mind hasn’t asked for anything. We got onto the topic while talking about the sex I’ve been having, and I was the one who asked him about his own desires.”


I relax slightly, my gaze softening as I listen to Mark. He chuckles, a hint of mischief in his eyes as he ogles me. “I want everyone to be happy here. And I know that sex can be an important part of that happiness,” he says with a grin that has the heat rising to my cheeks. “I’m speaking from experience, after all.”


Mark leans back against a console, his casual demeanor never wavering. “Thanks to Dr. Mind’s ray, I could provide everyone with partners for their own personal use, as long as those partners are loyal to me first. And as long as the current members of our league,” he adds with a smirk, his eyes locked onto mine, “remain available for my own relief.”


Understanding the direction of the conversation, I nod in agreement. It’s surprising to find myself not only accepting but also grateful for the ways Mark is considering our wellbeing. The thought of having other women at my beck and call sends a thrill down my spine, as I imagine the possibilities, the taste of power, and the taste of them.


The old me, the one who wore the mantle of Volt Vixen with a fierce sense of justice, would have been appalled at the thought of using mind control for personal, sexual gratification. But that version of me is long gone, replaced by one who has reconciled with the reality of our new world order. I’ve made peace with what we’ve become. Besides, if these hot chicks feel half as good about pleasing me for Mark as I feel about pleasing him, it isn’t such a bad fate after all.


Mark catches my eye with a knowing smirk. “So, Kat, you think Dr. Mind deserves a little… personal attention based on his work for me so far? How would you suggest we provide that?”


I pause, considering the implications pragmatically. “Based on his performance under your command, he’s put in the effort. Mystique Mirage’s meltdown was unpredictable so we can’t really blame him for that,” I say, my voice steady and sure. “It seems fair that he’d be rewarded with sexual relief since he does seem to have a penchant for that kind of thing.”


The words hang in the air, and I cant help but think about how Dr. Mind has always had a leering eye for me. The thought of submitting to him for Mark’s pleasure churns my stomach, but if it pleases Mark… “If it would please you, It’d make sense for me to take care of it,” I admit, a hint of disgust buried beneath layers of loyalty.


Dr. Mind’s eyes light up with arousal at the prospect, but Mark is quick to douse the flames. “No, I don’t plan on sharing you with anyone else, not right now,” he says with a wink, and I can feel the relief flood through me.


Mark turns to Dr. Mind, his tone serious. “Is there anyone else you have in mind who could… satisfy you?”


Dr. Mind’s gaze drifts for a moment, lost in thought, before snapping back to the present. “There is a name that comes to mind, yes,” he responds, a shadow of a smile playing on his lips. “Someone who may also prove useful to you.”
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Chapter 16 : Double the Charm


I’m squeezed into the booth next to Mark, his parents, Linda and Gary, sitting opposite us. Linda’s got that classic middle-class mom look, a neat bob and a cardigan that’s probably seen more church services than I’ve seen street fights. Gary’s sporting a polo shirt and a watch that screams ‘I golf on weekends’. They’re the picture of suburban cliché, and I can’t help but notice the undercurrent of disbelief in their eyes.


Linda leans in, her voice sugary sweet. “So, Amber, tell us more about how you and Mark met again. It’s just such a charming story.”


I give them the rundown, our ‘chance’ encounter at the library, with a sprinkle of embellishments. I can see it in their faces, they’re struggling to match their nerdy son to the hot chick recounting the tale. But hell, they’re trying, and there’s a sheen of pride when they glance at Mark.


Mark’s fidgeting with his glasses, clearly irritated by the insinuation that I’m out of his league. I slide my hand over his under the table, giving it a reassuring squeeze. I turn on Amber’s sweet voice, thick like honey, “Mark’s been such a gentleman, you’ve raised a wonderful son.”


Gary chuckles, “Well, we always hoped he’d find a nice girl. You, uh, you certainly exceed expectations, Amber.”


Mark’s annoyance fades a bit as I play the doting girlfriend, smoothing over the awkwardness. “He’s exceeded mine, too,” I say, looking at him with feigned adoration.


Gary’s words hang in the air, a not-so-subtle jab at Mark’s professional life. “Now that you’ve got the girl, it would be nice if you got the job,” he says, a half-hearted attempt at a joke that falls flat.


Mark tenses beside me, his jaw clenching in that way that spells trouble. Before I can jump to his defense, he’s blurting out something I didn’t see coming, something not part of the plan. “Actually, I’ve found a job,” he declares, “working for a new league of supers. Ever heard of Volt Vixen, Clonica, Mystique Mirage? They’re recruiting.”


Linda’s mouth drops open, a spoonful of her dessert forgotten in midair, while Gary’s eyes narrow, clearly wondering if his son’s pulling his leg. The silence weighs heavy, pressing down on us like a thick fog.


I can’t leave Mark hanging. The ray compels me, yes, but this is about backing him up, ray or no ray. “It’s true,” I chime in in Ambers’ voice, light but firm. “I’ve had the honor of meeting Volt Vixen and Clonica. They’re thrilled to be working with him.”


The skepticism in his parents’ eyes starts to fade, replaced by a flicker of pride mixed with confusion. “So, what exactly do you do for this league?” Linda asks, her tone cautious.


Mark’s chest puffs out, a touch of pride in his voice. “I’m an associate there,” he says, leaving it vague enough to avoid outright lying but bold enough to make a statement.


My heart races, a mix of adrenaline and frustration pumping through my veins. I’m caught between my unyielding loyalty to Mark and the instinct to protect him, to protect us. The idea of publicly advertising his involvement in the league—a league that’s not just a team of supers but his secret harem and set of sexy bodyguards—is reckless.


Gary’s skepticism is almost palpable as he leans forward, challenging the reality of Mark’s claim. “I’d love to meet these supers you’re talking about,” he says, a test in his tone.


The silence that follows is suffocating, and I know I have to say something. “It might be a bit complicated,” I start, trying to steer the conversation away, but Mark cuts me off with an eager smile.


“They could meet Volt Vixen tonight, here,” he suggests, his eyes alight with a dangerous excitement.


I can feel my frustration boiling over, but the ray’s influence is undeniable. I nod, my voice a forced chirp. “Yes, it’s possible,” I confirm, despite every muscle in my body screaming against it. Mark’s gaze locks onto mine, and I manage an awkward smile, my Amber persona nearly slipping away under the pressure. “She did say she might stop by…” I add, clenching my jaw as I prevent it from taking back its natural shape.


“Excuse me, I need to use the bathroom,” I mumble, standing up from the booth.


As I make my way across the restaurant, my mind races with the absurdity of the situation. I slip into the bathroom stall, making sure it’s empty before I let my form shift. My body stretches and reshapes, growing taller, my hair shortening and spiking up, the vibrant cobalt blue and electric yellow of my Volt Vixen suit clinging to my skin.


I step out of the stall, taking a deep breath to steady myself. This isn’t how I operate, but if it’s what Mark wants… I push the door open and stride back into the restaurant, my fiery field attitude in full force.


The murmurs ripple through the crowd as I approach the table. Mark’s parents gasp, their expressions a mix of awe and disbelief. Heads turn, cameras flash, and I can feel my cheeks burning hot with a mix of anger and embarrassment. “Please, give me some space,” I say to a bunch of eager fans with a polite smile that doesn’t quite reach my eyes. Inside, I’m fuming. I’m not some show pony to be paraded out in public, but for Mark… I’d do just about anything.


As I stand there in my Volt Vixen garb, Linda’s beaming smile is almost comical, and she eagerly gestures for me to sit down. I shake my head, the electric edges of my personality showing through the act. “Unfortunately, I can’t stay,” I tell them, “But it’s been a pleasure to meet you both. Mark has been invaluable in helping us build the league. We’re all really happy with him.”


Gary’s demeanor shifts like he’s been hit with one of my volts, his earlier doubt replaced by a father’s pride. “Always knew the kid had potential,” he boasts, “Glad to hear he’s putting it to good use.”


Mark’s grin is wide enough to split his face, and I can’t help but feel a little surge of satisfaction, his happiness somehow making this ridiculous charade worth it.


Linda, still riding the high of meeting a ‘real-life superhero’, insists I stay, “Amber just stepped out to the restroom; she should be back any minute.”


Jesus, this is both hilarious and a complete shitshow. “I’m actually expected back at the lair,” I say, keeping my tone light. “But it was nice seeing Mark out and about. I’m looking forward to working more closely with him.”


Mark plays it cool, nodding with a casual, “See you around, Vixen,” clearly enjoying the chance to show off in front of his folks.


I nod back and make a swift exit, slipping out of sight before morphing back into Amber. Once I’m sure I’m not being watched, I rejoin the table, all innocence and ignorance, feigning surprise at the excitement buzzing through the restaurant. “What’d I miss?” I ask, sliding back into the booth next to Mark.


Linda’s excitement is practically bouncing off the walls of the restaurant as she tells me, “You just missed Volt Vixen herself!”


I let out a small, surprised gasp, playing up Amber’s naivety, “Oh my gosh, really? That’s so unfortunate, but I’m not surprised. She was supposed to stop by, as I mentioned earlier.”


Gary’s gaze flicks from me to Mark, a hint of confusion in his eyes. “Funny, though,” he says with a chuckle, “Amber leaves and Volt Vixen appears. Could it be they’re the same person?”


I laugh, the sound light and airy, so different from my usual husky chuckle. It’s a delicate dance I’m doing, keeping Amber as far from Volt Vixen as possible. Mark joins in the laughter, though his is tinged with a hint of nervous energy. I wonder if he’s realized the mess he’s started.


Gary isn’t letting up, despite the jest in his voice. “Heard Volt Vixen can shapeshift, so it would make sense, wouldn’t it?” he teases.


I giggle again, shaking my head. “Oh, I wish! Imagine being the great Volt Vixen, fighting supervillains and all that jazz,” I say, my voice laced with wonder and a touch of wishful thinking.


Linda nudges Gary, a silent reprimand to stop teasing their son’s girlfriend. The tension at the table eases, mirroring the restaurant as the buzz of excitement dies down.


Gary’s curiosity about the league is evident as he turns to Mark, “So, what’s the plan with this league of yours?”


Gary’s question hangs in the air, his curiosity piqued about the league Mark and I are supposedly building. Mark shrugs nonchalantly, his voice casual as he explains, “We’re recruiting the best supers out there and looking for investors.” His words are vague, just as we practiced for scenarios we never anticipated.


But Linda, ever the inquisitive mother, presses further. “And what’s the name of this new league?” she asks, eyes darting between Mark and me.


I exchange a quick glance with Mark, both of us caught in the headlights of a question we should’ve seen coming but hadn’t prepared for. “We, uh, haven’t settled on a name yet,” I admit, feeling the tension rise.


Gary chuckles, a knowing look in his eyes as he comments, “It’s like you’re talking about a baby.”


The conversation takes an unexpected turn when Linda, half-joking, half-hoping, throws out, “Speaking of babies, have you two thought about having one?” The blush that creeps onto Mark’s cheeks is almost as red as my Amber persona’s hair.


I stare at Mark, a strange feeling bubbling up inside me. The thought of having a baby was never on my radar, but now, if Mark desires it, the idea of him breeding me stirs a warm sensation through my body. I remember his words from the day before, his wish for me to love him. I silently pray that Dr. Mind figures out how to amplify this ray-induced loyalty into genuine craving and love. It would make everything so much easier, no matter what Mark decides.


The night wraps up as we stand outside the restaurant on one of the bustling streets of Metrotown. We say our goodbyes, and Gary and Linda leave with broad smiles, impressed by their son’s stunning girlfriend and his seemingly amazing job with supers.


Once they’re out of sight, Mark lets out a deep sigh, his mind clearly on the league. “We really need to find a name for our league,” he muses, looking up at the night sky as if it might hold the answer.


I keep quiet, letting him work through his thoughts. But he catches my silence and turns to me, his expression a mix of frustration and concern. “Do you think I went overboard during dinner?” he groans.


Relief floods through me as I realize he’s inviting honesty. I gently scold him, “Mark, casually telling your parents about your links with me as Volt Vixen and the other supers… It’s risky. We’re building something that’s supposed to be secret.”


He rubs his chin, contemplating my words. “I know I got carried away, but I don’t want to hide forever,” he admits.


I let out a resigned sigh. “Well, if you want to be known to the public, we’ll have to craft a good cover for you,” I tell him, already thinking of the possibilities.


We fall into a contemplative silence, the noise of the city fading into the background. Suddenly, a question pops into my mind, and I blurt it out. “Do you want a baby?”


Mark nearly chokes on the air, his eyes wide as he stares at me. “Kat, we need to think about the moral implications,” he says cautiously, his voice low. “Breeding one of my mind-controlled supers to make me a child…”


The smirk that spreads across his face tells me he’s not entirely opposed to the idea, and I can’t help but chuckle at his reaction. “Maybe,” he finally says.


He’s serious again as he adds, “But only worth considering when our situation is more stable and secure.”


I nod, understanding his point. Whether a baby is in our future or not, we have a league to build and a cover to craft. And I’m going to make damn sure it’s the best one out there—for Mark.
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Chapter 15 : Loves by Design


I stride into the lair’s lab, the hum of machinery playing the soundtrack to my unexpected visit. Dr. Mind is there, of course, hunched over a workbench cluttered with tools and components. He’s piecing together some small device, no doubt for Mark.


He looks up as I enter, his eyes lighting up with that unholy mix of gentlemanly charm and supervillain cunning. “Ah, Miss Vixen, to what do I owe the pleasure? Has our illustrious leader sent you to check on my progress with dear Mystique Mirage?”


I nod, though it’s not entirely true. Mark didn’t send me, but the curiosity’s been eating at me. “Yeah, something like that. How’s it coming along?”


Dr. Mind sighs, setting down his tools with a clink. “Unfortunately, the French beauty’s grey matter has been scrambled beyond my current means of repair. However, I believe I may have an idea that could render her... serviceable for our needs.” His eyes glint with something that’s not quite hope, but maybe the next best thing.


I lean against a nearby table, only half-listening as I watch his hands deftly resume work on the device. “And what’s that you’re fiddling with?” I ask, nodding toward the gadget.


He holds it up, a small thing that could pass for an innocent remote. “A miniature ray gun,” he explains, “disguised as a garage door opener. Mark wishes to have something less conspicuous, easily carried.”


“Smart,” I mutter, though I can’t muster much enthusiasm. My mind’s churning with a heavier question. “Speaking of brains, how far does your knowledge about them go?”


Dr. Mind launches into a self-congratulatory rant about his unparalleled genius and unmatched understanding of the human psyche. I let him go on for a bit before I slice right through his monologue. “Can you make someone fall in love?”


He chuckles at that, giving me a look that’s all too teasing. “My dear, I didn’t take you for the romantic type.”


I roll my eyes, but there’s a knot in my stomach as I confess, “It’s not for me. Mark... he wants me to fall in love with him.”


Dr. Mind’s amusement fades, replaced by a more serious, calculating expression. “Love has never been my priority. Control, yes. Love, no. But for Mark...” He taps his chin thoughtfully. “Perhaps there’s a way to align your mind and heart in his direction.”


I find myself strangely excited at the prospect of loving Mark, the way my body tingles at the thought confirming the ray’s influence is strong. It’d make serving him easier, not that I’m struggling—the ray sees to that, keeping us all content in our servitude. Dr. Mind’s gaze is distant as he contemplates the challenge I’ve laid before him.


After a moment, he assures me he’ll dedicate time to my ‘little love problem’ once he’s done with his current project and Mystique Mirage’s fix. I’m about to leave, my mind racing with possibilities, when I remember something crucial.


“Wait, there’s more,” I say, turning back to him. “Mark wants me to desire him, sexually. And you know I’m all about the ladies.”


Dr. Mind laughs, a sound that’s a bit too knowing. “Love is complex, but lust? That’s simple to induce.”


My brows shoot up, surprised at his confidence. “Look, I wanna get hot for Mark, but I don’t wanna stop wanting women.”


He waves a hand dismissively. “Bisexuality is far easier to craft than flipping your sexual orientation. Besides, I suspect Mark would prefer you enjoy both. He does enjoy his… variety,” he chuckles.


I can’t help but crack a smirk, sensing a hint of something from Dr. Mind—not quite jealousy, but a desire, an envy of Mark’s position. I remember not so long ago when Dr. Mind had me under his control, right before Mark intervened, and I had the old villain’s dick in my mouth. “Maybe if you play your cards right, Mark might let you in on the fun,” I joke, then pause, realizing I might’ve just offered myself up on a silver platter.


The thought should repulse me, but instead, there’s a calm acceptance. If Mark commands it, I’d fuck Dr. Mind to please him, and that’s all there is to it.


Dr. Mind chuckles, clearly mulling over the tantalizing thought. “Do you truly believe that?” he questions, his curiosity piqued by the offer.


I nod, firm in my conviction. “Yeah, I do,” I assert, though part of me is relieved when he brushes it off, dedicated to what Mark wants above all else. “I would surely enjoy it,” Dr. Mind admits, “but only if I am confident that it aligns with Mark’s desires.”


With that, I excuse myself, my mind swirling with the complexities of my current situation. Ascending from the depths of the lab to the private quarters of my lair, I find Mark there, looking every bit the nerdy overlord in his big glasses.


“Where have you been?” he asks, his tone casual yet expectant. “Ready for today’s plans?”


He doesn’t need to say more. I know what he wants: Amber, the perfect girlfriend persona I’ve crafted for him. His parents still believe she’s real, and we’ve got a fancy dinner to attend—a weird double date with them.


Excitement bubbles within me at the thought of pleasing him, and without a word, I let my form shift. I’m suddenly shorter, my hair a vibrant red and cropped, my skin dotted with freckles, and my tits large, natural, and tempting. I’m Amber, innocent yet stunning, and the transformation sends a thrill through me.


Mark steps closer, his lips meeting my forehead in a tender kiss. “Perfect,” he murmurs with a satisfied smile. Hooking his arm with mine, we head out, ready to maintain the illusion of a perfect couple for one more night.
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Chapter 14 : French Mask


I’m standing in front of the mirror in one of the spacious changing rooms of my lair, a knot of nerves twisting in my stomach. Mark’s right beside me, offering reassurances in his own awkward, nerdy way.


“I’m shit at accents, especially French ones,” I grumble, my reflection frowning back at me.


“Just focus on the appearance first,” Mark advises, pushing up his glasses. “You nailed it when you became the perfect girlfriend for me. Remember?”


A chuckle escapes me as the memory floods in and I’m surprised to find a warm fondness for that time, despite the twisted circumstances. The lines between forced loyalty and genuine enjoyment blur uncomfortably in my mind.


On a whim, I let my form shift. My height shrinks, my skin lightens, and freckles dust across my nose. My hair lightens to a fiery red and cuts short, framing my face, while my eyes become a vibrant green. My chest swells, the weight of my new, big natural tits a familiar sensation. I turn to Mark, my voice altering to that smooth, gentle tone I used back then.


Mark’s eyes widen, and he gulps audibly, his arousal unmistakable. “We should visit my parents again soon,” he says, his voice tight. “They’ve been asking about you.”


“And I’d be happy to hang off your arm again,” I purr, the role settling over me like a second skin.


But then Mark clears his throat, pulling us back to the task at hand. “Focus, we need Mystique Mirage.”


I nod, letting the playful guise melt away. I watch in the mirror as my body elongates, my hair bleaching to a stunning platinum blonde that cascades down my back like a waterfall. My skin takes on a subtle tan, and my eyes shift to a hypnotic blue. The indigo bodysuit of Mystique Mirage wraps around my form, hugging every curve with a shimmer that makes it seem alive. Silver filigree snakes up my sides, and an elegant mask veils my eyes, leaving just enough mystery.


“There,” I say, my voice now carrying a hint of a French accent, though it’s not perfect. “How do I look?”


Mark steps back, eyeing me with a mix of admiration and calculation. “You look like her, but can you act like her?”


I clear my throat and try out Mystique’s voice, fumbling through a few sentences. It’s like trying to tune an instrument by ear, and I’m no virtuoso when it comes to accents. I keep at it, repeating phrases, tweaking the pitch, the cadence. Then, as I string together one long sentence, something clicks. It’s like my shapeshifter’s instinct finally syncs up with my vocal cords, and I’ve got it.


Mark’s staring at me with those wide eyes of his, and I can’t help but wonder if he’s getting turned on by the sight of me looking like the hot French super. The ray’s effects make me more than willing to give Mark what he wants, but does he want this?


I decide to just fucking ask him. “So, you fancy a go with me as Mystique Mirage, or you holding out for me to switch back?” I ask, eyebrows raised. “You haven’t fucked me in a while…”


He chuckles, a blush creeping up his neck. “Tempting as it is, the memories I have of her are a bit… disturbing. I’d rather have you in your natural glory—or as my cute redhead girlfriend,” he adds with that familiar, cheeky wink of his.


I nudge Mark playfully, my lips curling into a smirk. “How about we pencil in some quality time later today?” I suggest, and I’m genuinely pleased when he nods. It’s odd, considering I’m still very much into women—something that damn ray hasn’t changed—but I can’t shake the feeling of being a little left out with all the other hotties Mark’s got his hands on lately. Not to mention, there’s this gnawing desire to please him, and sex is one hell of an efficient way to do that.


The thought hits a little too close to home, mirroring the feedback loop that trapped Mystique Mirage. A shiver runs down my spine, but I shake it off and refocus on the task at hand.


With a sigh, I step out of the changing room and into the lab, Mark trailing behind me. The sight that greets me is both ridiculous and oddly heartwarming—a dozen Clonicas, all cheering and clapping. The cute Asian has pulled out all the stops, creating a one-woman fan club just for me.


I give them a bow, slipping into the role of the French seductress. “Merci, mes chéries, your support is très appreciated,” I say, my voice a sultry purr with just a touch of French flair. The Clonicas erupt into even louder cheers, and I can’t help but feel a bit of a thrill at playing the part so well.


Sienna strides over with Mystique Mirage’s smartphone in hand, a smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. “Here you go,” she says, handing me the device. “It’s unlocked, and all her social media accounts are ready for you.”


Taking the phone, I feel that familiar twinge of adrenaline, like I’m about to step onto a battlefield. Infiltrations are nothing new to me, but this… this is different. I scroll through the phone, finding the camera app and flipping it to selfie mode. The face of Mystique Mirage stares back at me, and I can’t help but marvel for a moment at the perfect illusion.


With a deep breath, I channel all those videos I’d studied of the French beauty, letting her mannerisms and poise seep into my bones. I hit record and flash the camera my most dazzling smile, the kind that’s made for the silver screen.


“Bonjour, my adoring fans,” I begin, my voice laced with that unmistakably French lilt. “I have some très exciting news! I have decided to join a new league here in Metrotown, and I must bid adieu to my tour. Merci to all the leagues who have offered me positions, and to the wonderful supers I’ve had the pleasure of meeting. But now, it’s time for a new adventure. So à bientôt, and stay fabulous!”


I end the recording with a flirty wink, the kind that Mystique Mirage would have nailed, and cut the feed. There’s a moment of silence before the Clonicas burst into applause, and I can’t help but feel a rush of pride. Mission fucking accomplished.


Mark’s eyes are practically glowing with pride. “You did great,” he tells me, and I can’t help feeling a little victorious at the praise.


“Let’s celebrate, then” I say, morphing into the redheaded girlfriend he loves so much. I even tweak her curves a bit more, nothing too drastic, but maybe enough to tip him over the edge.


He’s struggling to keep his composure now, and I can see the heat in his eyes. “Maybe you deserve a reward for a job well done,” he muses.


I cock an eyebrow, a playful smile on my lips. “Sounds more like a reward for you, doesn’t it? But I’m feeling generous today.”


Mark laughs, a sound that’s half embarrassment, half anticipation. “I’ll gladly accept that reward on your behalf,” he says, and then, with a mischievous glint in his eye, he adds, “Now, why don’t you get naked for me?”


The Clonicas, ever the crude bunch, holler from the sidelines. “Can we join in?” one of them shouts, but Mark shoots them down quick. “Why don’t you just play with yourselves?”


They don’t need telling twice, the sounds of their moans filling the lab as they get busy with their own bodies.


I start making my clothes vanish from the rest of me, but Mark stops me with a chuckle. “Do it the right way, strip for me.”


I’m about to remind him that these clothes are just an extension of my shapeshifting self, but fuck it, I go with it. I make a show of sliding each piece off, letting the material linger at the edge of existence before it disappears completely, garment by garment.


From the corner of my eye, I catch Sienna watching, her curiosity palpable. I wonder if she’s hoping for an invite or just enjoying the show.


As I pretend to drop the last piece of my shapeshifted clothes, standing in front of Mark completely bare, I can feel his eyes devouring the sight of me in my cute redhead girlfriend form. My large, natural tits stand perky and inviting, and my freckles seem to invite touches all over my smooth skin.


Mark can’t seem to contain himself; he strides toward me and his hands are instantly on me, groping my tits, causing a moan to escape my lips. It’s not arousal that wrings the sound from me—I’m still as gay as they come—but there’s a deep satisfaction in pleasing him that I can’t deny, a satisfaction that seems to grow stronger each time. I can’t help but wonder if all of us under Mark’s command are experiencing a watered-down version of Mystique Mirage’s mental rewiring. I make a mental note to keep an eye on that, just to be safe.


Then, without warning, he pushes me onto the cold ground of the lair. I gasp at the sudden chill, a giggle bubbling out of me despite the situation. He leans down, his breath hot against my ear, and whispers, “I’m going to fuck your pussy right here, right now.”


And fuck, if that isn’t exactly what I want him to do. My body may not crave him, but the desire to obey, to please him is overwhelming. “Then what are you waiting for?” I whisper back, spreading my legs in open invitation, ready for him to claim me as he pleases.


As Mark positions himself behind me, his cock slides into my pussy with a firm thrust, stretching me in that familiar, full way that makes my body react despite my mind’s protests. The drag of his dick in and out of me, the wet sound of our fucking, it’s all mechanical, but I can’t ignore the deep-rooted satisfaction I get from knowing I’m the cause of his grunts of pleasure. It’s a twisted feeling, one that’s got nothing to do with my own desire, but it’s there all the same, growing stronger with each thrust.


He’s panting now, leaning over me, and his hot breath fans my ear as he speaks, “I want something from you, Kat.”


“What is it?” I ask, desperate to fulfill whatever need he has, dutiful and eager.


“I want you to want me,” he gasps out between thrusts. “To love me.”


His words hit me like a ton of bricks. Fuck, that’s not something I can just pull out of my ass. My loyalty to him, that’s one thing, but love? Desire? I’m not wired for that, not when it comes to him. The ray compels me to please, but feelings aren’t so easily fabricated, not even for a shapeshifter. I’m dizzy with the conflict of it as he keeps moving inside me, his cock relentlessly fucking my pussy.


I glance over and catch Sienna’s eye. She’s biting her lip, clearly turned on by the sight of us. The Clonicas are a mess of limbs and moans, fucking each other without a care. It’s a scene straight out of a fever dream. But as Mark drives into me again, I can’t think about anything else but the here and now, the way he’s using my body, the way I’m wired to please. And if that’s what he wants, goddammit, I’ll give it my best shot.
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Chapter 13 : Feedback Loop


There we are, standing around the medical bed where Mystique Mirage lays strapped down, knocked out cold but looking like some twisted version of Sleeping Beauty. Dr. Mind is hovering over her, all those gadgets and gizmos I have collected over the years humming and flashing as they scan her brain. I can tell he has brought some of his own tech too, since he’s been on Mark’s team.


“It’s quite fascinating,” Dr. Mind mutters, more to himself than to anyone else, his eyes locked on the readouts.


Mark, who’s still looking a little pale and shaky, snaps, “Fascinating isn’t the word I’d use for almost getting my mind fucked out of my skull.”


The old villain, true to his gentleman villain shtick, offers a smooth apology. “I beg your pardon. It appears we’re dealing with a feedback loop.”


Clonica, who never had a filter to begin with, demands, “How about you skip the cryptic shit and spell it out for us?”


While I keep my eyes on Mirage’s still form, Dr. Mind explains. “Mystique Mirage possesses a latent form of passive mind control. It’s not something she can wield at will, but to create her illusions, she must tap into the minds around her. It’s a two-way street; she perceives minds to project into them.”


Mark’s frustration is palpable. “We had a rule about not fucking with mind readers.”


Dr. Mind continues, unphased by the interruption. “Her desire to please you was sexual in nature, and as she aroused you, she received that arousal back, reinforcing her actions. The ray has conditioned her to seek your pleasure, creating a loop. The more she satisfied you, the more she felt compelled to continue, escalating until… well, forever.”


I stand there, staring at the unconscious super, the pieces clicking together in my head. “So, her power to please got all tangled up in her head thanks to the ray, and she went haywire trying to make Mark happy,” I summarize, my tone laced with a mix of wonder and wariness.


Dr. Mind nods, confirming the twisted diagnosis. “Indeed, that’s what seems to have happened,” he says, adjusting his spectacles with the back of his gloved hand. Clonica, true to form, swears a streak that’d make a sailor blush, and I can’t help but frown at the entire mess.


Mark pushes his own nerdy glasses up the bridge of his nose. “So, how do we fix this?” he asks, the frustration clear in his voice.


I lean in, studying the sleeping form of Mystique Mirage. “Just how fucked up is she now?” I ask, my voice tight with concern.


Dr. Mind points to a monitor that might as well be displaying alien hieroglyphs for all the sense it makes to the rest of us. “It appears she’s… fried her brain, in layman’s terms. Or rather, her neural pathways have been rewired to seek that endless pleasure in Mark to the point of no return.”


Sienna, who’s been silent up until now, pipes up with a question. “What happens if we wake her up?”


Dr. Mind doesn’t miss a beat. “She’d likely continue to seek out sexual gratification for Mark until one or both of their brains couldn’t take it anymore.”


Clonica tries to lighten the mood with a crude joke about which brain would turn to mush first, but Mark’s stern look wipes the smirk right off her face. “Sorry, boss,” she says, suddenly serious. “Just trying to cut the tension, you know?”


I shake my head, looking down at Mystique. “Great, we’ve created a sexy French succubus.” I remember her schedule. “Shit, she’s supposed to be making the rounds to other leagues tomorrow.”


Mark catches my eye and smirks. “No need for a tour if she announces she’s joined our league.”


Confused, I start to ask how the hell she’s supposed to do that in her current state, but then it hits me. He’s looking at me with that grin, and I realize what he expects. I’m the shapeshifter here.


“Guess it’s time for me to put on a show,” I say, my voice a mix of resignation and a hint of excitement. “Volt Vixen, the master of masquerade, at your service.”


Mark chuckles but then turns towards Dr. Mind with a frown. “Doc, I don’t care how you do it, but you better fix Mystique asap!”
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Chapter 12 : Breaking the Spell


I’m waiting in the main hall of our not-so-humble lair when Mystique Mirage saunters through the door. She’s a sight for sore eyes, all elegance and mystery wrapped up in one hell of a package. Her costume clings to her like a second skin, a shimmering indigo bodysuit that seems to ripple with every movement, as if her very presence is an illusion. It’s accentuated with silver filigree that traces up her sides, highlighting her curves in a way that’s damn near hypnotic. Her mask is a simple, elegant design that covers her eyes, leaving just enough to the imagination while her long, platinum blonde hair cascades down her back.


“Mystique, ma chérie, welcome to our lair,” I greet her with a grin, feeling the familiar spark of electricity at the sight of an old friend. She’s got that air of French sophistication, looking like she stepped out of a high-class soirée instead of the gritty streets of a U.S. city.


“Katrina, it is always a pleasure,” she replies with a soft smile, her accent wrapping around each word like a caress. “Though I must confess, your invitation was unexpected. I have been approached by… more established leagues.” She gives a delicate shrug, her poise unshakable.


I lead her to the meeting room, the door sliding open with a hiss. “I know we’re the new kids on the block, but trust me, we’ve got potential,” I say, feeling the buzz of anticipation.


Inside, Mark stands up from the table, his big glasses almost comically large on his face and that nerdy charm turned up to eleven in his awkwardly fitted suit. “Mystique Mirage, it’s an honor,” he says with an earnestness that’s borderline adorable. “I’m Mark, co-founder and investor of what we’re hoping will become the next big thing in super leagues.”


Mystique extends a hand, her movements still graceful despite the informal setting. “Enchantée, Mark. Your vision for this league is… intriguing,” she says, her gaze flickering between us. “I am curious to see what you have planned.”


I cut in before Mark can nerd out too hard. “We’re aiming for power, versatility, and a dash of sex appeal,” I say, winking at Mystique. “You fit the bill perfectly, and your illusions could be a game-changer for us.”


She laughs, a sound as melodic as it is genuine. “Flattery will get you everywhere, ma chérie. But I will need more than sweet talk to be convinced.”


Mark nods, eager. “Of course, we’ll give you all the details. And don’t worry, we’ve got more than just talk to impress you.” He’s trying for suave, but the guy’s got all the smoothness of a brick wall. Still, if our little plan works as expected, it wont matter.


I slip away from Mystique Mirage with a nod and a smile, leaving her with Mark in the meeting room. Climbing the stairs, I can feel the tension in my gut, the same kind of buzz before a lightning strike. I find Dr. Mind upstairs, his eyes glued to a small monitor that’s wired to a discreet camera in the room below.


The hole in the wall is barely noticeable, but through it, he’s got a clear shot at Mystique. He’s holding his latest contraption, the new and improved ray gun, all sleek and silent. He doesn’t even need to whisper a countdown; his smirk tells me it’s go time.


Downstairs, Mark is doing his damnedest to keep Mystique occupied, talking her ear off about his big plans for the league. He’s as subtle as a sledgehammer, but it doesn’t matter. Mystique’s eyes suddenly sharpen on him, her expression shifting from polite interest to a dazed confusion.


“Mark, if it is your wish for me to join, bien sûr, I will,” she murmurs, her voice taking on a sultry note that wasn’t there before. Mark practically beams, and I can see the victory in his posture.


“And is there… anything else I can do for you?” Mystique’s words are heavy with a new intent, her body language shifting to something more inviting, more eager to please. She’s under, all right.


I turn to Dr. Mind, giving him a nod. “Impressive gadget, Doc.”


With his usual grandiose flair, he responds, “Thank you, Katrina. It is but a testament to my unparalleled genius.”


I can’t help but roll my eyes at his ego-stroking, but I can’t argue with results. Mystique Mirage, a super capable of creating flawless illusions, now stands ready to serve our cause. And if the look in her eyes is anything to go by, she’s ready to use all her assets for Mark’s satisfaction.


I make my way back downstairs, the hum of electricity under my skin a steady reminder of the charged situation. As I step into the meeting room, I catch the tail end of Mark’s awkward explanation to Mystique Mirage about her sudden and involuntary induction into our ranks.


Mystique turns to me, a playful smirk on her full lips. “Katrina, chérie, did you lure me into a trap?” she teases, her eyes alight with faux betrayal. “And here I thought we were amies.”


I tense up, ready for a fight or flight, but then I remember: she’s one of us now. She can’t be pissed, not really. “Looks like you’re caught in the web, Mirage,” I reply, my voice steady.


She chuckles, the sound rich and throaty. “I suppose I might have to suck Mark’s cock now, non?” The joke lands with the precision of a well-aimed dagger, and she follows it up with a sudden, serious tilt of her head towards Mark. “Would you like that, monsieur?”


Mark’s face turns a shade that’d make a ripe tomato jealous, his mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. I can’t help but laugh, breaking the tension. “I’d bet my last bolt he’d love that, Mirage. And if you need some privacy, I can make myself scarce.”


Mark scoffs, regaining some composure. “Maybe later,” he manages to get out, clearing his throat. “But right now, we’ve got a briefing to get through.”


Mark, still a bit red in the face, turns back to Mystique Mirage. “You’re essential to giving our league credibility,” he tells her, trying to regain his professional demeanor. “You’re the first high-level super we’re inviting to join.”


Mystique finds that more than amusing, and she glances down at her own body as if she’s just realized how it curves and swells in all the right places. “Ah, I see,” she purrs. “You are also recruiting based on looks, n’est-ce pas?”


Mark’s blush deepens, and he stammers for a moment before recovering. “It’s not just about attractiveness. It’s about protecting me and my… new assets.”


With a playful giggle, Mystique Mirage runs her hands provocatively over her ample breasts, which strain against the fabric of her suit. Her powers kick in, and suddenly erotic moans fill the air, accompanied by vivid images of her body in various states of undress. “Like these assets?” she teases, her eyes locked on Mark.


I watch, a frown pulling at my lips. I’m conflicted. On one hand, Mirage seems pretty goddamn eager to please, using her powers to create a sensual display that’s obviously working on Mark. On the other, I’ve got orders to keep this meeting on track, and right now, we’re derailing faster than a bullet train. With a throat-clearing cough from me, Mirage halts her display, and the room returns to normal.


Taking a moment to adjust himself, Mark quickly switches gears back to business. “You’ve met a lot of supers on your league tour. We’re hoping you can introduce us to more—bring them in,” he says with a forced steadiness.


Mystique smiles coyly, her voice dripping with implications. “I’d have no problem bringing in some hot, and of course, powerful supers,” she assures him. “Is that why I am the first to be recruited, monsieur?”


I jump in before Mark can respond, my tone matter-of-fact. “Technically, Clonica’s our first recruit. But I can tell that you’re going to be a great second.”


Mark nods at Mystique Mirage, his voice steady despite the earlier fluster. “Vixen will provide you with the list of supers we’re targeting,” he explains. “But it’s crucial you keep the… nature of your recruitment to yourself.”


Mystique’s lips curl into a mischievous smile, and she leans forward, her breasts pressing against the tight fabric of her suit. “I would never do anything to deprive you of your new toy,” she purrs, her gaze fixed on Mark, obviously referring to herself.


I’m standing there, trying not to let my unease show. The first time I came to Mark, spilling out my newfound loyalty, there was a part of me that was eager to please him in any way he desired. But watching Mystique now, I can’t shake the feeling that her eagerness is cranked up to an eleven. She’s always been a seductress, using her charm like a weapon, but this… this is something else.


As if on cue, Mystique turns to me, her smile as intoxicating as a fine wine. “I will wait with anticipation for your list, ma chérie,” she says. Mark chimes in, “While your loyalty is to me, you’ll be working under Vixen’s command for this operation.”


Mystique’s laugh is light, tinged with seduction. “Quelle chance, Katrina,” she teases, tossing me a wink. “I seem to remember you have a penchant for beautiful women, oui?”


The room seems to grow hotter, and I feel a tightness in my chest that’s got nothing to do with my suit. The thought of ordering Mystique to her knees, to see her between my legs, sends a jolt of electricity down my spine. I shake off the thought; there’s a time and place, and this ain’t it.


As Mark turns to leave, Mystique Mirage’s eyes feast on him with an intensity that’s hard to ignore. He pauses, sensing her gaze, and turns back with a question that hangs heavy in the air. “Would you like to join me in my bedroom?” he asks, his voice a low murmur.


Mystique Mirage responds with an innocence that’s anything but, her eyes twinkling with mischief. “Would you like me to join you in your bedroom?” Her powers activate, and the room is suddenly filled with erotic images: visions of her naked, writhing body; her lips wrapped around a cock; her hands bound as she’s taken from behind. The illusions are vivid, leaving nothing to the imagination, and it’s clear she’s more than willing to indulge him.


Mark’s gaze flickers to me, and I lean back against the wall, a smirk playing on my lips. “Do you want me to join as well?” I ask clearly, shifting my form subtly, enhancing my curves in a futile attempt to compete with Mystique’s allure.


He hesitates for a fraction of a second before his eyes lock with Mystique’s, who bites her lower lip in anticipation. “Vixen, you have work to do,” he says, his voice firm.


I watch them leave, Mystique Mirage’s hand sliding around Mark’s arm, pressing her body against his side. A twinge of something—jealousy, maybe?—tugs at my chest, and I have to admit, there’s a part of me that’s not thrilled about it. But as they disappear from view, there’s a warmth that spreads through me, thinking about Mark getting the relief he craves. I have to thank the damn mind control ray for making me feel good about his satisfaction.


I step back into the living room of the lair, my eyes instantly drawn to the peculiar sight before me. Two identical figures, both Clonica, are hunched over a chessboard, their fingers deftly moving pieces in a silent battle of wits. My eyebrow arches in curiosity; it’s not every day you see someone playing chess against themselves in such a straightforward way.


One of the Asian supers glances up, catching my intrigued gaze. “Each Clonica is her own person once we split,” she explains, her voice laced with her usual raw vulgarity. “It’s fucking handy for shit like this. We play, we learn, and when we merge back together, we remember it all.”


The other clone adds with a sly grin, “It’s also kick-ass for sex, as you might have noticed.”


I chuckle, can’t help but be curious about the mechanics of it all. “So how do you know which one of you is the original? And how long can you Clonicas exist apart before you start going all Sybil on us?”


They both shrug in unison, a mirrored gesture that’s almost comical. “There’s no ‘original’ as far as we can tell,” one says. “We can stay separate indefinitely, but we’d start to differ more over time with different experiences. We don’t usually let it get to that point.”


“Speaking of,” I ask, leaning against the wall with a casual air, “are all Clonicas accounted for?”


The atmosphere shifts, a hint of somberness slipping in as they recount the tale. “Ten years ago, one of us, during some rebellious teen phase, fucked off and never came back. We figure she’s dead since we haven’t heard squat.”


Dead or not, it’s a hell of a thing to consider—the idea of a part of you wandering out there, living a life, dying a death, all separate from the you that’s standing here. It’s the kind of shit that can give you an existential crisis if you think too hard on it.


The unmistakable cacophony of sex spills out from the bedroom adjacent to the living room, where I’ve just been chatting with the Clonicas. Moans, groans, and the rhythmic sound of flesh slapping against flesh make it unmistakably clear what’s happening beyond the thin wall. The noises multiply, echoing around us with such intensity and variety that it’s impossible to believe they’re all coming from just Mark and Mystique Mirage.


The two Clonicas exchange a knowing glance and chuckle. “Seems like the newcomer’s fitting in,” one comments, her eyes sparkling with mischief.


The other doesn’t wait for me to chime in, her voice teasing as she adds, “Sounds like Mark’s fitting inside Mystique Mirage quite nicely.”


I shoot back a jest, but there’s an edge of discomfort in my tone. “Yeah, but she’s maybe a tad too… dedicated for my taste…”


One clone cocks her head, her eyes narrowing slightly. “You reckon she’s fucking with us somehow? Despite getting zapped by the ray and all that shit?”


The second Clonica pipes up, her tone curious. “You think the new ray Doc cooked up might be a bit too… efficient?”


I pause, my ears picking up a sound that cuts through the symphony of sex coming from the bedroom next to us. A scream? No, it can’t be—not with all that pleasure-filled noise. But then I see it, one of the Clonicas cocking an eyebrow, her attention snagged by the same thing. The other Clonica, oblivious, makes her move on the chessboard, then looks up, catching the alarmed expression on her twin’s face and mine.


“What’s up with you two?” she asks, just as the sound comes again, unmistakable this time. It’s Mark, and it’s definitely not a moan of pleasure.


We don’t hesitate, the three of us. I bark into my communicator, “Sienna, get your ass here, now!” and we’re moving, charging towards the bedroom. The door bursts open under our combined force, and we’re hit with a scene that’s straight out of some twisted, erotic fever dream.


The bedroom has transformed into a tropical beach, but not one you’d ever want to vacation on. Every element of the landscape is constructed of writhing sexual organs—palm trees with phallic trunks and leaves that quiver like clits in the breeze, the sand a mosaic of flesh, waves crashing with the wet slap of skin on skin. The air is thick with a chorus of moans so loud, it’s a wonder the entire lair isn’t vibrating.


At the center of this carnal chaos is Mystique Mirage—or rather, an army of her—all on their knees, surrounding a wide-eyed Mark. They’re a desperate sea of Mirages, each one begging, pleading to serve him, to drown him in more pleasure, their voices laced with insatiable need.


“Please, monsieur, let us make you feel good,” they cry, each clone a mirror of desire.


Mark looks like he’s two seconds from being swallowed whole by the illusions, and it’s up to us to snap him back to reality.


Despite the gravity of the situation, I can’t deny the surge of arousal that courses through me, the environment tickling at the edges of my desire. But is it me, or Mirage’s powers worming their way into my mind?


The Clonicas and I stumble through the phantasmagoria, the real furniture of the bedroom colliding with our limbs, sometimes taking on the form of Mirage’s sexual beach, other times invisible beneath the veil of her powers. We finally reach the horde of naked French seductresses crowding around Mark, only to find that each Mirage we lunge for is nothing but a mirage, vanishing at our touch.


“Got the bitch!” one Clonica exclaims, and we converge on her. I reach out, my hand closing on the real Mirage’s flesh, and with a surge of my super strength, I knock her out cold.


Her illusions wail at us in a final, erotic display of near cosmic horror, then fade, leaving us standing in Mark’s actual bedroom. It’s a mess—clothes strewn everywhere, bedsheets twisted. Clonicas stand scattered, gawking at the sudden return to reality. I’m towering over Mystique Mirage’s unconscious body, and there’s Mark, naked and gasping for breath, trying to regain his bearings after the ordeal. It’s over, but the echo of that moaning beach lingers in my ears.


One of the Clonicas, tucked away in a corner, snaps her attention to Mark. “You alright, boss? What the fuck was that all about?” she demands, her tone sharp with concern.


My gaze is locked on the still form of Mystique Mirage. I’m kicking myself internally, my instincts had been screaming that something was off with that French bitch. Should’ve listened, I think, my gut churning with a mix of anger and confusion.


Mark, still catching his breath, pieces his thoughts together. “At first, it was all good, hot even,” he begins, his voice shaky. “But after I came the second time, she… she wouldn’t stop. She kept conjuring up these visions, more intense each time, to get me ready again.” He swallows hard, the fear still evident in his eyes. “I felt like I was losing my fucking mind. It was like she was in there, poking around, making me crave her endlessly. And the more I wanted her, the more she cranked it up, until I couldn’t take it anymore. I just remember screaming as I felt my sanity slipping away.”


Sienna, my fiery redhead assistant, is now standing under the doorway, her eyes wide as she takes in the scene. “Something’s not right,” she says, pointing out the obvious. “Something must’ve gone wrong with the ray.”


Pissed off and on edge, I snap, “Where the hell is Dr. Mind?” My voice echoes in the now silent room, the urgency clear. Something’s fucked up, and we need answers, fast.
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