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 Alice Marshton looked out on the rooftop and scanned Alpha City, enjoying the relative peace washing over as people went about their day-to-day lives. And it was all thanks to her.  
 
    After all, Alice was no ordinary woman. 
 
    She was a superheroine! 
 
    A couple years ago, Alice was on a hiking retreat when she stumbled down into an uncharted cave. There, she found a glowing crystal that drew her in. Upon grabbing the crystal, Alice suddenly felt herself imbued with mystical energies, changing her body. Her slim body became well toned and now she had much wider hips and a much larger chest. Her short blonde hair became much brighter and longer. And her arms gained several inches of muscle. Flabbergasted, Alice had no idea what was going on, but soon found she had the ability to fly plus she had super strength and endurance.  
 
    At first, Alice freaked out from this substantial change, but after a few weeks of learning to control her new abilities, she got an idea. Being a comic book fan since she was a little girl, Alice decided to become a superhero! 
 
    That was when she moved to Alpha City and became known as Ultra Lady. 
 
    Luckily, she used to be rather meek and quiet back home, so very few people would recognize her in her new getup. When she moved into the city, she intentionally wrapped her chest in bindings to reduce its size and wore a wig of brown hair, plus fake glasses, to look completely different. Thus far, nobody put two and two together. 
 
    During her experimentations, Alice found that she only had her powers when she was physically touching the crystal, so she fashioned a small belt that held the crystal against her stomach, and it was underneath her costume so villains couldn't grab it and take it off.  
 
    Over the past several months, Ultra Lady had made her presence known, cleaning up crime across the streets and saving dozens of lives from disaster. The press warmed up to her and the citizens soon grew to love their new superheroine idol.  
 
    Ultra Lady was about to head back and put on her civilian disguise when the communicator in her glove started beeping. It was the Police Chief, James Chilaby.  
 
    “Ultra Lady, we've received a report of a new criminal group trying to move into Alpha City. Please come to the police station right away,” the male voice over the communicator said. 
 
    “Right away, Chief. I'll be there soon,” Ultra Lady said, signing off.  
 
    She had expected the police to be against her for not only being a vigilante, but doing their jobs for them, but actually, the opposite had happened. Chief Chilaby had been relatively friendly with her and soon the two learned to trust each other. Despite being a few decades older than her, he respected her work, which made her job a lot easier.  
 
    Flapping back her yellow cape, Ultra Lady leaped off the rooftop and flew over to the police station downtown. Walking through the front door, she sauntered over to the Chief's office. The various other male officers always turned their heads as she walked, admiring her tight purple leotard and red thigh-high boots, and while she should technically be upset at being objectified like that, she had to admit that having so many men lust after her was a bit of a thrill.  
 
    Ultra Lady opened the door and walked into the office, where Chief Chilaby sat at his desk. His short dark brown hair gave him an air of maturity and his bushy mustache actually made him look a bit manlier. He was pouring over some files on his desk when the heroine walked in. 
 
    “Got something for me, Chief?” Ultra Lady asked. 
 
    James looked up and smiled at the heroine. He then closed the folder and handed it to her. 
 
    “Seems there's a new organization in town. Part of the mob. Run by a guy named Charlie 'Smokey' Bahndwit.”  
 
    Ultra Lady couldn't help but chuckle at the nickname. 
 
    “Smokey here has been buying up several local businesses and apparently has lots of blackmail material on the local politicians. As such, he's been able to establish his black market drug deals and information gathering networks with little interference. Word is he's also planning on opening a brothel in the southern district, using kidnapped women as the work staff. I've also heard he has some new drug that does something to people's minds and makes them more pliable. I sent two of my officers undercover to try and gather enough evidence, but I haven't heard from them in over a month.” 
 
    Finishing reading the folder, Ultra Lady closed it up and handed it back to Chilaby, “I understand, Chief. Trust me, I'll take out this mob and rescue your officers for sure!” 
 
    After obtaining the location of where they suspected one of their safe houses was, Ultra Lady flew off. It happened to be an abandoned office building on the east side. She inspected the perimeter for traps, as well as the best way to enter, then waited for nightfall. Luckily for her, several cars drove up to the back of the building and parked in the nearby garage. While she didn't have super vision, Ultra Lady could spot several men surrounding another man, an extremely tall, large man with slicked back black hair and a lantern-like jaw. There was no doubt in her mind that he was Smokey Bahndwit. 
 
    Once the group was fully inside, Ultra Lady decided on the best course of action. If she went in guns blazing, there would be a good chance Smokey would escape and she wouldn't be able to get any evidence on him.  
 
    Luckily, in her casing the perimeter earlier, she spotted a service entrance off to the side, which would be perfect for her to sneak in. Carefully, she slowly crept around the building and softly opened the door. Inside, it seemed nobody noticed her, so she slank along the dark walls, listening out for footsteps. Finding a stairway, Ultra Lady noticed a lighted hallway a few floors below, in the basement, and carefully made her way down.  
 
    Peering through the window on the door, Ultra Lady saw there wasn't a single guard. Not wanting to take any chances, the heroine slowly opened the door and made her way inside. She found it odd that there was nobody around as she crawled along the halls. A tingling sensation course through her body, and she felt herself getting a little bit aroused, but she dismissed any concern, thinking it was just her excitement at getting to beat up some bad guys. As she was moving down, the heroine came across a cross-shaped intersection, with three possible hallways to go down. If she wasted too much time, she'll have to turn back, so Ultra Lady knelt there contemplating which way to go. 
 
    Suddenly, the lights above her shut off, altering the woman and causing her to stand up in a battle stance. Then, the hallway to her left lit up again. She dropped her arms in disappointment. 
 
    “OK, I guess my spy skills need some work.”  
 
    Deciding to take the invitation, Ultra Lady walked down the hall. As she passed the overhead lights, they shut off behind her, indicating she was going the right way. Eventually she came upon a set of very large doors. Smirking, Ultra Lady raised her foot and effortlessly kicked the doors off their hinges, sending the dented thick metal slabs crashing to the ground in a heap. 
 
    “Now, now. There was no need for that, Ultra Lady. I did invite you in, after all,” A deep voice boomed in the back of the room. 
 
    Sauntering in, Ultra Lady appeared to be the picture of confidence, “Sorry. Thought I'd make a flashy entrance.” 
 
    Inside was a very large, but featureless room. Much of the floor was covered in blue padded mats. There were a few dozen men, all dressed in sharp black suits and sunglasses, standing in front of the walls. None of them made a move to engage her. Hell, they barely acknowledged her existence. She had to say that this was a little disappointing, as beating up goons was becoming one of her favorite perks of superheroing.  
 
    In the back of the room, a man sat on a chair wearing a loose robe and black spandex pants while one of the black-suited men wrapped his hands in bandages. 
 
    “Charlie Bahndwit, I presume?” Ultra Lady smirked, cocking her hips to the side. 
 
    “I am indeed, young lady,” Charlie said, looking up and making eye contact with her. His stare drilled into Ultra Lady's core and she felt herself flinching a bit. Strangely, it also made her arousal slightly stronger. 
 
    Gulping, the heroine shook the feelings off to regain her composure, “How did you know I was here?” 
 
    The mob boss laughed, “I knew you were coming from the start. I have a mole in the police, see, and through him I was able to leak some info to lure you here. One of my men spotted you hours ago trying to case the place. You watch too many spy movies, by the way. Your stealth technique is awful.” 
 
    Ultra Lady grunted in anger at the insult. True, she wasn't trained in stealth, but he didn't have to be THAT mean. Whatever. Her specialty was brute force anyway. 
 
    “Smokey Bahndwit, I'm taking you in. Your organization is going down tonight!” 
 
    Regaining her confidence, Ultra Lady stood in a standard superheroine pose, legs spread out with her hands on her hips.  
 
    Bahndwit laughed again, irritating the heroine, “Lady, I've got dirt on every big wig in the city. Even if you could arrest me, there's no judge within 500 miles that would convict me.” 
 
    “What do you mean IF? You really think you can take me on and win?” 
 
    Charlie kept his smile, but his eyes narrowed and focused, unnerving the woman.  
 
    “I could have destroyed you ages ago, you know. Could have had my men plant a bomb in your apartment on 42nd Street, or poisoned the coffee you always get at the Starboogs down the street from your apartment. Good choice, by the way. The cinnamon mochachino is quite delightful.” 
 
    All of Ultra Lady's previous confidence melted away, replaced by panic, “How.... how....?” 
 
    “How do I know those things? My dear. I know everything about you, Alice Marshton. I know your father died several years ago from a terrible accident. I know your mother is vacationing with your older sister Marge down in Florida. I know you went to elementary school at Crosstown, middle school at Thomas J. Weregood, and high school at Crawford High. You went to college at Sato University for the Arts, but haven't been able to use your degree for anything. Oh, and you used to have a dog named Raven. A pitbull. Sweet creatures, really. They have such an unfair reputation.” 
 
    The color drained from Ultra Lady's face. She stood there with a disbelieving look on her face. How the hell did he not only learn her secret identity, but all those personal facts? Her mind reeled from the revelation. What's to stop him from blabbing her secret identity to the world should she turn him in? While she could technically kill everyone in the room, there would  be no guarantee there weren't other people who knew this info, or that it was hidden somewhere far from here. Besides, she'd likely be arrested for murder and her conscience wouldn't allow her to kill in cold blood anyway. 
 
    Before she could contemplate a plan, the henchman finished wrapping the bandage around Charlie's hands, and Alice noticed that it wasn't bandage at all, but sports tape. 
 
    “Don't fret, little girl. I'm going to give you a chance to walk out of here with your head held high. See, I want that crystal you've got attached to your waist. Now, I could have simply assassinated you and taken it like other thorns in my side, but I respect you. You are a bright light that gives hope for the people. And I want to break it.” 
 
    Smokey ended his last sentence slamming his fists together, testing the hold of his tape. Ultra Lady stepped back and assumed a defensive stance. 
 
    The man continued, “Put simply. We'll have a fight. Just you and me. If you win, I'll hand over all the material I have on you, as well as all my blackmail material on the other officials in the city, and me and my men will turn ourselves in and go to jail.” 
 
    Alice raised one of her eyebrows. He can't be serious. She was stronger than a dozen men, no way he could win on his own, “And if you win? You'll kill me and take the crystal?” 
 
    Charlie chuckled, “Heavens, no. Just because I CAN have you killed doesn't mean I WANT you to be killed. Yes, I want the crystal, but I have much bigger plans for you. You will join my newest brothel as the star whore. There's hundreds, if not thousands, of men in this city who would pay good money to fuck the city's premiere superheroine.” 
 
    Hearing his plans for her, Ultra Lady recoiled in horror. An image of her being forced to fuck random men filled her head, and while it did horrify her, she also felt her nipples stiffen in her suit. She shook her head and narrowed her eyes.  
 
    “There's no way you can defeat me in a fight. I'm far too strong for you.” 
 
    “Really, now? Let's put that to the test,” Smokey said as he stood up. As he did, the mob boss threw off his robe, letting it fall on the chair behind him. 
 
    Ultra Lady's eyes widened. She figured his men were big brawlers, but Charlie was massive. He had to be close to 7 feet tall, and his bare upper body was absolutely ripped. He looked like a body builder, and his spandex pants did little to hide his large appendage down below. The heroine felt herself blush as the powerful man stood up and stretched. A part of her wanted to give up immediately, throw herself to her knees, and beg to suck his cock. Heat radiated through her body and her legs began to wobble.  
 
    Cracking his knuckles, Charlie stepped forward, ready to begin the brawl. He smirked as he saw her blush and falter before him. Unknown to her, his newest drug, which greatly increased the libido of women, had been silently filling the room as a gas since she arrived. Ultra Lady had no idea she had been inhaling the powerful drug for over an hour now, but he didn't plan on telling her. It would be more humiliating for her when she lost. 
 
    Gritting her teeth, the mighty heroine gathered her wits and assumed a fighting stance, with Charlie raising his arms like a boxer in front of her. The two combatants stared each other down for several minutes, neither making a move. Charlie had a smug smile on his face, which unnerved Ultra Lady. Deciding he wasn't going to attack first, the heroine figured she might as well start.  
 
    With a mighty shout, Ultra Lady leaped at Smokey, ready to end him in one punch. However, the mob boss smirked and swiftly dodged her attack. He then grabbed her arm with his right hand and slammed his left into her stomach, just below her breasts. Pain rippled through Ultra Lady's body, confusing her, but she didn't have time to contemplate things. Charlie grabbed her head with both his hands and slammed her face right into his knee, causing the heroine to stumble back, blood dripping through her nose. 
 
    Wiping away the blood, Ultra Lady stepped back some more and tried to collect her thoughts. Yes, he looked like he was far stronger than the average guy, but enough to overpower her? No way. She was strong enough to punch through concrete with minimal effort. All she had to do was get in one good punch and she'd win.  
 
    Once again, Ultra Lady charged forward, but at the very last second, she ducked to her left and swept her leg forward, knocking Charlie off balance and onto his back. Standing back up, the heroine didn't want to waste  her chance and wound up a punch that would definitely crack some bones. However, before she could connect, Smokey rolled away from her, and she merely hit the mat, destroying it and the first few inches of concrete underneath. 
 
    Undeterred, the blonde pressed the attack and quickly ran behind the criminal as he was getting up. She tried to punch him again, but he grabbed her arm and threw her forward. However, he didn't let her go as she slammed into the ground. Instead, he gripped her arm and painfully twisted it behind her, pinning her down with his knee. Alice screamed in pain. Even with her enhanced endurance, having her limbs stretched and twisted like this was painful. She kicked her legs and tried to wriggle out his grip, but he kept her pinned. Ultra Lady wanted to use her other arm, but if she moved it, she would lose what little balance she had. Eventually, she had to risk it and reached over to grab Charlie's ankle and pulled it, sending him tumbling backwards. 
 
    Fighting through the pain, the mighty heroine rolled back into a fighting stance and charged in a fit of anger. Charlie simply curled his legs up and thrust them out at the attacking woman. Luckily, Ultra Lady saw it coming just in time and crossed her arms in front of her, blocking the blow as she was pushed backwards. By the time she lowered her arms, Charlie was already up and charging her. He grabbed her head, picked her up, and slammed her head first into the mat, causing her to scream in pain as her body shuddered. 
 
    Both fighters took the time to catch their breath, as Charlie stood up, “You may have super strength, but it's obvious you weren't trained by anyone. Your attacks are extremely predictable. You have no fighting skill whatsoever. I, on the other hand, have studied several forms of fighting, including karate, kung fu, and boxing. I can see all your moves coming from a mile away.” 
 
    Realizing just how outmatched she was, Ultra Lady rolled over and got up on her hands and knees, pushing herself to crawl away. She had no chance of winning. She had to get out of there, fast, and prepare for another confrontation. However, before she could get very far, she felt a large shoe on her ass, sending her crumbling back down to the ground. Charlie then walked over and stomped his foot on her head, grinding his heel into her skull. Ultra Lady screamed as she felt like her skull was going to be crushed.  
 
    “Just admit it. You've lost. You belong to me now, Ultra Lady. You are now one of my whores.” 
 
    Gritting her teeth, Ultra Lady found one last spring of resistance and pushed herself up. Smokey himself was surprised by her resolve and was soon launched as the superheroine threw him off her. Breathing heavily, the heroine let her anger get to her and charged forward once again.  
 
    Recovering quickly, Charlie spread his legs and clamped them down around Ultra Lady's waist before her blow could connect. He then once again slammed her onto the mat, then rolled on top of her. Ultra Lady struggled, but couldn't stop the mob boss from forcing the two of them to roll on the floor several more times. Soon, she found herself face-up with Charlie underneath her. Her legs were pinned by his legs while his arms wrapped around her upper arms, trapping her. The heroine grunted and tried to escape the hold, but she couldn't get any leverage to use her strength. She thrashed her head around, hoping to maybe slam him in the head, but he was so tall she only succeeded in hitting his chest, and he was so chiseled her skull felt like it just bounced off. Grinning, Smokey tightened his grip on her limbs, stretching her arms and legs out and making her cry in pain. He pinned her for several agonizing-for-her minutes. 
 
    “I think the outcome is clear. I'll be taking my prize now.” 
 
    Smokey Bahndwit let go of one of Ultra Lady's arms, but before she could register this and react, he reached down and tore off the part of her outfit covering her stomach. There her underbelt was exposed. The vile criminal reached over and, in one motion, jerked the belt off, grabbing the crystal.  
 
    Instantly, Ultra Lady felt her strength bleed from her body. Her superhuman endurance also left her, and all the pain from the fight hit her at once, causing her to scream loudly as her body collapsed. He threw her off of him and quickly stood up.  
 
    Taking the crystal out from its holder, he began to squeeze it. A part of him wondered if the crystal was selective and only worked for certain people, but he was pleasantly surprised, and to Alice's horror, to feel the crystal's energies course through him, making him already significantly stronger than he was before. This feeling was incredible. He felt completely invincible now and any pain he had was melting away.  
 
    Forcing herself to her knees, the former Ultra Lady looked on in shock and horror as the vile mob boss absorbed her power source's energy. Alice couldn't fathom that someone was able to overpower her with her super strength. She couldn't believe it. She had well and truly lost. There was no way she'd be able to get the crystal back now. She lowered her head in despair, on the verge of breaking down.  
 
    Savoring his victory over the thorn in his side, Charlie leered down at the fallen heroine. Now that he was successful, it was time for his reward. He summoned one of his henchmen, who had a thick, armored briefcase in his hands. The minion opened the case, where thick padding surrounded a small cavity.  
 
    Placing the crystal inside the briefcase, Charlie commanded, “Place this in my secure vault. Make sure nothing happens to it. I'll be experimenting with it later.” 
 
    As the grunt nodded and walked off, he turned to the rest of his group and told them to grab some chairs and relax, they'd be getting some fun soon. Then, he looked back down at the broken heroine. He was glad to see that her modified body was still there even after losing the crystal. She'd make more money this way. The victorious villain knelt down and caressed her hair. She flinched in his grip but otherwise didn't move.  
 
    “Don't worry, little one. I'm not going to kill you. Why would I? You've ensured that my organization will control this city with an iron fist, and that no one else will be able to challenge me,” Bahndwit said. He then cupped her chin with his hand and tilted her head up until they made eye contact, “I say that deserves a celebration, don't you?” 
 
    Remembering the deal they agreed to before, Alice blushed and stammered a bit. While her fear rose, so did her arousal, and once the image of her being a prostitute flashed back in her mind, her pussy started gushing, heat spreading through her entire body. A part of her mind screamed to fight back, some way, some how, but looking at the criminal overlord's sharp, powerful eyes, Alice knew resistance was completely futile.  
 
    Closing her eyes, Alice nodded her head, “Yes, sir.” 
 
    Standing up slowly, the heroine kept her head down as she stood before her new owner. Pain coursed through her body when she moved her arms, but she tried to deal with it. Hesitantly, Alice unsnapped her cape and let it fall to the ground, then removed her gloves and boots. Next, she peeled off her bodysuit, dropping it to the ground. She wasn't a superheroine anymore, so there was no point in still wearing the costume. All that was left were here bra and panties, and those were soon removed as well, leaving her completely naked before her foe.  
 
    Charlie grinned as he eyed the vulnerable former heroine up and down. Not only was her body spectacular, but he noticed that her nipples were very erect and her juices were running down her thighs. The drug had worked far too well. He reached over and lightly grabbed her head, pulling her over to him. Leaning down, he went in to kiss her, and though Alice was scared, she forced herself to relax and didn't fight him.  
 
    He squeezed her in his arms while exploring the depths of her mouth, and Alice had to admit that his gentle touches felt rather nice. Her boobs squished against his chest, which sent a jolt of electricity through her body, and having her smaller frame wrapped up in his large muscles surprisingly made her feel warm and safe. It only took a few minutes for her to start returning the kiss in earnest, her fear melting away as she made out with her vile enemy. 
 
    Soon, Smokey broke off the kiss and stood up straight. Alice was a bit confused and saddened that the kiss was over. 
 
    “As much as I want to continue that, the rest of my body cannot hold out any longer,” the mob boss said, pulling down his pants, “Now, I see you're plenty lubricated, but I think you'd better make sure I am as well, don't you think?” 
 
    Alice made the mistake of looking down, and her eyes bulged out of her head as she saw his cock. It was so thick! And long! She thought only porn stars had cocks like that! She started to back away, but then Charlie grabbed her head and slowly pushed her down and forward until she was on her knees, her mouth inches from his cock. Truth be told, her mouth started to water at the sight of the rod. 
 
    “Go on. You've seen porn videos before. You know what to do.” 
 
    Looking up at her conqueror, Alice had never felt smaller or weaker. Tentatively, she reached up and wrapped her hands around the thick slab, slowly jerking the shaft up and down. She closed her eyes and began to lick the tip of the cock, surprised at how good it tasted. Her only sexual experience was at a frat party in college, and she barely remembered that, so she was unsure of her skills here. The former heroine continued to lick the head while jerking the cock, and was encouraged by his soft moan.  
 
    After a few minutes, she built up the courage to dive right in and swallowed the thick shaft. She only managed to get a few inches before her gag reflex kicked in, but Charlie encouraged her to try again. While she still could only get about half the cock down her mouth, she did become more comfortable giving head and was soon jerking head up and down with increasing speed. Alice couldn't believe how wonderful his cock tasted, and now she wished she had given more blowjobs. Then, she reminded herself that she'll be getting lots of practice anyways from now on.  
 
    Soon, her whole world became Bahndwit's cock as she moaned in arousal around the rod. A part of her really wanted to taste his cum, like she had seen in porn videos, but then she felt a hand on her head, pulling her off. She looked up to see Charlie telling her that was enough foreplay. Understanding what he meant, Alice gulped with a mixture of fear and anticipation. Her pussy suddenly ached to be impaled. Softly nodding, she let go of his cock and laid down on the mat, spreading her arms and legs out and exposing her glistening pussy. 
 
    Charlie's wide smile embarrassed her, which only made her even hotter. The evil man knelt down and grabbed her thighs, aiming his cock right at her opening. Alice gulped once again, her body shivering as she felt the tip reach her vagina. As Charlie slowly slid his way in, Alice's eyes bulged and she immediately moaned loudly. After a few more inches, her body arched up, thrusting her big tits in his face. She had figured the cock would split her body apart, but there was little, if any, pain at all. Her pussy clenched around his shaft like a cock, and before she knew it, he had pushed his entire length inside her. He only just slammed into her and she was already on the verge of exploding.  
 
    Once he fully entered her, Charlie leaned down and made eye contact with Alice, “I own you, slut.” 
 
    Alice could only give one response, “Yes, sir. I'm yours!” 
 
    With that, Charlie began thrusting in and out of the former heroine, slowly at first, but then building up his speed. Alice's eyes rolled back into her head as waves of pleasure overwhelmed her senses. Despite being her enemy, his cock felt so, so natural inside her, and she no longer had any regrets about losing. It didn't take long for the first orgasm to shatter her soul, making her moan loudly as a second was quickly building.  
 
    While he hammered into the defeated woman, Charlie also leaned down to grab Alice's massive boobs. Even with his massive hands, he couldn't grab the giant tits completely, but that just made it all the sweeter. He began to mash the titty meat around, kneading the soft but firm flesh between his fingers. A smile crept along his lips as he felt her cum again. With his index finger and thumb, he pinched and twisted Alice's erect nipples, making her squeal so cutely. He then leaned down and began licking the sweet mounds, delighting in their wonderful taste.  
 
    Feeling his rough tongue on her now-hypersensitive tits, Alice's body went into overdrive and she had yet another orgasm, her mind so mush right now she lost count how many she had already. She had always figured porn actresses were, well, acting, so she never expected sex to be this wonderful, ever. If Alice had known being defeated was going to feel like this, she might have lost intentionally far sooner.  
 
    Bahndwit stopped licking for a moment and raised his head, once again making eye contact with Alice. He grinned, “Tell me again. Who owns you, whore?” 
 
    A small piece of Alice's mind yelled at her to resist, to fight back, but one more thrust by her new Master and those thoughts vanished into the ether, “You do, Master! I am your whore! I was always meant to be your whore! My purpose was to deliver the crystal to you and be a whore for the forces of evil! Oh yes, fuck me! Conquer me! Use and abuse me! Use me to conquer the city! The country! The world! This is where I was meant to beeeeeee!” 
 
    Alice's self-degrading babbles caused her to have several more massive orgasms. She continued to beg Charlie to fuck and use her body and to make her his plaything. Those sweet words of surrender forced Charlie's hands, and soon he couldn't hold it in any longer. He jammed his cock in as far as he could and unloaded deep into her pussy, filling her with his seed. As he roared with triumph, Charlie pulled out and let the last few drops squirt on Alice's stomach. The woman panted heavily, completely exhausted, but with a content smile on her face. Smirking, the mob boss knelt by her head and grabbed her hair. He wrapped her hair around his cock and rubbed his cock and balls all over Alice's face. The broken heroine sighed and bathed in the musk of her owner as he rubbed the excess juices all over her face.  
 
    Once he was finished, Charlie sighed and stood up, smiling down at the well-fucked heroine.  
 
    “I'm glad you had your fun and pleased your new owner, but don't you think it's unfair to my men? What about them?” 
 
    Groaning, Alice picked up her broken body and sat on her elbows. She saw dozens of Charlie's guards, all standing still. They were wearing glasses with their hands over their crotches, but she could tell they were heavily aroused seeing the spectacle before them.  
 
    Smiling, the well-fucked woman spread her legs, “Come on, boys. Let's have some playtime.” 
 
    All the minions perked up and were more than happy to line up to have their turn with their former enemy. Charlie made sure that his men organized themselves respectfully so they didn't overwhelm his new whore. As he put his pants on, he tasked one of his more trusted men to keep the others in check, and to take her to the showers, then her room after everything was done. 
 
    Charlie took one last look at Alice, smiling as she was beginning to get used to her new role as a fuck toy, and left. He had to test the limits of his new powers and crush the few remaining obstacles standing in his way to total domination. 
 
      
 
    A few nights later, Alice sat on her bed, extremely nervous. After her fuck session with Smokey's men, she had been taken to the shower room, then shown to her bedroom at one of his brothels, where she was allowed to rest up. She wasn't allowed to go outside, so her only view was from a small window. She had no doubt her new owner had spread the news of her defeat throughout the city, and a small part of her was sad that she failed to protect Alpha City.  
 
    She was allowed outside her room, though, so she toured her new home. There, she found the two officers that had disappeared earlier. Both were women and had been enslaved just like she was. However, they didn't mind being reduced to prostitutes for the evil villain. When she apologized for failing to save them as per the Chief's requests, the two girls laughed and walked off, confusing the former heroine. After getting something to eat, Alice headed back to her room, as it was almost time for her to start her new career. 
 
    Looking around her room, Alice found that Master Bahndwit really did know everything about her. All of the decorations in her room came from her own house, including her favorite stuffed animals, her school degrees, even some of her sexier clothes. In the corner was her Ultra Lady costume, though it had been modified to be much sluttier and easier to remove. 
 
    For her normal run, she would be required to put it on before going out to attract customers, but her Master told her not to tonight. Her first customer was a special guest and he wanted her naked from the get-go. Alice figured it was another crime boss and her pussy got a bit wet thinking about submitting to another man who enjoyed being evil and causing people to suffer. 
 
    Then, the door opened. Alice perked up and got off the bed, ready to perform her first duty. But who stepped through that door shocked her. 
 
    “Well now, guess the super heroine is a super whore now.” 
 
    It was the police chief, James Chilaby! 
 
    For a brief moment, a spark of resistance lit up in Alice's soul. He must have infiltrated the brothel himself in order to rescue her! When she recovered, maybe she could find a way to get the crystal back and stop the evil villain from taking over! 
 
    Before she could open her mouth to confirm her theory, she saw him lock the door, then look her over with obvious lust in his eyes. A sleazy smile crept across his lips.  
 
    He wasn't there to rescue her. He was her first customer. The “special guest” Master Charlie had told her about. 
 
    She dropped her arms to her sides, dejected, “I'm not being rescued, am I?” 
 
    Chilaby laughed, “Nope! Of course not, slut! I've been on Bahndwit's payroll for years now. Most of my men are. When an uppity woman speaks up, we conspire to make her disappear from the public eye. You were so trusting, you had no idea I was sending you straight into a trap. Or that you've been inhaling Bahndwit's new drug ever since you stepped into the office building.” 
 
    Hearing how badly she had been played, how she was betrayed by someone who she considered a close ally, and tricked so easily, caused Alice to blush profusely, her skin trembling. And it was no wonder she always felt so horny. She had forgotten all about that new drug.  
 
    A part of her wanted to explode in anger, to break Chilaby's neck and run away, not even caring if she was killed along the way. 
 
    But as she watched the chief take off his clothes, the full extent of her Master's reach became clear.  
 
    Sighing in resignation, Alice put on a smile, walked up to the chief, and wrapped her arms behind his neck. 
 
    “I guess I am just a dumb whore after all. Well, I am blonde,” Alice said in a low, husky voice, “And I'll bet it was hard work, seeing me in my sexy outfit every day. You probably imagined fucking me ever since we first met. Let me make it worth your while.” 
 
    Before he could reply, Alice pulled him close and kissed him, deeply. It didn't take him long for his hands to roam all around her body, particularly grabbing her tight ass. She pulled him closer, squeezing her tits against his bare chest, before moving downward to take off his remaining clothes while still making out with him.  
 
    The fact that she was rewarding the man who betrayed her, who would allow Alpha City to fall into darkness and oppression, should have horrified her. Instead, it made her even hotter and got her pussy wet. A part of her rationalized that it was probably the drugs coursing through her body, but at this point it didn't matter. 
 
    That night, Ultra Lady, Alpha City's greatest superheroine, officially became Ultra Whore, dedicated to serving the city's evil ruler: Charlie “Smokey” Bahndwit.  
 
    She would serve as an example of what happens when fools try to take on the mob. 
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    Hey all. My name's Brendan Noa. Thanks for reading my story. Hope you enjoyed it and it helped you get off. :P  
 
    If you enjoyed this story and wanted to read more of my writing, check out my other stories here on Kindle. I also run a blog on BDSMlr (https://bdsmlr.com/blog/FireDragon400) where I post regularly semi-regularly occasional semi-occasional captions specializing in female degradation. Whenever I do post, I also write short (much shorter than these stories, typically around 10-12 paragraphs) stories, usually MaleDom/FemSub, that typically feature copyrighted characters that I obviously can't use here. Since I base my stories around my own interests, most of the settings are based on anime, comic books (and comic book TV shows/movies), and Nintendo games, though I do other subjects as well. Every once in a while I even do a FemDom/MaleSub story or one that's a regular vanilla romance story.  
 
    I also kinda sorta still have a Tumblr (https://www.tumblr.com/blog/defeatedlibfd400), though since my original Tumblr was deleted in the Great Tumblr Purge, I mostly use this to repost stories from my BDSMlr, so I don't do captions there anymore. Even then, I tend to neglect this blog more than I really should, so pay more attention to the BDSMlr blog. 
 
    If you want to chat or give feedback, hit me up on my BDSMlr blog. I can't always guarantee a prompt reply, but I do typically reply to everyone who contacts me. However, just know right out that I do not do any roleplay scenarios.  
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