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Night Owl & The Sparrow

By C.C. Winters

Alfie’s pretty sure he was born unlucky. Not only was he kicked out of the house the day he turned eighteen, but while trying to steal enough food to avoid starving he’s caught red-handed by The Sparrow—one half of the dynamic duo that spends their nights watching over New Haven.

To his surprise she generously offers him a place to stay, letting him crash with herself and the surly, statuesque Night Owl. He finds purpose in helping the heroes do their job, and more than that he begins to truly care for the women who shelter him.

But a dangerous villain has a dangerous plan and time is quickly running out to stop them. Can he do anything to help the heroes save the city? Even if it’s just offering his body to the women as stress relief?


Chapter 1

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She had a cock twice as large as my own.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What’s this?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What the hell?” I murmured.

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

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

“Where am I?”

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

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

“Welcome to the Owlcove.”

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

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

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

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

“Why?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She was gone.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Does she always assault people for no reason?”

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

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

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

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

“Are you sure?”

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

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

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

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

“I can’t take your bed.”

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

“Guest wing?”

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2

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

Right. Fake digital window. Sparrow’s room.

Owlcove.

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

I’d been asleep for twelve hours.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Where’s, um, Night Owl?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The place was kind of a pig-sty.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Whoa, what the hell?” she gasped.

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

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

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

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

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

My jaw dropped. “…What?”

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

“Are you saying she trusts me?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I had a home now.


Chapter 3

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Why didn’t you ask me to help?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Can I maybe fuck you?”

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

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

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

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

My cheeks flamed. “Um, thanks.”

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

“Okay?” she asked, stopping completely.

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

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

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

“Is that bad?”

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

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

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

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

“Still okay?” she asked.

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

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

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

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

Hard.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

❈ ❈ ❈

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

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

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

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

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

“Help me to the infirmary,” she growled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What are you doing?”

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

“How do you know that?”

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

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

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

“Smart man,” she said.

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

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

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

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

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

“You stayed,” she said.

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

“Did you read that in my library too?”

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

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

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

“That’s…that’s amazing,” I said.

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

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

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

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

“What about it?” I asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 4

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hey, no, what’s wrong?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My eyes widened. “Why?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That’s enough,” she said.

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

She snorted at that, though she did allow herself to calm down enough to let me work. I dug my hands into her tight muscles and she groaned softly, letting her head fall forward to give me easier access. In a matter of minutes, she was well and truly relaxed and I tried not to look as smug as I felt.

My jaw fell open a bit when I saw the outline of something large growing in her underwear. I didn’t need a ruler to know that it was clearly bigger than Sparrow’s, and suddenly I was struck with inspiration. There was another thing I could do for her that might help take her mind off of the horrors she’d just witnessed.

Almost of its own accord, my hand slipped around her body to grip the thick shaft of her cock and feel its warmth through the thin spandex of her underwear. I only managed to give it two or three solid strokes before her hand went to my wrist to stop me. She stared hard at me like she was trying to gauge my intentions, and she must’ve seen what she was looking for because she slowly let my arm go.

With her tacit approval I began to fondle her more earnestly, moving in front of her to gain better access to her dick. Her breath came faster the quicker I stroked and she leaned forward to press her lips into my neck, sending a pleasurable tingle down my spine. My hands almost instinctively went to her underwear, and without wasting any time she helped me shuck them down her legs.

Now freed from its confines her large dick almost smacked me in the face. Unlike Sparrow’s it was ramrod straight, and what it lacked in thickness it more than made up for in length. I could still just barely fit my hand around its base, the heat from it scalding against the palm of my hand, and I only gave her the barest of blowjobs before my hand was reaching into my pocket for lube.

I’d taken to keeping some of it on me at all times because of how often Rachel was raring to go, and when Brenda saw it she growled. She all but snatched the little vial from my fingers and shoved me onto my stomach on her large bed where I landed with a soft ‘oomph.’ My pants and underwear were gone soon after, and then she was unceremoniously shoving a lubed-up finger deep into my ass. I groaned against the intrusion, and right as I’d finally adjusted to the thick digit a second followed to loosen me up further.

She removed her fingers after a while and seemed to hesitate, like she was having second thoughts about what she was going to do, so even though it made me blush I wiggled my naked ass in a way that I hoped was enticing.

I grinned when I felt one of her large hands grip my hip, and next I felt the bulbous head of her cock rubbing against my slick butthole. With a final push she forced herself inside to draw a strangled groan from my lips, and though didn’t feel good—she was bigger than Sparrow, and rougher, too—I felt warm and full as she hilted herself in one smooth, steady movement.

I liked feeling her breasts pressed against my back and her hot breath on my neck as she leaned forward to wrap her arms tightly around my stomach. Almost immediately Brenda began to move, her hips clapping against my ass as she started mindlessly pounding away. She was just taking, and strangely…I kind of liked it. I didn’t want to examine why I relished being used as a sex toy solely for her pleasure, so instead I focused on the feeling of her thick cock digging into the deepest parts of me.

Her hips didn’t slow for a single second, slapping against me in a steady, sweaty cadence. The stronger her thrusts became the louder I moaned until she had no choice but to put a hand over my mouth to keep me quiet lest Rachel hears despite the soundproofing in the room.

In the end she didn’t last very long at all. After a few more erratic stabs she gripped my hips hard enough to bruise and growled before flooding me with molten warmth. Her breath came in harsh pants as she shuddered through the last of her orgasm, and with a final hitched sigh she pulled her deflating dick out of me with a wet ‘schlop’.

She stuffed herself back into her underwear while I languished in the feeling of her thick creamy load dripping down the backs of my thighs. From my heavily lidded eyes I noticed that there was a distinct lack of tension in her shoulders now, and even though I hadn’t cum I felt satisfied that I’d accomplished that at least.

Her eyes landed on me then, her gaze vaguely ashamed. “I…I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be. I came on to you, remember?” I said, pulling my pants back up and turning to face her. I’d definitely have to shower and change soon—her cum was really starting to feel uncomfortable—but first I wrapped my arms around her, pressing my face into her chest. “Anytime you need it you can just call me. Okay?”

Brenda shook her head and shrugged me off. “It won’t happen again.” She gently pushed me away and strode out of the room, though I couldn’t help but notice that her head was held high and that her steps were noticeably lighter.


Chapter 5

It was all hands on deck after that. Night Owl and Sparrow were both putting in long hours out on patrol, and any free time I’d had was a distant memory between my normal chores and the shifts I was taking monitoring the supercomputer for any sign of Marymaker. Somehow the villain was managing to stay under even Brenda’s radar, which given her extensive resources was rather impressive.

Most interesting though were the changes I saw in Rachel. She’d been a bit flighty ever since I’d met her, kind of like a…well, like a Sparrow, but now she was laser-focused on her work. Every spare minute she had was spent either out on patrol or investigating leads, and it motivated me to do a little more too even as I found myself missing her attentions.

I was in the workshop bent over one of their broken taser wings—a small, wing-shaped device that shocked anyone it came into contact with—when Brenda strode into the room, her ever-present thermos in hand. She’d been avoiding me somewhat ever since we’d had sex so I was a little surprised that she was seeking me out now.

“How’s it coming?” she asked, stopping right behind me.

It was nerve-wracking having her stand so close, and I swallowed before speaking. “Just finished fixing the issue with it not holding a charge.”

“It’s good work,” she said, leaning her head over my shoulder to scrutinize it further. She was so close that I could smell the coffee on her breath now, her proximity sending goosebumps down my spine.

“Thanks. Figuring out what was going on with the circuitry took me a while.” Her strong arms wrapped around my stomach as she rested her chin on my shoulder, and my heart jumped. “Um…”

“I just want to watch.”

I didn’t know why she needed to hug me to watch me work but I shrugged anyway. “Oh. Sure.” I cleared my throat and tried to focus on my task but it was extremely hard with her breasts pressed against my back and her fingers rubbing against my belly. She clearly wanted something though I couldn’t imagine what, and after a few minutes of silence, she sighed.

“About last week. I was in an…unusual state. I’m normally more in control of myself.”

If I squinted her words could’ve possibly been construed as an apology, and I snorted. “You and Rachel both seem to think I’m some wilting flower being taken advantage of, but you’re gorgeous women. If sleeping with you two is the worst thing that happens to me, my life is pretty amazing.”

The arms squeezing me relaxed somewhat, and her breath tickled my neck as she sighed. I craned my head to look at her, and when she met my gaze I kissed her.

She seemed surprised, which surprised me since I’d thought it was what she was angling for but apparently not. She quickly became aggressive though, leaning forward to roughly attack my lips with her own. The soft smacking of our lips echoed in the relative silence of the room, and I moaned as she slipped a hand beneath my shirt to gently scrape her nails against my chest. My dick grew to pitch a small tent in my jeans, and I was just starting to get into it when she abruptly pulled away to stand.

“When you’re done with that I want you to take a look at the grappling hooks. I think if we can increase the torque on those by ten to fifteen percent we can get a few extra meters of distance.”

It was jarring to me how quickly she slipped back into business mode but I nodded, already running through ideas on how to do as she’d asked. It was a step up from the simple maintenance she’d had me doing until now and I was amazed she trusted me enough to actually attempt to improve one of their most used and important tools.

“Good. I look forward to the results.” She left as quickly as she’d come, leaving me confused and horny. I didn’t want to think too highly of myself by assuming that she actually cared about me, but it was the only theory that made any sense. Why else would she bother giving me what was basically an apology?

Rachel came in fifteen or so minutes later, looking just as puzzled as I felt.

“What did you do to Brenda?” she asked, pushing herself up to sit on an empty space on my worktable. She crossed her long smooth legs in front of me, and it was a struggle not to stare in my current horny state.

“What do you mean?”

“She complimented me just now. Said she appreciated how much effort I was putting into finding Marymaker.” She stared hard at me, taking in my kiss bruised lips and flushed cheeks, and then her eyes widened. “Oh my god you totally fucked her.”

“Is that okay?” I asked, worried she’d be upset.

Instead, she shook her head and grinned. “Are you kidding? It’s great! God, she probably hadn’t gotten laid in years.” Rachel paused then, her face screwing up in distaste. “Well, there was that one rat-themed thief she had this weird sexual tension with but I don’t think they actually fucked. I hope not, anyway.”

“Glad I could help, I guess.”

She kicked her heels against the side of my workstation for a few seconds, looking a bit anxious, and then glanced away from me. “You know, B really likes you.”

“Does she?” I asked, unconvinced.

“Totally! She’s warming up to you so much faster than she did me. I’m a little jealous.”

Her tone was light and jokey like usual but I could detect some truth in her words. I didn’t doubt for a minute that Brenda cared for Rachel—they’d been together for over a decade at this point—though sometimes their relationship seemed more professional than family-like. It couldn’t have been easy growing up with someone who saw you as an employee rather than a daughter half the time.

“I mean, you were a child when she adopted you, right? She’d probably been by herself up until that point so she didn’t know how to let another person in, let alone a kid. You softened her up for me.”

Sparrow positively beamed at that. “I guess you’re right.”

“Besides, I’m not even sure she likes me all that much,” I added as an afterthought. “She was just stressed because Marymaker’s deadline is coming up fast and needed me to take the edge off.”

Rachel paused and cocked her head, staring at me with a look of absolute pity. “You’re kinda dumb sometimes, aren’t you?”

I scowled playfully but didn’t get a chance to respond as the intercom in the room crackled to life with Brenda’s voice:

“Alfie and Sparrow to mission control.”

Rachel and I glanced worriedly at each other. Brenda never called for the both of us, so whatever she had to tell us was either really important or really bad. We quickly made our way over to meet her, and I could only hope that no one else had died.

Brenda motioned us over to the computer as soon as we stepped through the door. “We’re starting patrol early tonight. There are less than twenty-four hours left before Marymaker’s deadline and I believe I’ve managed to triangulate the general area of her operation.” She zoomed in on the map currently on the large screen and my jaw dropped.

“That’s where I used to live! I know that entire area like the back of my hand,” I said, taking in the familiar landscape with wide eyes.

“Yes, that’s why I called for you. Any insight you can offer would be helpful.”

“Definitely, anything you need, but I should be out there too. That’s my neighborhood. Dozens of people I know will die if we don’t stop Marymaker, so if anything fishy’s going down I can suss it out. Besides, Marymaker probably knows that you two only go out at night and that you’ll only be monitoring things from the rooftops. I can be out in the daytime looking at things from the ground. I’m really good at being ignored.”

Rachel seemed to be considering the idea but Brenda was shaking her head before I even finished my sentence.

“No. It’s too dangerous.”

My face dropped into a frown. “Believe it or not, I was taking care of myself just fine before I met you.“

“I didn’t realize getting knocked around every day constituted taking care of yourself.” Brenda’s eyes widened like she herself was surprised by the incredibly shitty thing she’d said, but she didn’t apologize. ”A civilian shouldn’t be out in the field, especially not if Marymaker’s out there. That’s final.”

I stubbornly set my jaw. I wanted to listen to Brenda, but Marymaker was in my neighborhood and the place where I’d grown up would be ground zero for the attack. I thought of my old neighbors, of the people just trying to get by and struggling enough as it is, and immediately knew what I had to do.

No matter what she said, I was going back to the neighborhood.

❈ ❈ ❈

They started their patrol an hour later, and thirty minutes after that I was dressed in my old baggy clothes and ready to hit the streets myself. I wrote a note letting them know I was out getting supplies—not a total lie because I was actually planning to swing by Wademart on the way home—and took one of the cheaper cars back towards my old neighborhood. I parked at a Wademart the next borough over and then traveled the rest of the way on foot from there.

It felt strange to be back in the old neighborhood after months of being away, and unsurprisingly nothing had really changed. No one really gave me a second glance in my grungy, baggy clothing which is exactly what I’d wanted and expected.

During the first couple of hours of walking around I had no luck. The same people were doing the same things at the same time, and nothing stood out to me as strange or out of place. Even my old house looked the same save for being much more overgrown without me there to take care of the yard, and I quickly walked past just in case my asshole father happened to be home and saw me.

But right as the sun was setting I spotted a stranger in a patchy blue suit moving with a purpose that the people in my neighborhood just didn’t have and immediately I rushed to tail him. Everything about him was off for this area, and when you were on the streets for as long as I’d been you started to get a pretty good sense of who did and didn’t belong.

I quickly followed him as he turned down one alley and then another, and for a moment I was worried he’d noticed my presence and was trying to lose me in the maze of the backstreets or lead me into a trap. I reached my hand into my pocket for one of the taser wings just in case I needed it to protect myself and forged ahead.

Luckily he really didn’t seem to notice that I was there as he eventually led me to the old meat processing plant, because of course she was hiding out in an abandoned factory. I fought the grin threatening to spread across my face. I’d done it. In only a few short hours I’d found her hideout when Night Owl and Sparrow couldn’t.

I silently turned to head back and radio the women, eager to share what I’d found so that the city could put this Marymaker thing behind us once and for all only to run face-first into a solid bulk of muscle.

“You lost, little boy?” the huge man asked, his manic grin revealing yellowed crooked teeth.

Another man appeared from my left, and I wondered how the hell I’d missed them given their size. “You sure that’s a boy?” he chortled.

“I’m just looking for a place to sleep tonight,” I said. I tried to look as small and pathetic as possible which was easy given that both men dwarfed me.

“What do we think, guys?” he asked into the air around him, and more goons began to creep out of the alleyways until I was surrounded by five of them. All were in strange patchwork suits, and all of them had similarly crazed smiles. Whatever drug they were on had a hell of a side effect.

I could tell I wasn’t getting out of this with words alone and so I sprang into action first. I kneed the guy in front of me in the groin to send him falling to his knees and headbutted him with my forehead on his way down, and just like that he was unconscious.

Next I tripped the guy rushing me from behind, and as he toppled forward I threw my elbow back to send it smashing into his nose. Warm blood gushed out, and while he was holding his bleeding face I pushed him hard to send him crashing into a cluster of garbage cans.

I whirled to face the remaining three guys and was met by a fist that I ducked out of the way by the skin of my teeth. After sparring with Sparrow for so many weeks my reflexes were a little better and these guys were big and slow besides, but unfortunately, there were just too many of them.

I was punched hard in the stomach, and immediately all of the fight left me along with my breath. I went limp and fell to the ground, only to be picked up by the throat by the guy whose nose I’d probably broken. It didn’t help my breathing any, and I clawed desperately at his fingers to no avail.

“Little shit, I’d kill you right now if Marymaker didn’t want us to bring you to her. It’ll be fun to see what she does to you though,” he said, his crazed grin returning even as blood ran into his mouth.

They bodily dragged me into the building’s decrepit lobby and over to an old elevator that took us up four stories, and when it opened I was prodded along a rather precarious-looking walkway. In the middle of it I could see a lanky figure standing there, and when she turned to look at us I gasped.

I didn’t know what I’d expected Marymaker to look like, but what met me was a woman with pale, ghostly white skin and wild, curly bright orange hair that stuck up all over the place. Two spots of red blush painted her cheeks along with a spot on her nose to match, and she was wearing an ill-fitting electric blue and white gingham pantsuit. Overall she looked a hell of a lot like a psychopathic Raggedy Ann doll, even down to her beady, empty black eyes.

“What do we have here? A spy?” she asked, grinning at me with the same yellowed smile of her goons.

I licked my dry lips, my mind running a mile a minute as I tried to think of what to say to talk myself out of the situation. “I…I’m homeless and was just looking for a place to sleep. I didn’t know anyone else was here.”

“Really now? And yet you managed to hold your own against five men twice your size. Hmm, suspicious, suspicious!”

The man on my right grunted and wrenched my arm harder, drawing a strangled cry from my throat. “He just got a lucky shot in, boss. Kid’s quicker than he looks. We should kill him now and be done with it.”

A loud bang rang out then, and something warm and wet splashed against my face. It took me a moment to figure out what had happened, and I belatedly realized that I was covered in the man’s blood. She’d shot her own henchman right through the face, and a dull thump sounded from below as his lifeless body hit the ground.

I hadn’t even seen her pull the gun.

“Being rude to my guest is a big no-no! What if you had hurt him?” she angrily shouted down at the very dead man. She turned back to me and her fingers lifted my chin with a wide, excited smile. “Only I get to hurt the little spy.” She licked her lips and I shuddered. Rachel had called her a psychopath, but that seemed like the understatement of the year somehow.

It was clear that my cover was blown, so my only plan now was to keep her talking and buy myself some time to figure a way out. “Why are you doing this? What have the people here ever done to you?” I asked angrily.

The woman shook her head, wild curls swishing around her head. “No, no, no, you misunderstand my little spy-oh-my! I’m not trying to hurt them, I’m bringing them together by uniting them against a common enemy. The ones who survive, anyway.” She giggled to herself, and I blanched.

“Holy shit, you are crazy.”

The hand holding the gun shot out to backhand me across the cheek, sparking a blossom of pain on the side of my face. “I’m crazy? You’re crazy for being okay with how things are! The people are suffering and these…these billionaires who build their homeless shelters and orphanages and charity foundations with their names plastered all over them don’t care. Think about it; do those things actually help the little guy? No! Everything they do is a way for them to pat themselves on the back and feel like they’re doing something because they’re not willing to get their hands dirty to get to the root of the problem. Sometimes I feel like Night Owl is the only one who understands me. What we do is such thankless work,” she sighed.

“There isn’t a better way you could think of to help? Something that doesn’t involve killing thousands?”

Marymaker shook her head. “You have no vision, child! No sense of pizazz! No panache! Don’t you get it? It has to be a spectacle. It has to hurt. Every major change in the past has only come about after the death of hundreds, or thousands, or hundreds of thousands. I’m what New Haven needs, not Brenda Wade! This cursed ground shall finally be cleansed by mine hands, and from the ashes, a new New Haven shall arise! A little bit of temporary pain is worth that, wouldn’t you agree?”

I didn’t know what was past insanity, but whatever it was Marymaker fit the bill perfectly. “Murdering children isn’t what I’d call a little bit of pain.”

Her face dropped into a blank stare then, and my blood ran cold. All of her was gone, wiped away like she hadn’t just been a ranting, stark raving mad lunatic. “You don’t understand. I’m bored of you now,” she mumbled, not even the slightest hint of inflection in her voice.

I opened my mouth to speak, to say anything to keep her talking for just a little longer, but with one hand she pushed me off of the narrow walkway with surprising strength and then suddenly I was falling forty feet to my death. She watched me flail with that same impassive stare, no hint of glee or even malice in her expression, and it was the last thing I saw before I tightly shut my eyes.

At the very least I hoped Brenda and Rachel would be able to zero in on my position. I’d activated my distress beacon during the fight with the goons so they should know where I am, and if they managed to get here before the deadline I wouldn’t regret anything. The bomb would be stopped and my neighborhood would be saved, even if nobody besides them would ever know what I’d done.

It was right as I’d finished accepting my death that I heard a loud crash from above, and then suddenly I was grabbed tightly around the midsection and snatched out of the air, my stomach swooping with the abrupt change in direction. Whoever had rescued me leaned me against a concrete wall, and when I opened my eyes I was relieved to see the masked visage of The Sparrow.

“Are you okay?” Rachel asked, her forehead wrinkling above her mask.

I was aware that I was violently shaking, which yeah, seemed normal considering I’d almost died. “Y-yeah, I think so.”

“Oh, your face.” she frowned and gently touched the bruise forming where Marymaker had hit me. “You stupid, brave fucking idiot. We’re having words when we get back.” I wasn’t sure if I’d ever seen Rachel so angry before, her green eyes blazing and her mouth tightened into a thin line. She was pissed, and yet still she handed me a couple of her taser wings for defense before rushing back into the fray to help Night Owl.

I’d never personally seen them in action since I was always back home in the Owlcove, but watching them take on Marymaker along with a group of a dozen of her thugs was mesmerizing. Night Owl’s movements were more technical and brutally efficient as she fought with Marymaker on the walkway above, and Sparrow was flying and flipping all over the place taking on the henchmen, acrobatically flitting around the room to knock out goon after goon with well-placed kicks and punches.

She had whittled them down to three when even more guys poured in from the room’s main entrance, and she launched a round of taser wings to instantly take a quarter of them down. For the rest she unclipped her extendable aluminum bō staff, and after that any thoughts I had about helping quickly melted away as she near effortlessly mowed them down; at least until I noticed a guy off to the side reaching towards the back of his pants.

“Sparrow! Gun!” I shouted, and she snapped her head up to scan the remaining two enemies until her eyes landed on the man who’d just managed to work the weapon out of his waistband. She shrunk her staff back down and used it like a throwing club hit the man square in the middle of his forehead before he could even get a shot off. She rushed him right afterwards to wrap her strong thighs around his head and then used her momentum to twirl and send him crashing head-first onto the ground. Seeing this the remaining guy dropped his bat and made a run for it only to be smacked in the back of the head and knocked out by her staff just like his friend.

A couple of bangs rang out from above us, and I glanced up to see that Night Owl had just tanked two close-range shots to the chest. She grunted against the impacts of the bullets hitting her graphene and kevlar chest plate, and then her hand was wrapped tightly around Marymaker’s skinny throat.

She held the giggling psychopath forty feet over the ground, dangling her dangerously like she'd just done to me. I couldn’t hear what Brenda was saying from so far away but whatever it was only made Marymaker laugh harder, her shrieking laughter echoing off of the walls of the empty factory.

If Brenda dropped her right then and there I wouldn’t have batted an eyelash. Severe mental illness or not, she’d killed over two dozen people that we knew of—children included—and had been planning to kill a thousand more. The world would be much better off without such a murderously insane person living in it.

But then I heard sirens approaching in the distance and Night Owl dragged her back to the safety of the platform to begin wailing on her with crushing blows until Marymaker’s crazed laughter fell silent, and then she continued for a second or two more just because. She tied the woman up and hung her upside down from the platform, and while I was watching all of this with wide shocked eyes Sparrow grabbed me around the waist and used her grappling gun to pull us both up through the very same window they’d smashed through to rescue me.


Chapter 6

The flight back to the Owlcove was silent.

Brenda being quiet didn’t bother me so much because she rarely had a lot to say, but even Rachel who was usually quick with the quips wasn’t saying anything, let alone looking at me. Her silence was especially deafening, and I swallowed hard.

I’d fucked up. I knew I’d fucked up. I’d been seconds away from death, and the only thing that had saved me was pure luck and Marymaker’s apparent penchant for monologuing.

Brenda smoothly landed the Owljet in the lair’s hangar, and then the both of them climbed out to leave me trailing behind. It was hard to speak let alone look at them because I didn’t know what to say. Everything that came to mind felt like an excuse or at best a hollow justification.

“I’m sorry,” I quietly said once we were all back in the bunker.

That had apparently been the wrong thing to say because Brenda exploded, pulling off of her cowl and throwing it hard against the concrete floor. “You’re sorry? You could have been killed! Marymaker is not a villain you can just…just trifle with!”

“I know, but I had to do something! My life doesn’t mean anything against yours and thousands of others,” I pleaded.

Rachel gasped and red splotches appeared on Brenda’s cheeks. Her blue eyes darkened, and I was certain that I'd never seen her so angry. “If you’re not going to listen to orders, I want you gone!”

I stared up at Brenda in shock. “What?”

“Get out! Right now!”

I stood there for a few seconds, waiting for her to calm down and hopefully retract her demand, but when her face didn’t change I stiffly nodded my head and walked on numb legs towards the stairs leading to my room. Rachel grabbed my arm to stop me before I could get too far, her brow furrowed.

“She doesn’t mean it, she’s just angry,” she said though her voice didn’t sound all that sure to me.

“Sure sounded like she meant it to me.” I shrugged her off and continued on my way, and this time she didn’t try to hold me back.

As I packed up the meager belongings I’d amassed over my three months of working for them, furious tears began to roll down my face. I was sad to be leaving, sure, but truthfully I didn’t regret my actions in the least. I’d save thousands of people, some of whom I knew personally. I couldn’t be sorry about that, not when the deadline had been mere hours away.

It was right as I was finishing up packing away the last of my things that I heard the door slide open behind me, and not caring who it was I steadfastly kept my eyes forward.

“What are you doing?” Brenda quietly asked from the doorway.

“Leaving. You wanted me gone, right?”

It was silent for a long time—long enough that I thought she’d left, but then she spoke again. “I don’t do well with…loss. Not after the death of my parents. You…” She took a deep breath as though steeling herself. “You’re important to me and I panicked.”

As nice as the words were to hear, I was still very hurt. I’d gotten kicked out by my father just as suddenly, so for her to do the same exact thing so unceremoniously opened up all kinds of old wounds. I wasn’t willing to put up with that kind of abuse even for five hundred dollars a week and so I didn’t slow down for a second in my packing.

“I’m sorry, Alfie. You were right about us needing another set of eyes, and we wouldn’t have found the bomb in time without you.”

That stopped me dead. Brenda didn’t apologize, let alone really share credit. I finally turned to look at her and it was only then that I noticed she was quite clearly gritting her teeth to hide her building panic. I was mad at her, sure, but at the same time, I hated seeing her so upset. It was hard to hold onto my anger when she was looking at me like that, so with a small sigh, I opened my arms to her for a hug.

Without wasting any time she took three large steps to wrap me up in a bone-crushing embrace, lifting me off of the ground and squeezing the life out of me with her strong arms. “Don’t ever say your life doesn’t mean anything. To me, and to Rachel too, your life is just as important as our own. Okay?”

I started to tear up again, and she wiped away the ones that managed to escape with her thumbs. I was glad that neither she nor Rachel seemed to mind that I was such a crybaby. I leaned forward to kiss her and she kissed me back harder; desperately.

She was still in her suit though shedding it quickly, armor pieces and cloth forming a messy pile on my bedroom floor. She was down to only her sports bra in ten seconds flat, and then she was pawing at my grungy old clothes. They were loose and baggy so they came off pretty easily, and before I knew it I found myself naked and lying on my back. She had me pinned to the bed with her much larger body, and for a little while she just stared at me with her electric blue gaze.

“Are you going to stay?” she finally asked, brow knitting and the corners of her lips twitching downwards.

I’d thought it was obvious that I wasn’t going anywhere considering we were both naked in bed together, but apparently not. “Just try to get rid of me.”

Her face broke out into a smile, and then she was kissing me much more softly and sweetly than I expected. I wrapped my arms around her up to hold her in place so that she couldn’t get away even if she wanted to, and when she did the same, warm, fuzzy feelings blossomed in my chest.

“Hey! Me too!” Rachel whined from the open doorway. She scrambled onto the already tightly packed bed, dropping clothing and body armor along the way until she was just as naked.

I was shocked when she slid between our bodies to take me into her mouth, because for the first time in my life I felt a pair of lips on my cock. It was maybe the best thing I’d ever felt; she had me moaning in seconds, especially when she stuffed all of me into her mouth and her large pink tongue swirled wetly around every part of it. Periodically her tongue would slide out of her mouth to swipe against my balls, and if it weren’t for Brenda’s lips still attacking mine I would’ve been gasping louder.

Rachel abruptly let my painfully hard dick slide from between her lips and I whimpered. I immediately missed the warmth and tightness of her throat, but soon enough I was groaning at the sudden intrusion of two slick fingers sliding knuckle-deep into my ass. Apparently she’d found my stash of lube, and she even more easily found my prostate and began to rub against it insistently to make me squirm with pleasure.

“I love how easy he is to please,” Rachel grinned when I squeezed my eyes shut.

Brenda hummed her agreement and moved a hand down to play with my hard nipples, both of which were sticking straight out. She quickly grew bored of that though and moved away from my lips to swirl her tongue around first one nipple and then the other, and while one received the attention of her mouth the other was being lightly pinched and pulled until my spit-slickened dick was drooling a thin line of precum onto my tummy.

I was right on the verge of cumming when the two of them quite suddenly stopped playing with me to completely move away from the bed. I whimpered at the loss of contact, opening my eyes to see what was going on, and when I did I saw that they’d switched positions. Brenda was now on her knees near my butt, lubing her large cock up while staring hungrily at my ass, and Rachel had her slightly smaller dick hovering near my face.

On instinct, I opened my mouth for her and stuck out my tongue to give her dick a place to land. She shoved herself inside, almost all the way up to her balls, and a second after that Brenda was pressing her cock against my butthole. She eased herself forward until it popped in to force a sigh of satisfaction from between my lips, and I swore I saw her grin.

Brenda was being gentler than usual, smoothly sinking herself further until she finally bottomed out. She stayed there for a minute or so, her fingernails lightly scratching along my chest to leave goosebumps in their wake, and when she deemed me sufficiently stretched she began to move. She rocked her hips back and forth, slowly, and while it did feel nice it wasn’t what I wanted at that moment.

“I think he wants you to fuck him harder,” Rachel said, noticing the way I was grinding my ass against Brenda each time she bottomed out.

Brenda chuckled and shook her head. “Seems like it.” She repositioned herself and gripped my hips with her large hands, raising my hips up off the bed, and with my ass at the perfect height for her cock she began to really rail me. My own dick that had been drooling before was now flopping around helplessly, splattering my precum up as far as my face, and when I moaned wantonly around the cock in my mouth I felt Rachel shudder.

“Oooh, do that again,” she sighed. It was an easy request to fulfill because I couldn’t stop moaning as Brenda ravaged me, her cock going harder and deeper with each powerful thrust. The sound of my ass clapping against her hips filled the room, and soon enough I couldn’t focus on sucking Rachel at all and instead just let her use my mouth and throat as she wanted.

I couldn’t imagine what my face looked like as I succumbed to the intense pleasure. My mouth was drooling, my eyes were rolling backwards, and my entire body felt warm and tingly as she slid herself as deep into my ass as she could go. As much as I wanted to see Brenda’s face—to look into those deep blue eyes of hers and see the delight that I knew I was giving her—I couldn’t barely even focus. I was nothing more than a dumping ground for their cum, and I absolutely loved it.

The ravaging continued for long minutes, her hips never slowing once as she dug out the deepest parts of me. Even stranger I swore that her cock was getting bigger in me the longer things went on, like it was somehow pulling additional blood from the rest of her body.

It was when she began to grunt and gasp that I knew she was on the edge of cumming, and realizing that I managed to rub two brain cells together long enough to focus on clenching my ass around her until she finally gave in and let go. Thick, scalding ropes of fluid painted my insides, and I moaned wantonly at the feeling of being stuffed with her creamy cum.

She grunted through her orgasm and gave me a few final hard thrusts before falling forwards onto my sweaty body, pressing wet, messy kisses to the side of my face because my mouth was still full of cock.

Our post-coital cuddling didn’t last long as Rachel was already prodding at her to move. “My turn!” she said, pouting cutely, and with a small roll of her eyes, Brenda slid her now deflated dick out of my sloppy ass and moved off of the bed so that Rachel could take my place.

She wasted absolutely no time flipping me over onto my stomach and sliding herself inside, her entire body pressing down on me as her hips started up a hard and fast rhythm to pound me into the bed. It was a lot easier to take her when I was full of lube and Brenda’s warm cum, but it was immediately clear to me that she was still a bit upset with me. It seemed like she was trying to punish me with her thrusting, though truthfully it was having the exact opposite effect.

Every time she plunged both in and out of my butt her curved dick would scrape against my prostate to send frequent shocks of pleasure all throughout my body. Wet squelching sounds filled the room as she displaced some of the old cum while she railed me, and the harder she ground me into the bed with her hips the more delicious the friction of my cock rubbing against the sheets felt.

A slimy cock pressed against my lips then, and without even thinking about it I opened my mouth so that Brenda could force herself in. It felt strange to be sucking on something that had just been in my ass minutes earlier and yet somehow that made the whole thing so much hotter.

“He’s good at that, right?” Rachel said, watching with a smirk as Brenda’s cock slid smoothly in and out between my lips. Every now and then she’d push a little too deep and cause me to choke on it, but for the most part, I was taking it pretty well.

The older woman grunted. “He could use some deep throat training.”

Rachel shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know, I kind of like the gagging.” She adjusted herself to be higher up on my back so that she was thrusting into me at a better angle, and my eyes rolled back in my head as her cock now jabbed perfectly into my prostate. It was maddening how good she was at targeting my weakest points, and before I knew it I was drooling from both my dick and my mouth all over again.

“Fuck yeah, cum on my fucking cock you fucking butt slut,” she moaned, her hips making firm slapping sounds as they slammed against my cheeks. Normally she was a lot sweeter when she fucked me, so yep—definitely still upset. More alarming though was the thrill it sent through me, and against my will my butt hole tightened around her.

I was shocked at the feeling of my balls abruptly tightening too, and the next thing I knew I was cumming. I moaned and whimpered as thick cum gushed forth from my cock, and since I was being pressed so firmly into the bed it had nowhere to go but onto my chest and stomach. In seconds I was wet and sticky with my own seed, and judging by the way Rachel got that much harder inside of me she’d definitely noticed.

“Oh, you liked that, did you? Interesting.” She redoubled her efforts and I moaned around the cock in my mouth, drawing a pleasured gasp from Brenda, and with my hole gripping her as tightly as it was Rachel didn’t last much longer at all.

The woman whimpered and seized, grinding her dick into me as far as it would go. I was already half full with Brenda’s cum, so I felt her fresh load sliding out of me almost immediately to pool onto my now very dirty sheets. Her sweaty chest collapsed onto my equally wet back, and after a minute or two of heavy breathing, she slid off of me and onto her side.

Brenda removed her cock from my mouth and squeezed onto the small bed with us—it was only a full, and Rachel and Brenda were both rather large women—and snaked her arm around my waist to hold me to her possessively.

I was exhausted. Handling one of them was tiring enough, but getting double-teamed by both of them? I’d be feeling sore for the rest of the week, but it’d be a good kind of ache that meant I’d satisfied the two people I loved most in the world.

My heart jumped as I fully processed my own thoughts because I really did love the both of them. I wasn’t sure what kind of love it was—sometimes they felt like family, and sometimes they felt like a hell of a lot more—but I did know that I wanted to be with them for the rest of my life. Hell, I’d nearly died for them once already.

As our bodies cooled and our harsh breathing calmed I found myself thinking back to everything that had happened in the last two hours. For all of Marymaker’s insane ranting and raving, she did have something of a point. I knew firsthand how bad things were for the people at the bottom, and she was right that the people at the top could be doing more. A lot more.

I glanced up at Brenda’s relaxed face and worked up a bit of courage before speaking. “So, I was thinking. Is there any way we can look into maybe improving how the Wade’s Ark shelters are run?”

“You’re asking for more work?” Brenda asked, cracking an eye open to look down at me.

“I just really want to help people more. Not too long ago I was driven to crime because it was either that or death.”

“He has a point. Besides, I’m pretty sure I saw the regional director of the shelters driving a Range Rover a few weeks ago and I know you don’t pay him enough for that,” Rachel added.

Brenda grunted and shrugged, sliding her eyes closed again. “I’ll leave it to you then.”

I grinned widely and squeezed her tighter to draw an amused snort from her, thrilled that she was trusting me with so much. Of course that meant I had a hell of a lot to do now and nothing was actually fixed, but it was a start.

As I lay in bed with two beautiful, raven-haired women cuddled up to me, I couldn’t stop myself from smiling. After the deaths of my mother and grandfather I thought I’d be alone for the rest of my life, scraping out a meager existence and struggling up until the day I died.

But I had a home now. A family. A future.

It wasn’t perfect, but what family was?
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