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Chapter 1

The Bent Quark Collider at CERN was an ambitious project taken on by the European Union.  The project had run its course, and it was discovered that bent quarks did not, in fact, exist.  The collider was aimed for shutdown in the next three years, and Dr. Henrietta Maw was looking for options.

Dr. Maw saw the Large Hadron Collider being developed in Jiangsu, China, as her prime option.  This collider, which would in fact nearly span the entire province, was now going to be the epicenter of particle physics for some time.    She was a shoo-in as a manager in some respect for the new facility, but the opening of that collider and the closure of the one she was currently working at meant she had a span of two years in which she would do no smashing of anything.

The professor thought about a sabbatical and about writing a pop-science book about particle physics. ‘Dr. Maw’s Guide To Breaking Small Things’ was the title she had sloshing around in her head.  She wasn’t exactly scared of the future, but it wasn’t exactly a cakewalk.

After finishing her microwaved lunch in the breakroom one night, she reached for the card again.  The card was handed to her when she was at a house of ill repute by a woman named Tanya.  After telling Tanya about her work as a night manager at CERN, she said she could make things happen for Henrietta and that she had friends in high places.  What struck her was that Tanya seemed rich enough not to have one or two guys, but three fit guys all over her at the club.  She practically talked to Maw while the men crawled all over her.  Henrietta had to walk away after getting her card because it was overstimulating.

The card simply said “Tanya” in bold letters, and a phone number for somewhere in France.  While not a home run, it might just be the bridge to get her enough income to head to China in a few years, when the new collider would be complete.

The physicist did a loop of the offices in the control building of the collider, taking a pace that indicated she was mulling over something important and concerning.  Her associates knew to avoid her during these times because she was often so far inside her own head that she simply didn’t respond to questions.

The urge to call rose within her as she ruminated over her future and the course of events that would likely happen.  She catastrophized how awful it would be to not have a job and how much of a disappointment she would be to her mother.  Just one call could end all that.  After finishing her cup of coffee, she went to her office and pulled out her cell phone.

Two rings later, that seductive Eastern European voice she was familiar with answered. “This is Tanya.”

“Tanya, hi, this is Henrietta.  I was wondering if we could talk about your offer of help.”

“I’ll be down at the end of your shift.  We’ll drop you back after our chat.”  The phone call ended.  Well, that was abrupt.

True to her word, Tanya was there in a stretched SUV limousine.  Henrietta threw her bag in her car and walked to the limo.  When she opened the door, Tanya was sitting with two athletic men with long hair that ran down their necks.  While they smiled and looked great, something seemed to be missing from their eyes.  Next to her, she had two thin blankets.

“Come get in.  We have much to discuss.”

Dr. Maw slid into the back seat, and the limo drove off.  Tanya didn’t look at all tired this late at night. The sky was turning that grey blue color before dawn.

Maw was a little nervous.  “So I had done some thinking and wanted to hear about your offer of help.  The collider in China is…”

“Cover yourself with this.”  Tanya handed Maw a blanket and then proceeded to cover herself with the other like she was getting her haircut.  She then motioned with her eyes to one man who had curly blond hair.  The man slid under the blanket, not saying a word.  A few moments later, and a few shifts of the blanket, Tanya had a much more relaxed look on her face.

When in Rome… Dr. Maw covered herself in the blanket and tucked it behind her back.  The second man with long black hair and grey eyes crawled towards her and under the blanket.  She was starting to feel this man start to tease her body when Tanya started to speak.

“Dr. Maw, I represent an organization whose mission is to maintain the peace that humanity has known for so long.  That peace is being threatened by self-hating women and self-righteous men who think they deserve more than all they currently receive.”  Her face went flush.

“I see, some people do have that viewpoint, but I’m not that involved in politics.”  She could feel the buttons on her blouse being popped open one by one.

“And you shouldn’t, you genius.”  Tanya looked out the window. “You are a scientist.  An intelligent woman whose destiny is to unlock the secrets of the universe.  My employer simply wishes to have the opportunity to have access to your facility during certain hours at night.  I’ve heard the collider is barely at twenty percent usage recently.”

“While that is true, it’s highly problematic to have unauthorized access to... my pussy!  Ah! It feels so hot!”

“Zed is quite the lover, no?”  She sighed. “A few hours once a week for a month.  That’s all we’re asking.  A few of my colleagues want to see your facilities and maybe push a few buttons.  That’s all.  What do you say?”

“Yes!  Oh god, yes!”

“Dr. Maw!”

“Huh?  What?”

“I’m willing to lend you some of my boys for your personal use during that period.  I will also offer you one hundred thousand euros when the month is completed.”  She furrowed her brow and then got a stupid grin on her face. “Ah, that was nice, Benny, good job.  Right, Dr. Maw, it’s a good deal.  If we are satisfied with the arrangement, we will want to extend the visits into the end of the year.  Your discretion is appreciated in this manner.”

“But there are dozens of engineers and scientists working at the lab.”

“You are the shift manager.  You control the schedule. We ask for a few hours a night.  Everyone loves paid vacation, give them half days.”

“I suppose that could work.”  Dr. Maw was really enjoying what this man was doing under the blanket. She gritted her teeth to not moan.  “I’d get multiple men at my apartment every day during the arrangement?”

“Ha, I never thought you’d be the greedy type.  But yes, that can be arranged.”

“Well, I suppose that’s fine then.”  She rolled her eyes and bit her lip.  “When would you need to have the first visit?”

“Two weeks' time.  Would Monday at 1 a.m. work for you?”

“That would be fine.”  Henrietta was so very close. 

“Wonderful, and here we are.  This is your car.”  The limo stopped next to Dr. Maw’s beat-up hatchback.

“But I’m not finished.”

“You’ll have plenty of time to play when we’ve got our first visit completed.”  Tanya took the blanket off, showing the man drenched in sweat and love juice.  “And please send me an address to your preferred crypto wallet.  That’s how we handle things these days.  Keep in touch, Dr. Maw.  I think we’ll find this arrangement quite agreeable.”

Henrietta hastily buttoned up her blouse and slipped her panties back on.  The moment she closed the door, the limo peeled away.

“Well, that’s the biggest case of blue ovaries I’ve ever had.” She muttered as she fumbled for her keys.

…

Sister in Law, Deleria Tremens, and Obsidian walked down a dark alleyway in a grungy part of South Side Boston.  Dee and Obi swore up and down to Sister that they knew the right people to talk to about getting information about Hera.  If Hera was active in Boston, these villains would know.  Sister had done her best to disguise herself with subtle prosthetics, while Deleria and Obsidian hoped their cred had not fallen too low since they turned over a new leaf.

Dee was decked out in her full gothic attire, and Obsidian got her old biker jacket out of the closet and slicked back her hair with pomade; the chokers they wore complemented their old looks.

Obsidian pointed to a nondescript steel door and thumped it loudly.  A sliding spy hole opened up, and a shifty eye darted around.

A voice croaked from behind the door. “I know you two. What about the other one?”

“Fresh meat, old lady.  We’re going to form a trio, and this one’s going to be driving getaway and being a lookout.”

“Meh, don’t look like much.”  A sliding bolt sounded in the door, and then it swung inside. A cloud of smoke, pink light, and noise poured out onto the alleyway. A woman who looked like E.T. when they crossdressed was silhouetted by strobe lights.  “Come on in, the cover charge is forty.”

“That’s robbery.”  Obi spat.

“That’s what you get when criminals run the club.  Have a pleasant time.”  The old woman waved with too long fingers.

Obsidian came up to the bar and ordered three shots of tequila.  The bartender had that MILF look with a giant rack held up by a skimpy black tank top; she winked at Obsidian.  “Don’t see you around here much.  Here’s your shots.”

“Do you know if the Vamps are here?”  She handed the two shots to Dee and Sis.

“They’re here every night,  they own the place.  Go to the back behind the bead curtains.” She gave Obi a playful poke.  Deleria glared at the bartender.

“Vamps?”  Sis raised her eyebrow.  “The ones that claim to be vampires?”

Deleria waved her hand in dismissal. “Don’t worry about that, it’s all an image.  They’re super villain triplets who just happen to have very acute senses, strength, and agility.  They’re just really sensitive to sunlight.”

“Alright, shots in three, two, one.”  The three covert supes downed their drinks.

Sis coughed.  “Ack, that’s high octane stuff.”

“Baddies hate it when you water down their liquor.”  Dee laughed. “This place is probably the best value in town.”

“I’m sure.”  Sister insta-burned the alcohol and followed her two new friends to the back.  Past the bead curtain, three tall women were playing poker.  They were ghostly pale and had hollow cheeks.  Their outfits were made of patent leather and fishnet cloth, which advertised their bosom and posterior.  Their haircuts were identical Eastern European bob cuts.

“Vat do you vant?”  the left-hand-side vampire asked.

Deleria scoffed.  “No need for the act, Doreen, we know you’re from Dorchester.”

“Fine.”  Doreen now sounded like a local. “What ya want?”

Deleria’s eyes started to shiver. “You three are going to have a civil discussion with us.  We have some questions about a group called Hera.  Would you know anything about them?”

“Sure, we do.”  The middle vamp chewed on a toothpick.

Sis laughed. “They’re a talkative bunch.”

Dee cursed under her breath.  “Deep down, they know I’m doing something, so they’re only answering what they have to.  Did you help them attack the Institute of Technology recently?   Have they gotten any closer to getting what they want?”

“Yeah, we helped them.  We got them the recruits a few months back, but they trained them.  I heard they made them mindless drones.”

“Yah talking out yah ass Doreen.”  The one to the right pointed with a long ruby red fingernail back at Doreen. “Tanya said they just trained them up good.  That’s why they didn’t say nuthin.”

“What have they learned?”

“One of them recruits came back pretty torn up, but still breathing.  Tanya brought her laptop and saw what that girl brought back, and ooooh, she was pissed.”

“Why?”

“She kept pissing and moaning, that’s not enough!  Not nearly enough, she goes on and on.”

“So they didn’t find anything.”

“Not from the Institute of Technology, no.”  Doreen lit a cigarette and blew the smoke in Sister’s face.

Sister grimaced. “We’re not learning anything new.”

Deleria leaned into Doreen.  “You have to pee really bad now, Doreen.”

“I do, don’t I?”  She started to get up.

“But the urge isn’t going to go away until you tell us if they learned anything since then.”

“Ah, crap.”  Doreen started to fidget. “A few days after, she said she didn’t need our help anymore.  Said they learned what they needed from someone on the inside.”

“Who?”

“We don’t know, do you think a girl like Tanya would say anything more than that?”

Sister nodded. “Not if they were smart.  Dee, I don’t think we’re going to get blood from a stone.  Let’s head out.”

“Right, Dorren, Iris, Gertrude - it was a pleasure chatting with you.  You don’t have to pee anymore.”  She collected up the deck of cards, shuffled, and dealt all the cards to the three of them.  “I want you three to play war.  I want you to keep playing war until the club closes.”

The three vampire poseurs nodded. “Sounds like fun.”

The trio left the club and walked back down the alleyway.  Obsidian kicked a crumpled-up beer can down the street as they walked.

Deleria looked worried. “I'm sorry, Sis, that we couldn’t get more intel from them.”

Sis shook her head. “Don’t be so down on yourself.  You got as much out of them as you could, and you’ve given me a lead.  Someone on the inside has been compromised.  Someone with knowledge of Project Equality.  I intend to do some serious detective work to find out who’s been turned.

Just then, they heard the old lady yell down the alley. “You bitches!  What did you do to the bosses?!”

Obsidian shook her head. “I knew making them play war was a bad idea.  Why did it have to be war?”

“I felt like they needed to suffer a little after what they did.”  Deleria smiled as the three of them started to sprint to the sports car Sister had brought them in.  A dozen or so thugs ran after them.

“Can I bust some heads, Sis?”  Obsidian punched her hand. “I haven’t put the pain on someone for so long.”

Sis shook her head. “Not when it’s easier to just run.  We all need the cardio anyway.”


Chapter 2

Dan honestly didn’t know how he had gotten into the predicament he was currently in.  He agreed with the other Back Bay Blazers that Donadd deserved a special reward.  They were all correct. Donadd pushed her brain to the limit to save lives during the hurricane.  After the storm, the alien had slept for twenty hours straight.  So why was Donadd giving him a blow job this morning in her bedroom?

“Donadd, the point of today was that it's your day, not mine. Are you sure you just want to give me head right now?”  He rocked slightly as her alien lips slid up and down his girthy penis.  Her long tough again did the one thing that no other human could do, which was completely wrap around his dick and stroke it in a corkscrew motion.

She looked up at him with puppy dog eyes and gently suckled on him.  Her slender hand cupped and gently massaged his nutsack.  It felt like she was getting more out of the oral than he was.  He was close, but Donadd stored her Gatanaxian tongue and spoke while still tenderly teasing his scrotum.

“I’m giving you head because I like to make you feel good, silly.”  He gingerly pecked his twitching head. “Seeing you feeling good makes me feel good too.  When you finally do fuck me, you’ll know how much I love you.”

She went back to bobbing her head down on him.  Dan’s hands gingerly reached out to touch the tips of her green antenna, which were tipped with slightly pink skin.  When they finally touched her tips, she instantly let out a long, desperate moan while her gullet took his member into it.  The vibrations intensified the pleasure Dan was feeling.

She took her hands and guided Dan to lightly pinch the tips of her antennae like they were very sensitive nipples.  Minutes passed as her moans rose in pitch until she almost squeaked.

Her hand dipped under the waistband of the pants she was wearing and vigorously rubbed her clitoris.  Dan was feeling good in one spot, but Donadd was now feeling good in three.  She hooked her finger to get a real good stimulation of her G-spot. He bounced on her haunches and manipulated herself.  Dan felt her body tense, and she released herself, making her pants slick with aromatic love juice.  Dan moved his hands from her antennae to the back of her head and gently pulled her down and kept her there.  Tears formed in the corners of her eyes as she was pushed to the limit. 

“Donadd!  Coming!”  He ground his pelvis into her face while he spurted tablespoons of spooge at the back of her throat.  Donadd coughed accidentally, and the cum did a world tour through her sinuses to end up dripping out her nostrils.  When he let go of her, she backed away and fell on her behind, coughing and gasping for air.

“Donadd!  I’m sorry, it was too good.  Are you ok?”

“I feel weak.  And you made a mess of me.”  She looked at herself.  “I love it.  I love you.”

“You poor thing.”  His heart went out to her.  Dan picked her up and took her to the bathroom.  Every member of the blazers had a full bath and a separate shower stall.  Donadd apparently liked to wash Japanese style first before bathing, so she had a stool in the shower with a long flexible shower hose hooked to the water pipe.

Donadd rushed to the sink and went through a few tissues trying to blow the cum out of her sinuses.  When she was done, she washed her face, turned around, and smiled. “All better.”

“You deserve so much more.  Let’s give you a nice hot bath.”  Dan walked over and set the tub up to fill with just the right hot water for a good, long soak.  He returned to the cute alien and made her face the bathroom mirror. “Let’s get you undressed.”

She was dressed from head to toe in a white synthetic bodysuit with pink piping as highlights.  She would change colors and designs every few days, but she always wore a tight bodysuit that revealed the contours of her body.  Dan reached around and found the zipper for her outfit at her collar.  The man slowly unzipped her, and Donadd had to watch as someone slowly pulled her clothes off.  When the zipper was undone, he pulled the synthetic fabric away from her body, and two healthy, round, and symmetrical breasts dropped freely from the support of the suit.  Her nipples were already hard from the slow undressing.

“Donadd.”  He pulled the top all the way off and hung it up.  Donadd started to tremble at the attention and put her hands on the bathroom counter to brace herself.  He cupped and caressed her luscious green mammaries. “Your breasts are incredibly beautiful.  I love the way they feel.”  He pinched and tugged at her erect nipples, making her moan and arch her back.

“It’s good, Danny.  My breasts are all yours.  Do you want me to pierce them?  I would do anything for you.”

“And mar this perfection?  Never.  I want to continue this, but we must go further.”  He reached for her fly and unbuttoned her tights and peeled them away from her legs like a banana.  Her body’s green skin was flecked with purple dots.  Dan quickly disrobed and hugged her from behind.  Her skin was deliciously warm, and his hands roamed over her supple body.  Dan’s penis rose between her legs to come up against her glistening labia majora.

“Dan, you can if you want.”  She breathed ragged, heaving breaths. “You can mount me any time of the day.”

“Not quite yet.”  He flipped her around and kissed her forcefully, and then pulled away.  Bending down, he reached for her round, rimmed glasses.  After placing them on the counter, he whispered. “You’re completely naked.  Now I can give you a good scrub down.”

Donadd winced at the naughty thoughts running through her mind.  Dan dragged her to the shower and started to run the hot water.  He tested it and then doused her.  Dan then guided her down to sit on the stool.

Getting the soap, he worked up a good lather in his hands and scrubbed her back.  The long strokes of the washcloth on her back made her moan softly.  Dan was so close to her now that he could whisper into her ear. “Donadd, your body is intoxicating.  I love pleasing you as much as you do.”

His sudsy hands groped her from behind and gently mashed her breasts.  Donadd’s moans became soft cries of pleasure.

“Danny…Danny, I want to try something.”

“Okay.”  He gave her a little room so he could follow her lead.  She rotated on her butt to face him with her soapy breasts. She adjusted the stool so Dan could sit a bit higher than a squat, and she got on her knees between his thighs.  She pushed her breasts towards his twitching cock.

She cupped her breasts and made her boobs envelop his dong in soapy pleasure.  Donadd’s face showed a rosy blush through the green pigmented skin.  She raised and lowered herself to give Dan his first-ever tit-job.

“Oh, that’s good, Donadd, you naughty girl.”  His head whipped back at this new sensation.

“Donadd is a good girl, Danny.  I’ll always be here for you.”  She opened her mouth, and her deeply purple tongue snaked out and wrapped around his cock’s head.  It teased and danced while his entire length passed through the smooth firmness of her ample bosom.

Dan found his limit.  Whatever notion of restraint and desire to prolong his erection was lost in the span of a minute.  The stimulation the alien was giving him was simply too great.  The muscles near his taint spasmed, and more ejaculate spewed onto Donadd’s cute nose.  Donadd moaned and laughed in such a way that declared total victory over his body.

“Oh, you like playing dirty, huh?”  Dan growled.  Donadd nodded her head and smiled innocently. She batted her eyes, and her antennae curled in a “who me?” sort of way.

“Two can play at that game!  Get up, you alien!”  He popped his dick out from the clutches of her green breasts and stood up.

“Get up, Donadd, I need to bend you over and drive you insane.”

“No!”

“Oh yes! Brace yourself against the wall, grab that handle.”  He pushed her over, which made her tits start to swing and drip the lather onto the shower floor.  Her ass presented itself to him, and he brought it down on his reviving cock.”

“Ahh, no!”

“No?!  What are you talking about? You love this.”  He buried himself balls deep while his thumb teased her anus. “I’m going to fuck you like you’ve deserved all this time, you sex pot.”  She moaned loudly, echoing in the large bathroom.  His free hand reached for the shower hose.  He directed the pulsing shower setting directly onto her cherry red clit.

“Ah, no!  I can’t take this.”

“This is what good girls who save hundreds of lives get.  Good girls get the standing fuck of their life.”

“Ahhhhhh!”  The alien’s antennae curled into fiddleheads during the orgasm caused by the assault on her pussy. “No!  Too much.”

“You’re saying no, but you’re pushing your tight pussy down on my cock.  Who’s telling the truth, Donadd, your mouth or your pussy.”

She moaned in protest.

He swatted her slippery ass, making a crack that sounded in the whole bathroom. “Tell me.”

“My pussy is telling the truth!  It hasn’t gotten any of your seed yet.  You only came in my mouth and face so far.”  She pouted in protest.

“So you have a greedy pussy, huh?”  He quickened. “Does it like me driving into it?”

“Yes. Mmmph.”  She was now holding onto the handle for dear life, and her knees started to wobble.

“Can it get enough of my cock?”  He spanked her again, gently.

“Nooo!!!  Argh.  Fuck it harder, puny human!”  She reached back with her hand and grabbed his ass and tried to force his thrusts faster and deeper.

“You can’t take me at full power.”

“Give it to me, Danny.  Give me the most you think is safe.”

“I’m doing this because I love you, Donadd.”

“Ahhh!”  Her pussy started pulsing as his hands placed themselves around her pelvis.  He gave quick, forceful thrusts, two or three every second.  Donadd lost all control and let go of the handle, essentially folding in half.  The loss of leverage made Dan have to use his flying skill to counterbalance the dead weight of Donadd.  Her body was limp, but her voice was still sending out signals to the world that she was having the time of her life.  Her pussy started to constrict tightly around Dan’s lightning thrusts, forcing him to not fully pull out for fear of poking her.

He unconsciously started to lift off the floor a few inches.  His strong arms and glutes had super stamina and would not give up.  Dan’s smooth, quick fucking became erratic as pleasure interrupted his brain's ability to control itself properly.  Dan and Donadd’s toes curled at the same time.  His fingers dug into Donadd’s fatty rump as he growled out his remaining thrusts. 

The alien's poor pussy took a full load of Dan’s sperm at a high velocity.  It pushed past her cervix to spray the inside of her womb.  She howled like a wild animal at that moment.  Completely spent, the pair flopped down on the tile floor, seminal fluid emptied from her pussy, and was washed down the drain.

…

Donadd woke up in Dan’s loving arms in the warmth of the hot bath.  Her insides ached, but just barely.  He had loved her carefully while also approaching the intensity that she wanted from her lover.  She stirred and flipped over to face him. 

“That was intense, Danny.”

“It was for me as well.  I was so afraid of hurting my cute alien.”  He kissed her sensually while cradling her head.

“There’s one more thing I want to do today, besides fuck a whole lot more.”

“What’s that?”  He smiled with twinkling eyes.

“I want to take you back on the ship.”  She bit her lip.

“You promise not to kidnap me?”

“Cross my hearts.”

…

The couple held hands while looking over the Mediterranean Sea from the bridge of the supercarrier.  Dan was wearing a smart blazer and slacks, and Donadd was wearing a sundress.  They just had a delicious meal prepared by robots.  It was surf and turf.

“The earth is so beautiful, Danny.  I’m glad it’s my new home.”  She squeezed his hand.

“The world is a better place with you in it, Donadd.  And I just don’t mean for the tech you’re giving to humanity.  You mean so much to me.”

She hugged him and looked up into his face through those nerdy glasses. “Dan, I need to confess something.”

“You can tell me anything, Donadd.”

“I’m going into heat for the next few weeks.”  She squirmed. “I’m going to be extra horny, as my body tries to get pregnant.”

“P..pregnant?”

“Danny, sweetheart.  I feel like my body has completely accepted you as its life partner.  I…I want to have your baby.”  She put her face into his chest and started to cry.

“Donadd, don’t cry.  I said you could tell me anything.  Don’t feel bad.”

“Will you, Danny?  Will you impregnate me?”

Dan was half enticed and half put off by the way she put it.  “Are you ready to become a mother?”

“Yes, of course.  I’ve always dreamt of having children.  I’ve been planning for months.  I have been making drones that are capable of helping me do the job. I can bring down containers from the supercarrier to make a room in the Blazer HQ a nursery.”

She stopped and stared deeply into his eyes.  “I’m so ready for this, Danny.  Would you be the one to join our two species together in love?”

Deep down, Dan realized how far the two of them had come in such a short time.  Donadd had shown herself to be a reliable member of the team and an utterly devoted lover.  In those stolen moments and happy conversations, the two had grown really close.

“Donadd, I love you, and if this is what you want, then I want it too.”

“I’m so happy, Danny!”  She twirled around and jumped on him.  “How many kids do you want?  Seven?  Nine?”

“Let’s just see how we do with the one.”

“Good point, I’ll get some practice in.  The drones might get overwhelmed with so many.”

“How long is Gatanaxian gestation?”

“About two years, depending on the hybridization process.  The Gatanaxian egg goes through multiple iterations to find a proper compatibility with interspecies sperm.”

“I can see why you want to start early.”

“And don’t worry about my figure, Danny.  We barely show a bump until the last month, and then the fetus grows quickly once it finds the right solution.”

“Donadd?”

“Yes, lover?”

“Quit talking science and kiss me.”

The couple embraced as the supercarrier met the dawn and filled the bridge of the spacecraft with pure light.


Chapter 3

Dr. Treda shook her head mournfully as she tossed hard drive after hard drive into the grinder that the US government had sent over to her office, along with a couple of federal agents with very large guns to make sure the doctor did as she was told.

“This is a travesty against science, you know.”  She tipped another drive in the black slot.  She heard the teeth of the grinder shredding the metal and plastic. “We just wanted to warn you about the risks of dimensional transfer, not stop research entirely.”

One of the agents dropped her sunglasses. “You warned us that this was a potential Earth-threatening event.  What did you expect us to do?”

“Be more careful?  Give us more funding for long-term research?  Anything but send shredders out.”  She sighed. “Look, this pile of drives is the last we have.  Can I please take a smoke break?  My assistant can easily put the drives in the grinder.”

The agent nodded. “Be my guest.”

The young researcher grabbed her cigarettes from her office and headed to the atrium of the H & R office building.  The atrium was a massive glass structure that encased the space between three towers.  It was filled with light, water features, and plants.  Treda loved coming down here to clear her mind.  She lit her Charon brand cigarette and blew a long column of smoke into the tree she was sitting under.”

“You know, smoking is a nasty habit.”  A man’s voice said behind her back.

“The research is still out on that, whoever you are.”  She lied.  Turning around, she immediately put out the cigarette into the heel of her shoe.  “Mr. Hazel! I’m so sorry if I knew you were here, I wouldn’t have lit up.”

Dr. Treda knew of Richard Hazel and had worked with his staff on a number of occasions.  Something looked odd about him this time, seeing him.  Was it the new, longer haircut he was sporting? He had two steaming cups of coffee in styrofoam cups and sat down on the other side of the bench, smiling.

Richard continued. “I hear that a certain project has almost completed its data scrub.  I bet you’re disappointed.  Would you like a cup of coffee?  I just brewed it myself. I remember you take milk, no sugar.”

“Yes, thank you.  Having your life’s work ground to dust is never an inspiring moment.”  Her hand moved to her mouth, and she forgot she had put out her smoke. “It’s a real dent to your sense of self-worth.”

“Now that H & R and the government have far less need for particle physicists, do you have any plans?”  Dick raised the cup to his lips in a slightly mechanical manner that Treda found odd.

“Yes, but I’ve got another job lined up.  Emboss’s friend, the Gatanaxian, has completed her first technology transfer.  I’ll be part of the first research team, analysing the power modules.  A suitcase-sized box that can power five hundred homes for a thousand years.  Donadd says it's impossible to turn into a bomb.  Our team will be tasked with disproving that statement.”  She sipped from the cup. “Mmm.  Good coffee.”

Richard nodded. “I only buy the best beans.”  His lip twitched twice before he continued. “What would you say if I told you that there was still an opportunity to work on dimensional travel? There are groups of powerful people who haven’t given up hope on being able to bring men from the other side.”

“Really?  Is this a black project?  Does the Department of Gender know about this?”

“I guess you could say it is a black project, Dr. Treda.  Those in the current administration lack the vision needed to bring about a new age of women.  Women can live the life they were supposed to have.”

“I’m sorry?”

“Each woman, having two or three men, all serving her needs.  Men would finally put women on a pedestal.”

“I never saw you as a women’s rights activist.”  She sipped more of the coffee. “The idea of that world sounds nice in theory.  I’ve worked long hours, but for a world where more women can have a single man if they so choose.  We wouldn’t have to lead such stressful, sex starved lives.  No more guilt coming from our mothers to join a harem.”

“You wouldn’t be shackled to what society wants.”  He tilted his head and nodded. “So are you in?”

Treda looked up at the artificial habitat, filled with tropical plants. “While it’s a worthwhile goal, I have to move on.  Gatanaxian technology may very well bring about the advances we need to perfect dimensional travel.  The tech is real and has been in operation for centuries.  We can help people right now. I can't give that up.”

“My boss said there was a ten-to-one odds you’d say something like that.”  Richard flung the coffee cup into a nearby bin. “That’s a shame.”

“Boss?  But Mr. Hazel, you’re the founder of the company.”  Her head started to swim, and Hazel’s outline started to blur. “You don’t have any boss.”  She slumped over, and her head fell into Richard’s lap.  She slept soundly.

“I have one now, Dr. Treda.”  He petted her head mechanically. “I’m going to put you and a friend of yours on the company jet to go and meet her.”

…

Dr. Treda’s eyes opened wide as the pungent odor of smelling salts hit her nose.  Her first eyeful was her work colleague, Dr. Moarly.  She was sitting on the same couch, bolt upright, and looked ghastly pale.  Moarly looked at Treda and gave a tight smile, but remained silent and unmoving. She looked around and saw a black haired woman with blue eyes and a sly grin on her face toss the salts into a rubbish bin and walk to a woman with salt and pepper hair sitting behind a desk.  The younger woman spoke with an Eastern European accent. “She’s up, boss.”

Enola Gortinson raised her eyebrow. “I noticed.” She gave a nod to the recovering doctor. “I hope you enjoyed your flight. It’s nice to meet you, Dr. Treda. I’m Enola Gortinson, Richard’s new…supervisor.”

“Flight?  Where am I?” Treda rubbed her eyes and cracked her neck.  “Why is Dr. Moarly here?”

“You're in a small office building across from the particle research lab at CERN.  I’m here to inform you of your current situation and your mission now that you’re working for the Hera group.”

“Hera?!  What are you talking about? I’m no terrorist.  Men should have the freedom to choose whomever they want.”

“Did I say you were working for us willingly?”  Enola raised her hand. “Don’t worry, your conscience can remain clean.  You’ll be working under duress.”  She looked at Tanya. “Why don’t you show her the feed?”

The black haired girl handed a tablet to the Doctor. “Just swipe, you’ll get every angle.”

Dr. Treda saw a camera feed of the large home she lived in with her husband, children, and sisters-in-law (that was how the wives of a man referred to each other).  She swiped; each bedroom in the house had a camera feed.  The last video showed the nursery, with her child sleeping soundly.

“What the fuck is this?”

“The Hera group excels at blackmail, Dr. Treda.  Your husband's home is rigged to explode.  It will be the unfortunate result of bad gas line work.  Such a terrible tragedy.”  Enola made a fake frown of concern. “We wouldn’t want that to happen, would we?”

“They’ll know I’ve gone, they’ll call the police.”

“Richard has made sure that would not be a problem.  You’re taking a long work trip and won’t be back for months.  The only person who will miss you dearly will be your child. Having such a big family doesn’t give you enough time to notice when someone is off on an adventure.”

“Maggie!” Dr. Treda touched the face of her daughter, sleeping soundly.

“So, now that you see you can work for us.  I want to make it clear that Hera wants your dimensional travel research to work again.  Dr. Moarly is here to improve the scope you used to find potential candidates.

Moarly cursed. “That tech took years to produce.”

Tanya walked over with a briefcase and opened it in front of them.  Inside was a crude approximation of the device made by the Department of Gender.

“You think a science project like that will do half as well as the one I personally destroyed?  You're more likely to find serial killers than compliant men in the parallel dimension with that piece of crap.”

“Don’t you worry about their psychological profile, Moarly.  We just need it to work.”

“You’re willing to pull superpowered psychopaths into our world?”

Enola stood up and walked to Moarly. “Let me worry about that.  Dr. Treda, in your research, did you not say there was a moment in time where the subject froze midway through the portal? And that the subject is unconscious for another hour after transference?”  She bent down and stared with emotionless eyes.

“Well, yes, that would be just after the person was bombarded with Tachyon particles.”

“Would you say we could test their body for invulnerability at that moment? ”

“I suppose that’s possible, but that’s pure speculation.”

“Good, then we have our failsafe.  Hera can control any man whose skin we can puncture.  At the moment of time stop, we perform the procedure.  If it is rejected due to invulnerability, we simply return the target to their home universe.”

“This is insanity!  You're talking about potentially populating parallel universes with invulnerable super psychopaths!”

“Why should I care what happens to one of a trillion alternative worlds? And don’t worry, when this is all said and done, you may have the privilege to breed with a subject.  Wouldn't it be nice to give birth to a super-abled person?”

Dr. Treda spat. “Your lack of empathy is fascinating.  You should have your head examined.”

Enola gave a hollow laugh.  “All I need is your compliance.  I don’t care how you feel about me.”

Moarly balled her fists. “What assurances do we have that you won’t blow up our families at the end of all this?”

Enola walked to the window.  “Because by the time we’re all done, the world will be a very different place, and you will pose no threat to the organization.  You’ll be an insect, undeserving of our attention.”  She waved in the direction of the research institute across the road. “And the world will be a wonderful place to live in.  You’ll be happy and so will we.  There would be no need for … hostilities.”

Dr. Treda looked to see Dr. Moarly quietly weeping.


Chapter 4

Despite being the most powerful man on the planet, Dan Gadsen’s heart pumped furiously when he saw Cygnus come out of her room dressed to the nines to go on a date.  Cygnus was wearing a lavender dress that left little to the imagination.  The slit up the side of her dress was only outdone by the dress’s plunging neckline.  A single diamond pendant necklace graced her neck.  She tossed her auburn locks, now dyed, and gave him a seductive look through tortoise shell glasses that had no prescription.

Dan was in disguise as well.  His hair was dyed black, and he wore an impeccable gun metal grey three-piece suit and a tasteful neck tie; he wore black rimmed glasses.

She walked in high-heeled shoes towards him and smirked. “You sure do clean up nice, Danny.”

“Speak for yourself, I like your old hair better,  but I’ve never seen you this sexy.”  He leaned in and pecked her cheek.  “Shall we head out on our mission?”

“Mission and a date, too.  Don’t forget that.”  She smiled.

Sister In Law shook her head, looking on from the side.  “You two have to remember one thing.  No visible use of superpowers.  We need to confirm my lead on Dick Hazel.  If he doesn’t pan out, I’m back to square one. If you’re found out, Hera will go to ground, and the trail will run dry.”

Cygnus stuck out her tongue. “Yeah, yeah.  No powers.  Dan and I will behave like complete civvies.”  She walked to the entrance, her legs revealing themselves all the way up to her hip with every step.

He whispered in Sister In Law’s ear.  “See you later, Shanice. We’ll do our best, but I wouldn’t stay up if I were you.”

“Good hunting!” Sister slapped him on the ass, making him walk faster out the door.

…

Cygnus and Dan held hands as they walked into Le Grille Rhodes.  The maître d' looked at them and nodded approvingly.   She approached and smiled. “Bay, party of two?”

Dan acknowledged, and they were led into the main room of the large restaurant. If the tables weren’t in there, he would have sworn it was an art museum.  While they were in a reversed world with a huge gender imbalance, this place was where the rich and powerful brought their boy toys to impress them, so the gender of the room was fairly balanced.  There was a small dance floor and someone playing a grand piano.  A few couples were dancing slowly and closely.

After getting their cocktails and ordering their food, Dan noticed that Cygnus kept looking at the dance floor during their small talk.

He grinned, “Have you ever danced before?”

She looked at him and nodded. “I was always able to get a boy or two to get up and dance with me in college.  There’s nothing like it in the world.”

“We still have time before Richard gets here.”  He stood up and offered his hand. “May I have this dance?”

Cygnus opened her eyes wide. “I’ve never been asked before; usually the women ask.  But yes.”

He led her out and brought her in close.  Their legs offset so they were connected along their side from their hips to just under their arms.  Dan placed his arm comfortably around her back, and they made simple, basic steps while the music played.  Cygnus gave a little yelp. “I’ve never followed before.”

“You’re doing fine.”  He sniffed her neck.  “Did you know you’re the most beautiful woman in this room?  When we eavesdrop on Richard, we’ll have to really play it cool; otherwise, you’ll draw too much attention, and we’ll get found out.”

Cygnus pressed closer as the song continued.  She eventually found the courage to speak.  “Dan, do you think you and I have a future?  I saw how you and Donadd are spending a lot of time together during the day, and I heard what you had agreed to.  I saw you plan a future with her, and I wanted to know if I had one with you.”

He sighed.  “The fact that I’ve overcome my fear of being next to you should be proof enough.  I see a future with every single one of the Blazers.  You have nothing to worry about.”

“Dan, I have a confession to make.”  She bit her lip for a moment and held on tight. “You know how superheroines have very effective immune systems that prevent pregnancy?”

“Yes,”  Dan said evenly, not knowing where this was going.

“I talked with a doctor a while back, and asked her about any way I could get around that.  They prescribed me an immunosuppressant, and I’ve been taking it.  I know I should have told you sooner.  I just didn’t know how to bring it up.  Now that you’re trying with Donadd, I felt like I had to confess.”

“I knew.  I found out when you left your bag in the kitchen.  I had to look up what cyclosporin was, and then I put two and two together.”

“Then why did you…”

“Because I’m in love with you, Cygnus.” He blurted out. “I’ve been in love with you for a while; I was just trying to convince myself otherwise.  I was afraid I was making the same mistakes.  Now I know that was foolish.”

She leaned her head on his shoulder.  “So you are willing to be the father of my child?”

“The cat’s out of the bag, my dear, with Donadd, with working at Candycade.  I’m already a father, but at least with Donadd and you, I would have a chance to be in my children’s lives.  That’s important to me.  And I don’t want anyone else to be your partner.  I want to be with you.”

“I love you, Danny.  I love you so much.”  She blushed when he dipped her at the end of the song.

“We have to head back, our food is getting served.”  He winked.

After a delicious meal, the couple ordered coffee and dessert.  While Dan fed her a forkful of chocolate cake, Cygnus signaled that Richard had entered the restaurant.  Dan saw them pass through the center of the room.  He was walking in front of an older lady with greying hair, but still a healthy body.  Dan and Cygnus did their best to look casual and drink their coffee, but Dan found it hard when Cygnus kept putting her hand on his, across the table.  Giving up, he flipped his hand over and interlocked his fingers with hers.  Both of the supes listened intently to whatever the new couple had to say.

Enola waited for Richard to pull her seat back.  She wondered if she needed to increase the signal on his control computer.  It was always a fine balance between compliance and natural behavior.  When she just wanted a hard fucking she could crank the signal up to max, and the male would jackhammer until he collapsed of exhaustion.  Unfortunately, Richard was too valuable an asset to just keep a zombie.  With a lower control signal, more of the human came to the surface, attracting less suspicion. The control puck had to be far more subtle in its means of control at lower settings. Currently, Richard believed that he was totally in love with Enola, and they were having a wild affair while helping her achieve her goals of world domination.  That was the reason why she was eating at a restaurant with him.

“Why did you bring us here, Richard?”  She pointed to a very expensive bottle of wine on the menu and looked at the waitress.  They nodded and walked off. “I don’t like discussing business out in public, but I suppose there is sufficient chatter to drown out our conversation.”

“Enola, my love, how would I get this expensive meal written off on my taxes if I didn’t discuss business with a client.  Anyway, you’re far too pretty to simply not show off.  I get so little time with my precious woman.”

“Has anyone from the US government or supergroups found out about your data transfers to Hera?”  Enola started nibbling at a breadstick absentmindedly.

“Not that I know of.  I’ve been following all the protocols.  The last shreds of data about project equality and dimensional kidnapping are now safely on your servers in Paris.”  He put his hands together. I would love to hear news about the progress you’re making.

Enola sighed. “You’re the nosiest controlled male I’ve had the luxury of spending time with.  Fine, the two scientists we’re collaborating with have been exceptionally hardworking.  Having their families as hostages has a way of ensuring that.  It’s too bad I can’t institute the policy across my publicly held companies.”

“You’re so funny, Enola.”  He made a hollow laugh. “How many men did you intend to bring into this universe?”

“If we’re able to filter out the invulnerable heroes, there’s no limit, but we’d likely stop when we had enough controllable supes to start influencing world affairs.  Tanya has even suggested that we could turn some superheroines to our cause by lending out super studs that can handle the sex without injury.  That Emboss is proof that heroines will stop at nothing for some male companionship.”

Richard’s mouth twitched. “I only wish they hadn’t transplanted that Dan character to our universe.”

“Richard, you’re under my control, and I forbid you from showing weakness like that.  Dan Gadsen could have led a life of luxury, but the scientists were too sloppy on their prototype work and sent him to a dumpster.  What the feds were trying to do with him is not that far from what I’m trying to do.  I’m just ensuring control.  We need the world to have its house in order if aliens come again.  We need an army of supes, and we need that Gatanaxian weapons technology.  When I have that, no one will stop Hera.”

“And we’ll have paradise on earth.” He fawned. “When will the first transfer take place?”

“You’ll just have to wait and find out, dear.”  Enola purred. “You know when you start seeing superhuman crime on a scale not seen in a century.”  She picked out another breadstick and sucked on it suggestively. “Now tell me how your surgery is healing. I want to see how good the enhanced Dick is.”

…

Dan and Cygnus sent their message off to Sister In Law for analysis and then turned off their phones, not wanting to be distracted any further for the night.  Sister still didn’t know where the scientists were being held, and they needed a plant to investigate this Enola character.  They walked hand in hand past a nightclub pumping out dance music. The line was full of women, while they saw a group of young men walk right in.

“Dan, can I tell you a fantasy I have?”  Cygnus grabbed him by the arm and pushed her breasts onto it, looking at him with pleading eyes.

“Seems like a night for confessing your deepest secrets.  What is it?”

“I’ve never really done anything too wild in a club.  Supes have to be so careful that it feels like everything is planned out when you go to places like Cloud Nine.  I’d like to do a little roleplay.”

…

This is so embarrassing.  Dan thought to himself as eight women tried to dance on him at the club.  He had been there for quite some time, waiting for Cygnus to get in through the long line.  She was worthy of getting in for sure, but only men could take the short line.

Being a good-looking guy and wearing a suit at the same time drove all the young women wild in the club.  It seemed that while they had no problem pleasuring themselves to a naked man’s chest, or really tight shorts, but a man in a smart-looking suit seemed to make women animalistic.  They didn’t bother to ask to dance with him; they just sort of started glomming onto him when he tried to walk to the bar and pushed him out to the floor.

“Hey sexy, how come I’ve never seen you around here?”  A rather cute brunette said in a slinky white dress.  “My name is Grace, and I’m a vice president at PBM. They make supercomputers, you may have heard of them.”

“Oh, really, that’s nice.” He yelled back over the music. “You must be rich.”

“Let me buy you a drink!”  She said and pulled him to the bar. 

The bartender immediately dropped what she was doing and went over to him.  “What will you be having, hot stuff?”

“Gin and tonic, please, a tall one.”  He turned to Grace. “Is that alright?”

“Boy, you can have whatever you like, and as many.  I’m buying.”  Grace grinned and raised her eyebrow. 

Dan gulped. Where are you, Cygnus?  As he listened to Grace drone on and on about her big corporate job and going windsurfing on the Great Barrier Reef, he realized how many people were staring at him.  Back at Candycade, it was the same situation, but he was making money, and there were more men there than here.  In the dark club, he could see several pairs of eyes staring at him like monsters’ eyes in a horror movie.

Grace paid the bartender for the gin and tonic, and Dan could easily see with his improved vision that she palmed a pill into his drink that quickly dissolved.

Dan knew he could burn off alcohol, but he wasn’t sure about a mickey. He got off his stool and got dangerously close to Grace and talked into her ear.

“Grace, I thought you were special.  You are beautiful and successful. I really thought we could have had a connection.”  He grabbed her ass and squeezed it, making her gasp. “But slipping something into a guy's drink is such a turn-off.  I’m going limp just thinking about it.”  He turned around and walked.

“Wait!  I can explain!  Aw shit.”  Grace kicked the bar in frustration.

“Dan, did you just turn a girl down?”  He heard a voice in his ear and a hand slide around him from behind. “Such a good boy I have.”

He turned around to see Cygnus’s pretty face. “What makes you think you have me for tonight?  You’re going to have to seduce me.  That girl over there tried to slip something in my drink.  What are you going to do?”

“Gonna take you to the orgy room.”  She winked.

“They have a room for that?”  He asked incredulously.

“Come with me.  Now, the rule I have is you can only be with me.  Got it?”  She gripped him by the wrist.  “Otherwise, we go home right now.”

“Cygnus, I’ve promised to be true to the Blazers.  I intend to keep that promise.  It shouldn’t be a problem if a hottie like you keeps me occupied.  And anyway, this is all for you.  I’d be fine fucking you at home.”

“Where’s your sense of adventure, Dan?”

“I’m following you, aren't I?”

The orgy room was almost completely dark.  A supe bouncer at the entrance had a set of lockers and a sign that said ANYONE CAUGHT RECORDING IN THIS ROOM WILL LOSE ALL THEIR TEETH.  And underneath the sign was a picture of the one girl stupid enough to break the rule. It didn’t look pretty.  The couple handed their phones to the bouncer, who smiled and gave them a ticket.  Inside the room, a strobe light flashed for a few moments and then went dark again.  He could hear the sounds of lovemaking.  There were a few men in here, and each of them was surrounded by at least three girls, all using the man for their pleasure.  All the men were lying on their backs with looks of discomfort.

Dan and Cygnus hungrily kissed each other in the dark.  She tried to fish his cock out of his pants, but he yelled in her ear. “The only place my little guy belongs is inside of your belly, you wanted to get pregnant, right?”

Cygnus melted in his arms. “Then how do you want to get started?”

Dan pushed her onto a leather couch.  Getting on top of her, he peeled away her dress from her shoulders to let her tits free.  She moaned over the music, and he massaged and licked them.  Cygnus’s tits really were incredible, large and firm, topped with button-sized nipples on top of perfectly sized areolae.  He sucked on one and pinched the other.  One woman who was jilling to a threesome turned and looked their way.  She drifted towards them and sat on the same couch, not bothering them, but not looking away.

I guess this is going to be a performance; it comes with the territory of being in a nightclub orgy.  Dan focused on Cygnus and lifted up her skirt to find out that she had not worn panties tonight.

He wagged his finger in her face. “You sure are presumptuous.”  Cygnus bit her lip as his head moved to her pussy.

“Oh fuck!  You're sucking my whole vagina. Grrrrhh!”  Cygnus cradled his head as he worked furiously to bring her to climax.

The girl next to them was fucking herself with three fingers shamelessly.  “Holy shit!  This guy is going down on her.  I’ve only seen this on streaming.  I didn’t think a guy would do it on his own.  Faye!!! Come get a load of this slut!”

“He’s not a slut!  He’s my man. Aaah!” Cygnus protested, but didn’t bother moving at all from her position.

He fluttered his tongue over her clitoris with hummingbird speed strokes.  He didn’t want to finger fuck her in a public place, so he alternated with tongue plunges into her canal between clit teasings.  His hands continued to tease her freed tits.  Soon enough, she crunched her abs and screamed over the music. “Fuck! I’m coming!”

Two other girls watching made similar statements.  The feeling of being watched while loving Cygnus was conflicting.  He felt like a porn star on one hand, and on the other, he wanted to keep moments like these private.  He was glad phones were banned in this room.

“How do you want to be bred, girl?”

“I don’t know, you’re good in every way.” She giggled with her fingertip at her lips.

He took her ankles and pulled them all the way up near her head. Looking dead serious, he yelled. “Keep them there!”

Her eyes were dilated, and she nodded deeply while Dan fished his dick out, already rock hard.  He placed his hands on her thighs and plunged his rod deep inside of her.  Cygnus wailed in pleasure. A few more women walked over and started to play with themselves.

“My my my, looks like we have a dommy daddy.”  One girl said.

Another retorted.  “He must be a gigolo; no man likes being on top.”

Dan shook his head in disbelief.  “Take my cock!” He yelled as the base beat of a new song shook the orgy room.  He plunged down, smashing his balls against her.  Cygnus held her ankles and flung her head from side to side as she visibly jolted from each forceful thrust.

“He fucking her so hard!”

“He, he, he must be on performance-enhancing drugs.”  A curly redhead called out. “Woooo!  Go boy!  Breed that bitch.”

A curvy woman in a Betty Page haircut yelled to her friend. “I think I found my new kink.  Hey boy, what’s your name?”

Cygnus started to clamp down on his dick with a force only a superheroine could manage and only a supe like Dan could handle.  Her high-pitched squealing was audible over the techno music.  Now, even the girls riding the other men in the room were looking over while they bounced on their partner’s cocks. The other men seemed frustrated at their loss of attention.

Dan managed to maintain it for another couple of minutes but decided to stop when Cygnus started to tear the leather of the couch with her fingers.  He let go of her thighs and held her.  Cygnus wrapped her legs around his waist as he released an amazing amount of cum inside of her.  She cooed and kissed him with her plump, cherry-red lips.  One girl orgasmed at the sight of their embrace.

“Have you had enough, my girl?”  He spoke in her ear?

“We’re only getting started!  How about we do it doggystyle on the roof?”


Chapter 5

Gordon Frass scrunched his nose as his date for the night extinguished her cigarette on an ashtray next to her bed.  He had met this dusky redhead at a nightclub earlier and hit it off. She wore hippy clothing with bell-bottomed jeans, a headband, and John Lennon sunglasses.   They danced for a while, and she laughed at his jokes.  When her girlfriends drifted away, and he had bought her enough drinks, she asked him if he wanted to see her pet iguana. 

He looked around.  Her apartment reeked of marijuana and cigarettes.  Posters of the Jimi Hendrix Experience and other rock and roll bands of the sixties and seventies covered the walls.  She even made him screw her with the black light on.  He had to close his eyes to avoid seeing the walls, fearing what he might see in the purple light.

He bit his fingernails and wiggled his toes, lying in bed next to her.  When Gordon felt there was enough awkward silence, he got up, put his pants on, and thanked the hippie for a wonderful night.  The redhead waved at him and smiled, but said nothing.

Walking out the entrance to the building, he stopped dead and widened his eyes.  In front of him stood Orlea, a short, muscular blonde with black colored eyes.  She had her hands in the pockets of her jacket.

She raised an eyebrow. “So this is your office, sweetie?”

“Hey, honey, I was just bringing home a work colleague after some drinks with the team.  He’s drunk out of his mind.”  He laughed and started to walk down the street. 

She followed.  Orlea’s face was blank, and she blinked. “I thought we could have had a nice romantic meal; I had everything prepared.”

“I told you not to wait up for me, darling.”  He kissed her head.  “You know how busy I am.”

“I know.” 

“Now let me hail us a cab and… Orlea.  What are you doing?”  Gordon raised his hands as he saw the barrel of a snub-nose revolver point at his face.

“You’re a liar and a cheating son of a bitch, Gordon!”  She poked him hard in the chest with the gun, backing him up into an alleyway.

“What are you talking about?”  His eyes searched high and low for onlookers on the empty street. “I would never cheat on you.  I told you, I was simply dropping off a work friend.  She was drunk.”

“I thought you meant he, Gordon.”

“I’m sorry I made a mistake, Orlea.  I tend to be jumpy when a gun is pointed at my face.”

“But mistaking a he for a she is a bit much, don’t you think?”  Orlea’s eyes began to tear up. “Gordon, I don’t get it.  I gave you the best years of my life!  My mother told me to move on after three years.  But I held out hope.”  She wiped her nose with her free arm.  “Then you start up with your long work nights and business trips.  I never see you anymore.  I’m not an idiot.”

“I’m climbing the corporate ladder, Orlea.  You know this.  I was just made VP of research and development.  Look, baby, why don’t you put the gun down, and we can discuss this?  I can listen to everything you have to say.”  He approached and gingerly reached out with his hand.

“Get away from me!”  Tears were now pouring down her face. She cried for a few seconds, and then, like a switch, she stopped and stood upright.  “Goodbye, Gordon.”  She cocked the hammer of her revolver.

At that moment, a black hole opened up under him, and Gordon fell through it. Orlea fired off a shot and grazed Gordon’s scalp before falling completely through the hole and having it close up again.  Orlea stood there for a moment before walking over to where the hole was and gingerly tapping the ground with the toe of her shoe.

Her hands started to shake, and she jammed the pistol back into her coat.  “I’m going crazy.”

…

Gordon fell for a long while.  He felt weightless, but the air he had been breathing fell away from him, and he started to asphyxiate.  He tried reaching for his throat instinctively, but he noticed how his arms slowed down.  Around him were wisps of lavender light that formed a dimly lit tunnel coursing through space.  He saw galaxies fly past him through the faint lavender-lit tunnel.  He fell faster and faster until the galaxies in front of him started to turn blue, and the galaxies behind him started turning red.  Just as he was about to pass out, the tunnel flashed white.

…

Tanya was nothing if not resourceful.  After the first transdimensional kidnapping happened,  she learned that she needed a trampoline surrounded by a few dozen large mattresses.  The first subject hit the ground a bit too fast and cracked his skull on the concrete wall of the super collider tunnel.  She had a few of her controlled men carry some king-sized mattresses into the super collider tunnel.  Dr. Maw said she wanted to stay at this extraction session and then leave with three of the men.  Right now, they were guarding the doors, pistols in holsters, and looking straight ahead with no expression.

She stopped counting the attempts that night.  Her two kidnapped research scientists were looking a little green around the gills after her henchmen had to zip up so many corpses.  She didn’t understand why they were so lily livered; she even covered the body bags with white sheets.

Now she was sure the next attempt was going to be successful.  She gave a thumbs up to Dr. Moarly, looking through the hood of the transdimensional scope.  A minute later, Dr. Moarly nodded to Dr. Maw.  Maw selected the coordinates sent to her from the scope and pressed the giant red button that Tanya had bought expressly for this purpose.  At that instant, a black hole appeared in the ceiling and a man shot from it, down into the trampoline.  He kicked frantically during the rebound and then landed softly.  Tanya was on him in an instant and stabbed a needle into his neck.

Seeing the needle slip under the skin, Tanya was elated. They didn’t have to throw this one back up through the hole that was just closing.  When she saw that the man only became very sluggish and wasn’t knocked out cold, she was glad the dose was oversized.

Tanya pointed to her briefcase.  “Dr. Maw, hand me that bag, would you?”   The doctor walked quickly with it in hand and popped the clasps for Tanya to lift the lid.  Inside were eight control pucks. Activating one, she pressed it into his neck.  The middle-aged man screamed as a thousand electrodes snaked through the flesh and bone of his neck.  Tanya knew she was now in control when the man blinked three times and then stood up.

“Computer, what is the name of the subject?”  Tanya got up, opened her tablet, and started recording.

The man opened his mouth and spoke haltingly. “Subject’s name is Gordon Frass.”

“Is Gordon a sociopath?  Is he a criminal?”

He blinked.  “Gordon does not recall any periods of incarceration, nor criminal activity.  He does have a considerable number of engrams involving infidelity.” 

Tanya laughed. “It never ceases to amaze me how all the other universes have men as the randy ones.”  She looked back at the scientists, who were looking at a computer screen. “What are you looking at?”

“Dr. Moarly’s latest adjustments gave a thirty percent increase in temporal accuracy.”  Dr. Maw stood up from the monitor. “Looking at the recording, the man would have been dead a second later.”  Tanya gave a thumbs up.  Dr. Moarly smiled and nodded.

“One final question for the night.  What are Mr. Frass’s superpowers?”

The computer made Gordon’s eyes close, then reopen.  “Calculating tachyon impregnation percentage levels.  It looks like he achieved thirty-two percent of the levels reached by Mr. Gadsen.  Fast muscle twitch fibers show significant enhancements, and brain regions for motor control are also showing massive reconstruction.”  The man tilted his head. “I believe Gordon is fast.”

Tanya raised her eyebrow. “How fast?”

The controlled Gordon raised his eyebrow. “Shall I perform an experiment?”

“Please do.”  Tanya pushed at her cuticles and sighed.

Gordon ran out of the room and came back a minute later, breathing heavily.

“So, how fast?”

“Gordon’s body wasn't being pushed to the maximum, as I have been given orders not to damage the collider.  I refrained from breaking the sound barrier in the tunnel.  I believe this body can reach speeds in excess of one thousand miles per hour.”

Dr. Moarly exclaimed. “Mach one point three!  Simply amazing.”

“So…”  Tanya grinned. “Are you fast at everything?”

“I believe he is, Tanya.”  The new slave looked at his master. “Why do you ask?”

She turned to Dr. Maw.  “Doctor, would you like to take Mr. Frass out for a test drive?”

The doctor covered her mouth and gave a short laugh. “Well, if it’s for the cause of science.  I’d be willing to….”

Tanya yawned. “Use the break room. Gordon!  Do not break this woman.  She’s very important to the mission.”  She looked at her minions and clapped.  “We’re done for tonight.  Men, we’ll need you to get a van for the failed test subjects.”

“Yes, ma’am,”  They responded in unison.


Chapter 6

Richard Hazel starred at the supergroup he once used to manage.  The control puck monitored and controlled the situation, and it noticed elevated levels of cortisol.   Dick started to tap his pencil and fidget with his knees.

“All of this is preposterous.  I have never even heard of a ‘Project Equality’ in my entire career here in H & R.”  He laughed. “And even if it existed, why would I collaborate with Hera to steal its secrets?  I’ve worked with all of you for years.  You know me.”

The computer saw Sister in Law smirk at him and write in that infernal notepad of hers. “After the Blazers left H & R, were you not in financial trouble?  Didn’t more groups follow suit?”

“A minor setback.  The Gortinson Group has seen our expertise and experience and has signed on.  They provide much more assistance than a certain group of backstabbers.”

The computer grew concerned at its host's hostility.  It extended a few more electrodes into Richard’s amygdala and suppressed that region of the brain.  He relaxed a little, but his fidgeting continued. “I apologize, that was petty.”

Sister in Law raised her eyebrow.  “So what business is the Gortinson group working with you on?  It seems like their thumbs are in a lot of pies.”

“I’m not at liberty to discuss business involving our clients.  You wouldn't have wanted that if another supergroup asked about you.  Am I right?”

“Yes, that’s true.”  Sister smiled.  “I guess I’m going on a fishing expedition?”

Richard clapped his hands. “Finally!  You’ve come to your senses.  Now I’m a very busy man, as you may remember.  I have so many clients these days, I don’t know how to handle them all.”

Sister raised her hand, in it she held a phone. “Just answer me this one question.  Can you explain these statements?” 

She tapped the screen, and the computer recognized its host’s voice. “You’re so funny, Enola…Ha…How many men did you intend to bring into this universe?”

The computer went into high alert.  His phone was across the table, and its transmitter only worked for a few miles. The computer AI couldn’t notify its commander that it was compromised.   It forced Richard to speak, making it sound robotic. “Did you have a warrant to spy on me?  What you’ve done is illegal.”

Sister clicked the button again. “We’re not the police, Richard.  We’re only here to stop you and Hera.  Tell us what we should find when we raid the Paris servers, Richard.”

The computer assessed the threat levels.  In a vain last-ditch attempt, he pushed the intercom button on his desk. “Ms. Vain, please call security.”

He looked at Cygnus, who was wagging her finger. “It’s out of order, Dick, and so are you.”

Richard stood up.  “This conversation is no longer profitable.  I have to go now.”

“Get back!”  Dan yelled.   He outstretched his hand, and a translucent blue bubble appeared around Richard.  A curved chunk of his desk and a circle of flooring were cut, sending splinters on the inside and outside of the forcefield.

Richard looked at Dan and put his hand against the field.  “You cannot stop us.”

The group winced as they saw Richard explode inside the bubble, coating the inside surface with a substance similar to mincemeat mixed with shreds of clothing and ash.

“Ugh, gross!” Cygnus winced.

Sister turned to Dan, “How did you know?”

“I know Morse code. What?  I’m a nerd.”  He said while he maintained the field. “Dick was tapping out NECK and CERN.  I figured something was controlling him when he started acting funny.  What’s a CERN?”

Sister got up and approached the floating meatball.  “It’s a nuclear research organization in Europe.  Hera must be using the facility to conduct the transdimensional kidnappings.”

“So we’re going there, right?”  Sally said.

Sister shook her head.  “While time is of the essence, we need to get more information from Gortinson’s servers in Paris.”  She looked at the hovering meatball.  “We’ll also need to explain this to the cops; it’s a good thing I turned on my video camera in the last few moments. Dan, how long can you hold that forcefield? We’ll need to get a kiddie pool to hold Richard.”

Dan laughed. “Sister, you always think of everything.  I’ll hold it for as long as necessary.  Richard managed to find a way to get a message to us in the end.  He wasn’t all bad.”

…

Deleria and Obsidian strolled into the front office of the Gortinson Group, brimming with confidence.  In front of them sat a thin older lady in a security guard uniform.  As they approached, the lady frowned.

“How may I help you…Americans?”

“How did you know we were from the US?”  Obsidian smirked.

“You all walk like brutes.  And from the way you’re dressed, you have no business being here.  Please leave.”  The lady returned to the magazine she was reading.

Deleria rapped the desk with her hand loudly.  This made the guard scowl at her.  The moment they made eye contact, the guard’s eyes vibrated slightly.

“We’re here to talk to the IT personnel about their servers’ expired warranty.”  Deleria smiled.  “Can you please take us down to their server room?  Our entire sales team is here.”  The rest of the Blazers appeared through the entrance wearing hoodies and sunglasses.

“Yes, of course, mademoiselle.”  The guard bowed and fetched her key card. “Right this way.”

…

Sister in Law sat at a terminal in the server room with her comrades.  The whir of the ventilation systems was almost deafening.  In the corner of the room, the old guard sat with her colleagues, and they were all playing a game of war.

“Holy dogshit.”  Sister shook her head. “It’s all here, and everything has an H & R watermark on it.  Hera’s been picking up whatever scraps of information about project equality and has reconstructed the program at the collider at CERN.”

Sally looked over Sister’s shoulder. “Apparently, the US government stopped the program after they abducted you, Dan.”  She dragged a file from the terminal over to her tablet to examine the data herself. “The means of extraction meant that there was a high chance that abductees would have sociopathic tendencies, each one of them getting subjected to the same tachyon particles that created your powers.”

Dan shook his head, looking out the window onto the Paris city skyline. “A goddamn supervillain factory.”  He turned to them. “Does that mean I’m…”

Cygnus grabbed him and hugged him. “Don’t be silly, Dan.  You’re a good guy.”  She looked at him and frowned. “I’m a little shocked you would even think that, after all the good you’ve done.”

“Right.”  Dan nodded grimly. “So ‘Project Equality’ was merely a kidnapping program, targeting individuals with a high likelihood of dying.  They realized they were going to capture supervillains and dropped it like a hot potato.  Why did Hera restart it?”

Sister raised her hand. “Hera managed to develop a mind control system.  Computers were installed in the subject’s spinal cord, keeping subjects docile and under their thumb.  Just like Richard.  He’s a Dick, but I don’t think he’d willingly be a minion.”

“He tapped out that message, trying to save himself and us.” Dan thumped a table with his fist. “That was the only way he could get past the computer’s monitoring.”

Sally shrugged. “But Dan's skin is nigh impenetrable, and he’s also resistant to mind control.  How did Hera figure out how to get these control pucks installed?”

Sister frowned.  “From this file, it looks like their first experiments either resulted in death or ‘immediate return through the portal’.” 

Cygnus growled. “Those monsters.  They sent back supervillains to their host universes.  A world with no superheroes to fight an invulnerable sociopath.”

Sally’s eyes flashed red. “We have to stop them.”

Dan started walking toward the door. “Sally, why don’t we get Donadd to send drones down to CERN.  It looks like we know where they are holed up.”

Sister raised her hand. “Why not catch them in the act.  They’re scheduled for another extraction session in…. four hours. Damn, it’s happening tonight.  If we sneak out of here, Hera won’t know we’ve compromised them.  I’ll cover our tracks, copy the data, and destroy what they have here.  This knowledge is dangerous.”

“Why copy it?” Dan raised an eyebrow.

“We don’t know if they have backups, and we need all the information to fight them.  And I never burn evidence.”

Sally balled her fist. “Let’s get Donadd to drop some drones around the particle collider when the sun goes down and monitor.  Whoever enters is a suspected Hera agent.”

“What about local authorities, Sally?”  Cygnus shrugged. “Do we tell them?  Local supergroups?”

Sally waved her off.  “We can’t risk notifying Hera. We go in silently, hit them hard, and end this monster machine.”

Deleria looked over to the Hera guards in the corner. “You didn’t hear a word of that. Got it?”

“Yes boss.”  They all kept their eyes on the cards.


Chapter 7

When Donadd’s shuttle arrived at CERN in the middle of the night, the first thing they noticed was that the power was off.  Sister in Law handed out night vision goggles to everyone except for Cygnus, Sally, and Emboss.  Deleria and Sister in Law had donned full-body armored suits.  Donadd landed the shuttle behind a copse of trees, and the Blazers disembarked into the night.

Donadd was about to leave with them when Sally stopped her.  “We’re going to need you to take this shuttle off the ground and monitor the situation from the air. Stay above the cloud layer. If we need to retreat, it’s better if you’re flying already, and we can’t risk having it blown up by Hera.”

“Right. Did you want me to have the drone fleet on alert?”  Donadd replied.

“Keep them in orbit, that might alert them.  I’ll keep you informed if the situation changes.”

The Blazers sans Donadd sprinted towards the research building that the server data had indicated was the location where the kidnappings were taking place.  As they approached a hurricane fence topped with razor ribbon, the flying supes carried over those who couldn’t fly or leap.  Deleria snuck in a hug and kiss when Emboss carried her over.  Emboss gently squeezed back.

Getting into the facility was fairly straightforward.  They flew up to the roof of the office building and went into the building through a roof access door while Cygnus disrupted the alarm system with a wave of her hand.

Sister whispered to Sally. “The control room is seven floors down this stairway.”  She pulled out two nasty-looking blasters from her hip holsters. 

“New toys?”  Dan asked, raising his eyebrow as they made their way down the staircase.

“It was a present from Donadd.  Don’t worry, these are set to stun.  If I fire off a few shots in succession, they ramp up to kill and finally vaporise.”  She replied.

“Just don’t get hurt.  You’re the brains of this operation.”

Sally flicked Emboss in the ear with enough force to rip off a normal person's earlobe. “Quit flirting, we’re on the clock.”

“That actually hurt!”  He replied, laughing.

A spray of automatic rifle fire stopped their banter and made some of the Blazors press themselves against the walls of the stairway.  Emboss simply floated down to the bottom of the staircase and encountered two women security guards.  They had lights on the end of their guns.  He let the bullets ricochet off his body, causing one guard to drop as a bullet hit her in the foot.  The second ran out of bullets and then tried running for the door, but Emboss put up a field in front of it, blocking her path.

“Mon pied!”  The wounded lady screeched.

Sister in law vaulted down the last set of stairs and unclipped a packet of super-coagulant. She tore it and jammed the contents into the wound.

“We’re going to cuff you; that stuff will stop the bleeding.”  Sister ripped the walkie-talkies from the pair and noted the frequencies they were using.  She crushed them afterwards and used Gatanaxian handcuffs.

“Where are the Hera agents!”  Deleria yelled at them.

The wounded guard spoke in a heavy accent. “Down the hall about thirty meters, they’re in a glass office overlooking the supercollider.”

“How many supes do they have?”

“I don’t know, something’s gone wrong.”  The agent started to whimper.

Sally kneeled down. “What happened?”

“We heard screams, and then the power went out!” She said, “We were just paid to turn a blind eye.”

Sally moved them into a corner and said. “Don’t make a sound.  We’ll let the police know you’re here once this is over.”She turned to Dan.  ”Emboss, I want a force shield up as we progress down any hallway from here on out.”

“Right.”

Emergency lighting flooded the corridor with a dull red glow as they continued to the control room.  Emboss’s shield slightly distorted the group’s view as they walked.

A scream rang out in the hall in front of them.

Sally shook her head and said. “We have to move; people are getting hurt.”

They sprinted to the office.  The large space filled with electronic equipment, control panels, and desks was dark and quiet.  The team fanned out looking for anyone.

Emboss heard Obsidian over his earpiece. “Found them in the north east corner of the lab.  Or what’s left of them.”  He quickly dashed to find the rest of the group standing over a group of corpses.  They found one woman stylishly dressed, sporting black hair, as well as two scientists and several men who looked like they should have been models.

Deleria shook her head. “What the fuck is wrong with their ears?”

Sister said, “Don’t go near them yet, let me have a look.”  She knelt down and pointed a pen-sized camera and light at the ear of the scientist. “It looks like something had burrowed into the ear.  I’m turning on the camera.” She put the pen’s tip inside the wound. “Looks like complete cranial evacuation.”

“What?”  Emboss asked.

“Something sucked out her brains.”

Deleria shuddered. “Who the fuck would do something like that?”

Sister turned off the penlight. “Something that must have been resistant to the control pucks and was able to fight back.”

“Well, shit. Donadd?  Donadd!”  Sally said while pressing her fingers to her throat.

“Yes Sally?”

“Send the fleet down here as soon as you can.  Make sure no living creature leaves the building we’re in unless told otherwise.”

Donadd’s voice crackled. “I’m on it.  ETA is in five minutes, I need time to deorbit them.”

At that point, Emboss started to notice a blur running around the lab before he got punched in the gut, surprising him.  He didn’t move an inch, but this strike was definitely superhero-level strength.

“Looks like we’ve got a speedster, people,”  Dan yelled.

Obsidian scoffed. “I don’t see anyone.”

“Well, I’ve just been punched twelve times in the past few seconds.  Someone is here.” Dan said.

“Let me handle this.”  Cygnus raised her hands and emitted a cloud of diffused phosphorescent plasma out into the room.  The group heard a grunt, and Emboss saw the blur slow down enough for him to put up a bubble around it.

The group gathered around the bubble to observe what Emboss had snared.  They saw a man looking around in all directions, darting his gaze instantaneously here and there.  His arms and legs were a blur.  A few moments later, he stopped and passed out.

“What happened?”  Sally said. “Why is he unconscious?”

Sister replied. “Emboss’s forcefield is hermetically sealed; the man must have burned up the oxygen inside the bubble quickly, trying to escape.”

Sally waved to Emboss.  “Dan!  Drop the field, it’s killing him.”

Dan grimaced. “I don’t like this.  There’s no telling what he’ll do.”  He waved the field away, and the man dropped naked to the ground.  Sister was on him in a moment and slapped cuffs on him.  Examining his neck, they found a control puck.

Sister looked at Cygnus. “Girl, you’re always so good with computers. Could you pop this off him?”

Cygnus stared at the nude man.  Her eyes glowed white, and then a puff of smoke exited the computer, and the man seized up, straining the alien handcuffs but not breaking them.  He then collapsed. “I can’t remove the computer, I only broke it.  From what I can sense, he’s going to need major surgery to remove it.”

The man started to squirm as he recovered.  “Get this fucking thing off me!  We have to get out of here!  There’s a fucking monster on the loose!”

Sally placed a firm hand on his back. “Speak calmly, and we’ll all get out of here quickly.  Who was controlling you?”

“Tanya.”  He replied, pointing to the dead brunette. “One moment, I was getting shot by a crazy girlfriend, the next, a thousand needles went into my neck and controlled my body.  It made me fast.  I’m sorry, I tried to kill you, man.”

Emboss walked to him. “What’s your name, sir?”

“My name is Gordon, Gordon Frass.”

“Once we get that computer off your neck, we can let you go.  Can you tell us about the monster?”

“Tanya and the two scientists were pulling men through a hole in the ceiling, saying it was transdimensional or something like that.  They threw a couple back up through the hole.  The guys they kept were really strong; one could fly.  But the last one, the guy started turning into black slime, and the computer couldn't control him.  He managed to kill everyone except me. My computer went into survival mode after the monster killed Tanya.  That’s when you came in.”

“Where’s the monster now?  I think we can handle him.”  Sally said. “I’ve dealt with worse things.”

“He went into the tunnel.”

“Shit.”  Sister muttered. “That tunnel goes on for kilometers.”

Sally pointed to Cygnus and Emboss.  “You two go east.  I’ll head west.  He couldn’t have gone far.

…

Sally dared not break the sound barrier in the tunnel with so little space for her to fly down.  The same few meters of magnetic equipment flew by every second.  She was about to turn around when she flew into a netting of black slime.

She stretched the slime, and it let go of the tunnel to wrap itself around Sally.  The heroine could hear it communicate with her in her mind.

“Why are you trying to kill me!  I told the Judge that I was only performing that research for the good of mankind!  I felt the electric chair start, and then I fell into this place.  That bitch tried to take control of me.  I showed her.  I know everything about Hera.  Her brain was delicious.  I’ve eaten so much,  I know so much now.  I never thought raw brain would taste so good.  How does your brain taste, girl?”

Slime entered her nostrils and her ear canals.  It slid under her eyelids and her supersuit.   Whenever Sally tried to pick it away, the slime would simply cling to her fingers and crawl up her arm.  When it slid under her panties, she screamed.  A gob of black slime entered her mouth, poking her soft palate, trying to find a way into her brainpan.  Sally bit down hard.

“Bitch!  That hurt!  You’re a tough nut to crack.  Maybe your eyes are softer.”  Tendrils attempted to slide around her eyeballs but were making slow progress against Sally Comet’s invulnerable body.

At that moment, Sally was completely covered by the slim. She wondered if she should use her laser vision on herself.  It was the one thing she was too scared to try.  Was her skin more powerful than the beam?  Or would her vision slice off an arm?”  She started to feel nauseous as every inch of her body was now covered by that wriggling black wetness.

“Holy shit, Sally!”  She could hear Emboss’s voice.  Save me, Dan!

“Don’t touch it!”  Cygnus yelled.  “This is a job for a blaster.   I’m sorry, Sally, this is going to hurt… a lot.”

Sally felt intense heat all over her body, and white light showed through her eyelids.  The black slime screamed incoherently and withdrew from every crack and crevice of Sally’s body.  Her suit was torn to shreds and half eaten by acid.  Emboss reached for her and pulled her away from the roiling mass of black goo.  It had turned itself into a lump and was racing down the curving corridor of the collider, squealing like a pig.

“Aaaaargh!”  Sally screamed, and her eyes glowed bright red.  She let forth searing beams of energy and cut the thing repeatedly.  Chunks of concrete started to fall from the ceiling as her rage cut through the roof and walls of the tunnel.

“Sally, stop!  Let me catch it with the beam.”

“It dies now!”

“No!  You don’t know if the beams will kill it!”  As they ran down the hall, the creature was now nine football-sized slimes, each squealing and fleeing by slinging itself down the tunnel.

Sally saw a ball of force envelop her, and she wailed in frustration.  She didn’t hold back, and wide white beams poured forth from her eyes, trying to break her force field cage.  Down the tube, she saw Dan run and put up a second field just as the slimes were about to jump through a drain set in the floor.

“Stop it, Sally!  I can’t keep up two fields for long!”

“Let me kill it!  I can do it!”

“Sally, do you trust me?”  Emboss held one hand out to Sally, another towards the black slimes that were reconstituting each other and swirling around, trying to find a way out of the field. “I need you to trust me this one time.  Your eyes only cut it, it’s still moving.”

Cygnus yelled at Sally.  “Would you listen to the man!  If your lasers can’t kill it, I doubt my plasma can either.”

She maintained the blazing white hot beam for a few seconds longer, the beam sputtered out, and she then collapsed on the floor of the bubble.  Emboss immediately dropped the field around Sally, and the field around the slime intensified.

“I don’t have much time.  I’m exhausted.”  Emboss fell to his knees.

“Danny, I’m coming!”  Donadd’s voice rang out in his earpiece.  The concrete wall of the collider tunnel blew out, and a drone poked its robot head through the hole. “Get in!”

Emboss stumbled, holding the force field ball in his hands. Sally’s all-out efforts to breach his field had him completely gassed. “Donadd, whatever you’re gonna do, do it fast.”  The hatch closed behind him.

“I’ve got you, honey.”  The drone backed up and then rocketed upwards.  It broke through the clouds, and then its path curved into low Earth orbit.   Emboss could see the lights of Europe below him.

“What are you doing?”  The black slime bubbled and swirled. “You can’t kill me!”

Donadd showed up on the monitor in the drone.  “If he can survive being thrown into the center of the sun, I’ll eat my hat.”  She looked at Emboss. “Dan, I’m going to need to vent you into space once we hit dawn.     You can move the force field fast, right?”

“Yes I think so.”

“When I let you go, shoot the creature as fast as you can in the direction of the sun.  I’ll come pick you up.”

“You can't do this!”  The black slime screamed in Emboss’s mind.

“I can and I will.”

Donadd's voice sounded distorted over the comms channel.  “Five, four, three, two, one!”  The sunrise showed through the window of the drone.  The cargo hatch opened up, shooting Dan into the vacuum of space.  He winced as he aligned the fading forcefield with the blinding white light.  With his last ounce of power, he accelerated the creature to relativistic speeds towards the sun.  He could hear the thing screech in his mind as it rocketed away.

Glowing hot plasma started to appear around him as he tumbled back to earth.  “So this is what reentry feels like…Couldn’t even kiss the girl at the end…I’m useless.”  He thought as he blacked out. 

…

Dan heard a familiar voice in the darkness. It was sweet and earnest. “Dan!  Wake up, boy!  We’ve got to get you to a hospital!”

He groaned and shielded his eyes from the intense sunlight, but looking up, he saw Cygnus looking at him and smiling.

“You saved me!  How’d you go so fast?”

The blonde smiled and said, “High emotions and new powers go hand in hand.  I went almost mad thinking we lost you.  I found I could fly much faster than before.”

“How bad is it? How badly am I wounded?”

“I don’t see any burns. I caught you at 90,000 feet.”

“How did you find me?”

“Sister-In-Law did the calculations, and then I just followed the sonic boom.”

“Why is it so cold?”

“Your body held up pretty well, but your hair burned up on reentry, as well as your suit.  I’m sorry, but I think we’ll have to pick up some clothes before the news shows your hairless body on the television.”

Dan looked down at himself, “In the meantime, can I borrow your cape?”
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