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Chapter 1

On a rainy Monday afternoon, Dan sat on his futon watching the news on his new television.  He felt like he had earned it after going through the hell of that interview at Hazel and Richardson.  Dan had kept busy at work since then and had a few very grateful customers, and Joan was pleased with his revenue numbers.  The partying and the subsequent lovemaking helped keep his mind off his abject failure as a superhero.  Today was his day off, and he envisioned a lazy, do-nothing day.

The news reported on a press conference by the government council on superheroes, the USDSAP.  An older lady named Lizzy Bakewell was taking questions from an excited press.

“Ms. Bakewell, does the government have any comment on sightings of a male superhero operating in the city of Boston?”

Director Bakewell laughed and pointed to the reporter.  “We looked into those reports and found that the source of the sighting was a young boy with an overactive imagination.  Young men have always imagined themselves up in the air with super-abled women.  I hope that one day both genders will be able to fight for justice, hand in hand with the government.  Unfortunately, after looking into the evidence, all we have is supposition and rumors.”

The reporter pressed.  “But what of rumors that this imaginary hero has been given the moniker Emboss?  As well as the discovery of police reports with witness statements indicating that they saw a man drop off an injured person at a city hospital, while flying.”

“USDSAP cannot comment on the details involving super-abled investigations.  We cannot confirm or deny the use of certain designations during the course of our investigations.  Now, if you will excuse me, we have no further time for questions.”

The camera panned as the agent stormed off in a huff. 

Dan laughed as he started to flip the channels.  “Heh, Emboss huh?  It’s not a great name, but it could be worse.  I could live without having a superhero name like Fuckboy.  Like I’ll be doing any sort of stuff like that anymore.”

…

Director Bakewell stormed down the main hallway of the USDSAP while puffing nervously on a cigarette.  She gave the impression of a steam engine storming through the offices.

“Get that fuckwit Hazel on the blower now!  I told him I wanted complete liquidation of evidence except for the subject itself.”

An assistant stumbled while jotting down the director’s notes.  “Yes, Ms. Bakewell.”

“I want all progress on Project Equality paused until we get to the bottom of this.  Those pappa-loving sons of bitches!  If it turns out that every breeder we pull from parallel universes ends up being super-abled, we’re totally fucked.  This guy ended up being benign. What happens when the next one turns out to be a super-abled sociopath?  Huh?  What happens then?”

“I don’t know, Director.”

“That was a rhetorical question, you moron!”

“Yes, ma’am, I’ll contact H&R and Project Equality.”

Lizzy Bakewell opened the door to her office and turned her head back to her secretary.  “Finally, I want all news about embos1 nuked.  Talk to the networks and the cable news channels.  No airtime, no radio, nothing.   I don’t even want to see a blog post about this super slut.”  She slammed the door shut.

…

Dan was about to get up and make himself some instant ramen noodles for dinner when he heard the doorbell ring.  Rent was due next week, so he was a little suspicious.

He levitated and drifted to the door.  “Who is it?”  He peeped through the door, and he put his feet back on the ground.  He pulled the deadbolt and opened the door.

In front of him, he saw his only weakness—something he could not resist and had to submit to.  Silvi was there at the door holding a six-pack of beer in one hand and a pizza in the other.  She was wearing a red tank top and tight blue jeans.  The look on her face was mischievous.

“Wanna watch movies and chill?”

Dan nodded.  “Yes, but how did you find out where I live?”  Dan stepped aside to let her into his tiny apartment.

“I dragged it out of Sister in Law,  she’s our detective in the group and has all the information on you that we know about.”  She set down the pizza and beer and turned.  “I don’t care about all that.  I just wanted to see you.”  She pulled him in for a sensual kiss. “Did I do wrong?”

“Well, you could have always gone to the Candycade.”  He shrugged.  “I could always fit you in somehow.”

Silvi’s red eyes flashed while she pouted.  “I don’t want just sex, Dan.”  She fetched a couple of plates down from a kitchen cabinet.  “I want to get to know you better and have sex.  I definitely am not dropping that.”

“Oh.  I see.”  He looked down.  “Hey!  Zini’s pizza, I heard they were pretty good.”

“It’s my favorite pizza in Boston, but nothing beats pizza from New Jersey.”

Dan raised his eyebrow while taking a bite of the thin-crust deliciousness. “You’ve got to be kidding me.  Damn, that is a good slice.  Thank you, Silvi.”

“I don’t know why Jersey does it best, but I always make sure to pick up a pie on the way to DC if the Blazers ever get called down there.”

“What movie did you want to watch?  Every movie is totally different to me,  so I don’t know what’s good.”

“Well, I like movies from the seventies and eighties.  I bet you wouldn’t be a fan of slasher flicks, where all the bird boys have psychopathic girls running after them?”

“I’m sure that appeals to some, but I could take or leave horror.”  Dan smiled.

“How about a classic?  I love the movie Jaws!”

“Yes!  This will be fun.”  Dan laughed.  “I can’t wait to see a female Quint!”

Dan set up the stream on his TV to play the movie while Silvi cracked open a couple of the lagers she brought from a local brewery.  After they ate a couple of slices, Dan took out a blanket from the closet.

“Kick off your shoes, I wanna get comfy while I watch people get eaten.”

Silvi snuggled up close to Dan on the couch, and they pulled the blanket over the two of them.   Cuddling progressed to light petting, but Silvi didn’t protest; in fact, she made subtle movements that said she appreciated the attention.

Dan spoke just after a female Richard Dreyfuss examined the remains of the bird boy who the shark attacked at the start of the movie.  “When did you know you were a superhuman?  How did you get your powers?”

She shrugged.  “I was a bad kid in high school.  I always used to get into fights, especially over boys.  I just kept getting better and better at fighting until no one dared fight me.  I got bored and started pushing myself in athletics.  Soon enough, my family realized I was a supe when I could jump over the entire high school stadium.”

“Getting into fights?  But you seem so sweet to me.”  He untucked her tank top to rub her six-pack abs.  “You’re fierce, not mean.”

“That means a lot, coming from you, Dan.”  Her hands started roaming over his body.  “I was bullied when I was in grade school, and I swore to myself I would never punch down after I got strong.  I didn’t earn my powers.  They came to me.  No one really deserves super abilities.  We all have to use them for good to make us worthy of having them.”

They sat in silence for a while as a hungry fish depopulated a beach resort.

Silvi flipped around and put the back of her head on Dan’s lap and looked up.  “Do you ever think you’ll stop working?”  She looked away.  “You know, at the Candycade?”

Dan scratched his head.  “Nothing would please me more than quitting that job.  I worked hard to get a degree.  Now I can stop crime.  I’m still working at Candycade, though.”

“Why not quit and take up a job now that you’re cleaned up?”  She shrugged.

“I’ve looked for a while and applied to a bunch.  No one ever calls back.  I suspect most employers know where I work currently.  It’s not good for business.”  He sipped his beer.  “And they would be right.  It’s a woman’s world.”

“Why not live with me?  I could take care of you.”  She smiled as he wrestled with her and pinned her down.

“You want me to live with you?  You want to marry a whore?  Huh?”

“Don’t say it like that..”  She pouted.

“That’s the truth of it.”  He kissed her neck, making her squirm.  “No, Silvi.  You deserve so much better than me.”

She struggled underneath him in protest.  “You really know nothing about the world, do you!  You don’t know how different you are.”

“Enlighten me.”

“No man would even think about being on top of a woman like this and enjoy it.”  She blushed.  “Most men couldn’t care less about lovemaking, it’s all about what women can do for them.  If you don’t drive a Ferrari and look like a million bucks, most won’t give you the time of day.”

“Don’t talk like that, you do look like a million bucks.”

Silvi wrapped her arms around Dan and pulled his head down for a long kiss while the fisherwoman was getting eaten off the back of a boat on the television screen.  Silvi was ready to go.

Dan had to use a good bit of force to come up for air.  “Silvi, there’s plenty of day left.  I don’t want you to get bored with me if we start doing it now.”

Silvi shook her head in protest.  “Not fair.”

“Why don’t you show me what you do with your free time?  What do you do to let your hair down?   We’ll go out for that, have a bit to eat after, and then you can stay the night.  How does that sound?”

“Must …. Kiss…. You!”  The pair strained against each other with forces that would have torn a hole in the side of a battle tank.

“Come on.  You wanted to get to know me.  Let’s have fun!  My treat.”  He winked.  “You can get back some of the money you spent on me.”

Silvi relaxed and sighed.  “Fine.  But when we get back, I don’t want to see you holding back at all.  Maybe you can fly me out to the cape, and we can have sex on the beach under the stars.  You can let the great white sharks nibble your bum.”

“I can finally get out there without traffic.  It’s a deal!”

…

Silvi Rainer held a bottle of whiskey in one hand and a razor-sharp hatchet in the other.  She was blindfolded and having a giggle fit.  The couple had made it down to Silvi’s favorite pastimes,  axe throwing, and Dan was getting his ass kicked by a drunk and blinded Red Berzerker.  Silvi requested a private room to avoid causing a scene with other customers.

She threw the hatchet, holding it with her pinky and ring finger, and tossed it softly at where she thought the target was.  The steel hatchet head was almost completely buried in the pinewood target.

“<hic> I always used to play with these things as I was developing my shtick.  Now there’s no challenge unless I’m drunk.”  She pulled up the blind fold.  “Bullseye!!!!  Whoop, whoop, whoop!”

“How are you this good?”

“Practice makes perfect.”  She winked and stumbled a little.

“I think I have a lot to learn from you.  I don’t know the first thing about fighting.  I’m sure if I met someone as powerful as me, they’d kick my ass.”

“I’ll kick your ass. <hic>”

“Seriously, would you train me when you’re sober?”  He put his hands together and begged.  “I’ll owe you big time.”

“Fine.  How about Monday nights?”  She stumbled up to him and wrapped her arms around him, sloshing the liquor bottle on his shirt.  She reached for an axe behind him on a table and gingerly tossed it while still hugging him.  It arced through the air and split the handle of the previously thrown hatchet when it hit.  This was the second time this had happened during their game.

“Damn girl!  I can get it on the target, but you’re getting bullseyes all the time.  I bet you can’t do it with your toes.”

“The fuck I can!”  She took a swig of the whiskey and sat down, taking off her shoes.  “Telling me what to do…fuck that.”

Dan shook his head.  “No, Silvi, you’re going to hurt yourself.  This is my fault, I shouldn’t have brought it up.”

Silvi was standing on one foot, scotch in hand, holding the hatchet with the toes of her other foot.  She cheated a little this time, having one eye that was able to see.  She took a deep breath and flung the hatchet with her foot.

“Whoa!”  She fell back to be caught by a lightning-quick Dan.  She looked at the target.  “Bullseye again bitches!  Can’t stop me!”  She laughed a bunch and calmed down.  She looked up at Dan.  “I like you, boy.”

Dan looked into her eyes and was afraid he was starting to feel a real connection.  “I like you too, Silvi.”

“Let’s get that blanket.  I wanna see the sunrise from the beach.”


Chapter 2

Dan entered his oddly familiar world of debauchery at the Candycade and headed to Joan’s office.  When he knocked on her door, he heard nervous shoving of random things into drawers.  After a moment, Joan yelled out, “Enter!”

He cracked the door and peeked in.  Joan looked flushed, with a sheen to her skin.  He shook his head and walked in. 

He waved.  “How’s it goin,g boss?”

She took a few breaths before lighting up a cigarette.  “Just peachy.  You need to schedule meetings.”

“Where’s the spontaneity in that, Joan?” He grinned as he plopped himself down in a worn chair.  Joan’s office was dark and musty,  all walls covered in wood paneling.  Fluorescent lights provided the white-blue light.  She essentially worked in an old basement.

“Dan, before you head up for the night, we need to talk about your long-term plans.”  She sighed and flipped through her papers.  “You’re making too much money.”

“That’s a bad thing?”

“Not everything is about money when you run a brothel, Dan.  If a majority of your income comes from a single talent, risk goes up.  What happens if you leave?  Will the clients not want our other boys?  You’ll understand when you take my place.”

Dan felt oddly proud at her statement.  “Thank you, Joan.  I never saw myself as boss material.”

“Don’t thank me yet.” She took a long drag on her 100.  “You lose a bit of your soul every day in this business.”

“My long-term plans were dashed to pieces last week, boss.  I am at your mercy for the time being.”

She paused for a moment before speaking.  “You can’t work here anymore.”  Joan croaked as she held her head in her hands.  “Management thinks it’s better to nip this in the bud now before the bird boys start complaining and fly the coop.” 

“Don’t pull this shit on me now, Joan.”  He stood up and paced.

“We love that you make us money, Dan.”  The reed-thin woman stood up and walked to Dan.  “But you’re bringing too much heat down on us; this place isn’t meant to deal with supes.”

“You want me to starve Joan?”  He bit his nails.  “For fuck sake.  I’ve done everything you’ve asked of me, and this is the thanks I get.”

“Stop.  Take a breath.”  Joan huffed and puffed way too feebly for a woman of her age. “I’m not cutting you out.  I just think you need to move up to the major leagues.”

“What?”

“Cloud Nine, baby!”  Joan did a little dance act that proved she knew nothing about dancing. “You’ll be number one in no time.”

“You think I deserve to be there, servicing the world’s greatest heroes.”

“You deserved to be there when your pecker was getting tugged by Granny in the gloryhole.”

Dan shivered.  “Ok, don’t need to see that image again.”

Joan sighed.  “The moment you separate business from pleasure is the moment you’ll make millions.”

“If I did that, Joan, I’d quit.”

“How poetic.”  She tapped her cigarette into her ashtray.

“Okay, let’s say I can hang out with the big boys in a host club for superheroes.  Where do you end up?”

“I’m shocked you would think about me.”

“I trust the devil I know more than the devil I don’t.”

She tilted her head.  “Thou speakest the truth.”

“Will you be my representation, Joan?  Standard ten percent.  I’m the first male supe.  That’s pretty generous.”

“It is.”  She took a puff.  “I’ll take it.”

“Oh shit.”

“What?”

“If you accepted, I was too generous.”  He shook his head.  “I was never good at negotiations.”

Joan cackled.  “Now you’re getting it, buddy.” 

“Can you keep your work at Candycade?”

Joan wrapped her cold, yellowed fingers around his hand.  “Yes, I think so.  My life was pretty laid back until you came along.  I should be able to handle both jobs.  And it’s not like you need me in the room with you.”

“You do have a certain charm.”  Dan grinned.  “Don’t sell yourself short.”

“Fuck you.”  She smiled sincerely.

“Only for you, sweetie.  I’m assuming this has all been planned out with the higher-ups.  When do we visit Cloud Nine?”

“The taxi’s been waiting for the past ten minutes, dear.”  She slipped her coat on and smashed her cigarette down into her ashtray.  “Let’s go.”

….

Cloud Nine was a nondescript cinderblock building near the pike, with very few windows and even fewer signs.  Inside, things were a different story.  The decor was sleek and modern.  The walls looked like they were made of durable materials.  Dan walked into the offices with Joan hanging off his arm.  He noticed that the number of supes was much higher here than at Hazel and Richardson.  The bouncers were much thicker here as well.  Some of them danced on the knife’s edge between being attractive and scary.

He also noticed that about half the men there had massive muscles and thick necks.  A couple of them had cervical collars, as if they had suffered from whiplash.  One guy was in a wheelchair and being carted around by a shapely woman in a sexy nurse’s outfit.

After a short wait, they were invited into the manager’s office.  The room was spacious and well-lit, with light coming from the ceiling and the floor.  There were no windows, but the walls were floor-to-ceiling displays.  The image displayed made it look like they were actually on the roof of the building rather than inside.

A muscular woman sat at a large desk in the center of the room, surrounded by computer monitors.  The monitors displayed CCTV feeds from the club, financial charts, news stories, and schedules.  She had voluminous purple hair, which she wore up in a bun.  Dan checked her and saw that she had an average chest, but when she got up to shake hands, he noticed she had worked hard on her butt, doing lots of squats. 

Joan chuckled.  “This is Nancy Everetta.  She’s my equivalent back at the Candycade.  You can see she’s much better paid than I am.  Nancy, this is Dan Gadsen,  the news called him Emboss.”

Nancy smiled politely and shook their hands.  “Pleased to meet you.  I hope one day to have the same business savvy as you, Joan.  I’m only here because I’m super-abled and willing to work in this business.”  She offered them a seat.

“Thank you, you’re too kind.”  Joan and Dan took their seats.  “Also, we appreciate you taking the time to consider Dan for employment here.  The Candycade feels that he’s outgrown their establishment.”

“If what you’ve told me is true, Joan,  I don’t see any problem with him starting.  We’ll finally have some talent that can handle the needs of our clientele and develop long-term customer relationships.  Boys at Cloud Nine don’t tend to last very long, either on roids or in a fucksuit.”

“I noticed.”  Dan chuckled.  “Can your rooms handle the stress of supes?”

“They’re made of advanced metal alloys.  No one is going through a wall by accident.”  Nancy tapped her full lips with a pen before continuing.  “We need to verify your capacity to make money for Cloud Nine.  Would you be willing to demonstrate your skills?”

“That sounds reasonable.”  Dan shrugged.  “No point in hiring me if I can’t perform.”

“I like your attitude, Dan,  or should I say Emboss.”

“Dan is fine.  I doubt I’ll be doing any superhero jobs for the time being.”

Nancy frowned.  “That’s too bad.  The publicity would have drawn international clients.  You don’t need the Fed’s permission to do good, Dan.” 

“I don’t?”

“If you go vigilante, it’s pretty much the same thing; you just don’t get help from the government.  You end up doing lower-profile work, and less of it.  But that fits well with your main work here, right?”  She stood up.  “That’s enough of that.  Why don’t you go through that door, and my assistant will bring you to your audition.”  She smiled and turned to Joan.  “We need to hammer out the contract, don’t we?  Would you like a Martini while we watch him perform?”

Joan laughed as she croaked.  “That sounds wonderful.”

…

A short woman with thick glasses invited Dan to follow through the hallways to a set of double swing doors.

“Ms. Everetta says you have one hour here, Mr. Gadsen.  You’ll be on camera and evaluated on customer satisfaction.  Do your best, the girls in the office are rooting for you.”  The girl pushed up her glasses before opening the door for him.

The room was clean, white, and tiled on the floor and the sides.  Along one side of the walls were privacy dividers, and several men were stationed at stalls between them.  It reminded him of a men’s room.  On the other side was a set of lockers, showers, and benches.  A couple of roided-out guys were showering and looking somewhat exhausted.  The men in the stalls looked like they were in various states of discomfort.  Some banged the wall, others bit their fists.  All looked like they were getting shoved and tugged every few moments.

Dan cursed. “Gloryhole.  I’m back at a fucking gloryhole.”

…

“And you’re sure this is totally anonymous, Physalis?  No one will know we’ve come here?”

“Yes, Sally,  supes from New York to Chicago to Quebec come to Cloud Nine, no one’s been outed.  The civilians know better than to start a fight with horny supes.  You just need to not wear your supe costume when you come here.”

Sally Comet was dressed in a long coat, thick sunglasses, and a ball cap.  Physalis wore a long overcoat here, but she usually went around nude and altered her skin to make it look like she was simply wearing a supersuit.  The slime girl despised wearing any form of clothing, and they usually ended up ruined anyway.  They headed to the entrance of Cloud Nine and were welcomed in without much of a fuss.

The pair were handed champagne flutes while they perused the menu.

Sally looked nervous.  “I don’t know what to get.”

Physalis rippled after tossing her coat to a server.  “Everything is good.  Even the bird boys in fucksuits are good at what they do.”

“I haven’t done anything like this.  I don’t understand half of what these words mean, and I’m afraid to ask.”

“When you say you haven’t done anything, do you mean anything in a place like this?  Or do you mean you still have your V card?”

Sally did her best to feign indignation.  “Of course, I’ve done it before.  I’ve had two very handsome young men do sex on me.  You don’t know them; they were from Canada.”

Physalis rolled her eyes.  “Sure.  Right.  Look, we can go two ways with this.  Either we get you the deluxe package and make a big deal about it, or we can go the quick route and get it out of the way.  Once it’s done, you’ll be able to enjoy yourself more.”  Physalis extended a long blue tendril to a row on the menu Sally was holding.

Sally sneered quizzically at the word.  “Gloryhole?”

…

Sally Comet and Physalis were now wearing bathrobes.  Sally was in a booth with a hole in the wall, and Physalis leaned on the doorway, the robe getting progressively soaked with blue slime.

Sally was beet red from embarrassment.  “So they put it through there.  What am I supposed to do?”

“Whatever you want, Sally.  Suck it, fuck it.  I don’t care.  Just make sure you get over your hangups about it by the time you’re done.  I have a foursome coming up, I gotta run.  Just make sure you don’t use too much force, or you’ll break his cock, and you’ll have to pay a fee for that.  It’s not cheap.”

“Oh,  got it.  Bye, Physalis.”

The door closed, and the lights dimmed.  Sally covered her mouth in shock as an impressive penis penetrated the wall and hung there.

Sally nervously reached out and touched it.  It twitched at her gentle stroking.  It was pretty big, but not as big as the ones that Physalis had shown her on the web. 

She got on her knees and kept up the light petting,  sliding the foreskin back and forth.  She talked to it.  “So you’re supposed to go in my belly?  You don’t seem so scary, though.”

After a couple of minutes, drips of clear liquid appeared at the tip and dripped down Sally’s cleavage.

“You dripped on me!  I must be doing something right.”  She put her face next to it and started to peck up and down the shaft.  She smelled it.  “I think you just had a shower, didn’t you.  Thanks for making sure you smelled nice.”

The pre-cum dripped faster, and the cock twitched more often.  “I’m sorry, am I not going fast enough for you?  Let’s clean you up a bit.” 

She licked the drips from under the shaft and felt the glans’s smooth skin.  The tip of her tongue played with the hole at the end slightly before putting the golf ball-sized head into her mouth.  She suckled on it while gripping it by the shaft.  The drips of fluid became a steady ooze, and Sally lost herself in the moment.

The blue-eyed blonde released her grip and put her palms against the tiled wall.  She bobbed her head on the wang and sucked as she had seen in the videos Physalis had shown her.  She tried to be as gentle as possible, caring not to bend or snap it.  More than anything, she wanted to get this thing to come.

“Come on, boy, spit for Sally.”  She flicked her tongue at the end of it before deep throating it, eventually putting her lips around the hole.  She pulled back to the tip and descended to the base.  Over and over, she did this.

She noticed that the penis was thrusting a little by itself.  “What?  Do you want to do the work?  Okay.”  She pushed down and took it in her throat and held it there and waited.

Whoever was on the other side got the hint and started to thrust quickly.  Sally felt no pain as a man’s cock treated her throat like a vagina.  He didn’t last long.  She could feel something coming, so she pulled away and jacked the red cock a few more times before it spewed a jet of cream across the booth to the back wall for a good second before pulsing a few more times.

“My my!  Did I do well? I wonder what this tastes like.”  She licked the slightly deflating penis.  Just that little bit of licking made it hard again.

“Little guy, can you please make me a woman?  Okay, good.”  She turned around, presented her slit over the tip of the penis, and pressed back onto it.

…

The other men in the gloryhole room were starting to look over to Dan, who seemed to be having the time of his life.

“Fuck that’s tight.  Shit.  Is that blood?  Are you a virgin?  Girl, ah!  You should have asked me, I would have made it special for you.”

One muscle-bound man spoke to another.  “Is he talking to it?”

“Let the man do his job, Ted.”  The other man muttered as his dick was pulled into the wall.  “Ouch!  That’s gonna leave a mark.”

Dan was now furiously fucking the wall for what seemed like ages.  His eyebrows furrowed in frustration.  “Damn.  I want to bend over whoever’s on the other side of this wall.  So good!”

The other men tried not to look as he completed, but he was just a bit too vocal.  He fell back onto the tiled floor and sat up.  “Whoo!  What a ride.  It’s a shame I’ll never see your face.”

He was about to get a towel and shower off before the next session when there was a loud thud against the wall.  Dan spun around and saw that the wall was dented out.  The tiles had been knocked down and lay in a chaotic mess on the floor.  The alloy wall was exposed after the drywall and ceramic tiles were knocked down.

Slam!

Thud!

Slam!

Dent after dent appeared on the wall.  All the bodybuilders and others screamed and ran for the exit.  Dan felt safe because he was a supe.  A couple of guys stayed in the doorway to see if he would escape as well.

The metal alloy wall started to glow as if it were being heated.  A few seconds later, two beams of bluish-white pierced through the wall, traced a circle, and stopped. 

Slam!

The circular metal cutout popped off the wall and slammed onto the ground, cracking the floor.  A naked woman shot out of the opening and pounced on Dan.

“Sally Comet?!  What are you doing here?”

Sally was flushed, and her chest heaved from deep breaths.  Her eyes glowed blue white, and her blonde hair was a tangled mess.  Her exquisite body glistened with sweat.

She looked at a female attendant who had just come into the room and yelled.  “Get … me… a room… NOW!”


Chapter 3

Nancy Everetta entered a spacious high-rise apartment and twirled around with a smile on her face.  She leaned forward and said, “What do you think of your new home?”

Dan was amazed when he entered the building, but now that he could see the city’s views, he was gobsmacked.  “Why are you letting me live here?”

Nancy beckoned him.  “Here, have a look out the window.”  She tugged him by the cuff of his shirt and held it for a moment before letting go.  “Well, we do this for all of our top talent.  Our customers are special, and we need to give our boys a certain amount of protection.”

“Protection?”  His phone buzzed again.  It was going like that all morning, but he had ignored it because of his business meeting with Ms. Everetta.

“You know how some girls get when they sow their wild oats.  Some of them think they’re in love and get a tad possessive.  This building’s security team has a few super-abled people to make sure the tenants don’t have to worry about such things.”

Dan thought of Silvi’s spontaneous visit and how natural it felt.  “Does that mean I can’t invite supes here?”

She shrugged.  “That’s up to you.  Just make sure you update the front desk.”  She took a key out of her purse and handed it to him.  “This is yours.  Do you need help moving?”

“Actually, most of my stuff wouldn’t really get used much here.  I can pack most of my clothes in a suitcase.  There’s already a gigantic TV in this apartment, and the whole flat seems like it’s furnished.  Is there a storage locker in the basement?”

“Yep, a lot of boys do that.  They move on after a year or two.  Though I hope you can stay on for a bit longer.”  She winked.

“I’ll do my best.”  His phone buzzed again.  “I can’t tell you how much I appreciate this.  My apartment was a little cramped.”

“We hope that you’ll make Cloud Nine more than enough money to make up for it.  How many nights do you think you’ll be able to do service?”

“Would five days be ok for you for now?”

“That’s more than enough.  Once you get higher in the rankings, you may even want to bring that down to three.  The big whales are going to want personal dates with you outside of the club.  When that starts to happen,”  She pointed her thumb up.  “That’s when we charge the big bucks.”

Dan had a worried look on his face.  “Won’t this put a financial burden on the supes?  Can they afford it?”

“The S-tier supes can.  And anyone below that shouldn’t really be with you.  We don’t want to burn you out.” 

Dan gave her a fist bump.  “That’s awesome.” 

Nancy turned away awkwardly.  “So your basic schedule is going to be Thursday through Saturday, until your appointments are all complete.  Usually from nine pm until two am.  I’ve sent you an invite to see your schedule and who your clients are.”

Dan went to the app.  “Hey Nancy,  I think something’s wrong.  I don’t have any main party time, and most of my appointments are with Sally Comet and Red Berzerker.”

Nancy shrugged.  “Seems like you left a very good impression.  I think you’re going to be a top earner in no time.  Since you’re booked up, you don’t need to do any drinking at the club.”

“Well, I hope they don’t get bored with me.”

“I doubt that will happen any time soon, hon.  I have to head out.  See you tonight.”  Nancy walked with swinging hips to the apartment’s front door and looked back, her catlike eyes flashing.  “Make sure you eat properly, you’re going to need your strength.”

He chuckled and waved her goodbye.  “Don’t I know it.”

…

Dan opened the door to his old apartment and finally took the time to look at his messages.  He got a vast number of texts from a new number.

“Hi!  This is Sally!”...

“I got your number from Sister In Law, hope that’s okay.”...

“I had a really good time.”...

“I heard you’re becoming a host at Cloud Nine.  I booked up all the appointments I could!”...

“Hello?”...

“🙁You there?”...

There were a few more messages that got progressively more desperate.

“Fuck me…”  He muttered.  “I’ve got to call her back.”

“No need.”  He heard a voice whisper.  Dan looked around to see someone curled up against the corner of the room.  She was wearing jeans and a sweater, looking like she was the girl next door.

Shit, I’m on the shit list of one of the strongest superheroes in the world.

Dan ran to her and got down on his knees to have a better look.  She had been crying, a wastepaper basket full of used tissues sat nearby, and her cute face was puffy and red.

“Sally!  What’s wrong!?  If you’re upset about me not texting you back,  I was busy with the boss, setting up my job, and my new apartment.”

“Really?”  She sniffed.

“Yeah, they’re letting me have a furnished apartment downtown,  it’s a big step up from this dump, and I didn’t want to disappoint my new boss.”

She started to cry again.  “I thought you hated me.”

“No girl.  No.”  He wrapped his arms around her.  “If I knew it was you, I would have texted you back.  I didn’t know you had my number.”

He held her for a good long while until she stirred.  “That’s my number, Dan. You can call me whenever you want.  I’m sorry for getting upset and breaking your balcony window.”  She pointed to a perfect circle cut out of the pane of glass.  “I’ll pay for it to be replaced.”

“Don’t worry about it, baby.”  He kissed her blonde hair.  “Let’s get your face washed.  Did you want to grab a bite to eat?  I don’t have to go to work until around eight.”

She calmed down and got up.  “Okay.”  Sally took a deep breath, which hitched a little, and walked to the bathroom and closed the door.  Dan’s phone buzzed again.  He looked down and saw that it was Silvi.

“Sister In Law told me that Sally asked for your number.  Is she there with you?”...

…” Yes,  she’s pretty upset.  I didn’t get to my texts for a while. She broke into my apartment.”

There was a pause, then the start of a reply.

“Be careful with her, Dan.  She’s not had much experience with men, like none.  She had a sheltered upbringing.  If you break her heart,  all the Blazers, including me, are going to have your ass.”

“Right, we’ll have to talk as well.  You’re my first appointment.”

“See you then.”

“Ready!?”  Dan felt two arms like coils of steel wrap around him from behind and squeeze him tightly.  He quickly shut off his phone.

“Yeah.  What did you have in mind?”  He tried to turn around, but her strength told him she just wanted to hug him.

She whispered in his ear.  “I know of a good Korean restaurant in the area.  Have you tried bibimbap?” 

He laughed.  “No.  But I’ll try anything twice.”

“Great!  My treat!”  She released him, and he breathed in deeply.

The pair had asked to be tucked in the corner of the Korean restaurant.  Dan had ordered the bibimbap that Sally recommended, and she had braised short ribs. 

Sally looked down at his sizzling rock bowl of food.  “How do you like it?”

“It’s delicious!  I like how the rice gets crispy in the stone bowl.  How’re your ribs?”

“It’s my favorite.  Here, have a bite.”  She took a morsel with her chopsticks and offered it.

He opened his mouth and took it.  “That is good!  It’s a little like teriyaki.  You should have told me to get it.”

She giggled.  “Then I couldn’t have fed it to you.”

There was a pause in the conversation as Sally tried to hide her longing for him.

Dan tried to break the tension.  “So Sally, I’m not from your world.  All I know about you is from your wiki page.  Are you really that awesome?”

“Most of it is true.”  She blushed.  “But it doesn’t tell the whole story.”

“Talk to me,  are you originally from Boston?”

“No, I come from a quiet town in eastern Connecticut,  you wouldn’t know it.”  She stirred her soda with her straw.  “I was an only child, and I spent a lot of time out in the woods.”

“Any friends?”

Sally shook her head.  “Mom and Dad were afraid that I might hurt someone.  They knew I had superpowers since I was seven.  But I had plenty of friends at school!  I was class president every year I was in high school.”

“So you didn’t have much time to let your hair down.”

Sally sighed and looked up.  “Well, what about you?  What was your life like?”

“I was a nerd.  I played lots of video games and street hockey.  I had a girlfriend or two in high school, but we drifted apart in college.”

“What did you study?”  She sipped her drink.

“Computer science.  I ended up doing websites when I was out in the real world, and I did that until I came here.”

“Until you were murdered, you mean?”

He chuckled hollowly, “Attempted.  I fell through a rip in the fabric of reality.”

“Can you tell me what really happened?”  Her hand reached out to touch him, but hesitated.

“Not much to tell, really.  I caught my girlfriend cheating on me with my version of Richard Haze.  Her double in this world was Cygnus.  I was upset.  It was that day I found out he was a manipulative sociopath.  He threw me right over the railing when he thought I would spill the beans on their relationship.”

“Cheating?”

“Ah, right.  Well, you see, back home we had the same number of men and women.  Our relationships were mostly monogamous, and partners were expected to remain faithful.”

“No, I get it.  Women who try to get more than one man are scorned.  The men usually drop her, and she has a bad rep for the rest of her life.”

“What if the man seduces her?”

“Heh, I don’t really know.  I never read male romance novels.   Do you hate Cygnus and Richard?”

“They’re not the same people in this world as the last one.  At least I hope not.”  He gritted his teeth.  “It’s just hard to see them and not go back to that moment, you know?  Well, enough about that.  I want to ask a favor.”

Her face perked up.  “What?”

“I want you to teach me how to be a superhero one day.”  He wiped his mouth.  “I still haven’t really gotten to do it.”

She wiggled in her seat and smiled.  “I have so much fun doing it.  Having a team makes it so much easier.  Sister-in-law does half the work, but I could still help you there.  Sure!  I could teach you.  I still have my law enforcement textbooks.  It’s a lot of work to do the job right.  You have to worry about preserving evidence, collateral damage, the rights of the accused, and how people can use the ones you love against you.”  She gulped.  “That’s one of the reasons why I never dated.”

“You were afraid they would be hurt?”

“Yeah.  Deep down, that might be the reason why I fell so hard for you.  You can’t get hurt.”  She realized what she said and turned deep red.  “I take that back!  Forget what I said!”

Dan put his hands on hers and squeezed gently.  “Sally, don’t worry about me rejecting you.  We do have to have that conversation, though.”

“What conversation?”  She smiled nervously.

“I want you to understand what you and I can’t become.”

Sally gulped and went pale.

“I work as a host in a club.  The boundaries of our relationship, if you wanted to pursue it, would be dictated by that.  Can you handle being in a relationship with someone as tainted as I am?”

“You’re not tainted!” Her eyes glowed with a dull red light.

Dan raised his hand, not wanting to test his invulnerability against her eye beams.  “I’m going to be servicing several women each week.  They may be women you don’t care for.  Can you tolerate that?”

“I don’t think I have a choice.”  She ran her fingers up and down his, as if to test if they were real.

“You do have a choice, Sally.  I bet thousands of guys’d love to be with such a sweet and pretty girl as you.  Good guys.  You could be happy.”

“You think a boy would want a girl who lost their virginity before they had their first kiss?” She started to tear up.  “I was so afraid of boys, I had to use a gloryhole to muster the courage to do it.”

He reached over the table and cupped the back of her head and brought her in for a kiss.  She kissed back, uncaring about the brazenness of it.  Quite a few patrons looked at the public display of affection and grew agitated.

He sat back down and put his hands on the table.  “I may not be the right one for you, Sally, and maybe we’ve both done things that this world thinks we can’t undo.  But I will be here for you.  When you find the right guy, and you’re ready to move on, nothing would make me happier.”

She started to tear up again.  She thought to herself, no one is going to be Mr. Right compared to you.  What she said was, “Can I see your new apartment?  I know you have work, but I really would like to cuddle for a little while until I can see you at the club tomorrow.”

He smiled and got up.  “Sure thing, Sally.”

…

Later that night, Silvi and Dan collapsed onto the silk sheets of the round bed of the “Imperial Suite” of Cloud Nine.  Their bodies were covered in sweat, and both sported contented smiles.  Dan snuggled the fiery redhead, knowing he had some time to just be with her.

Silvy grabbed his arm and ran her hand up and down his muscles.  “That was amazing, as always.”  She sighed.  “How did things go with Sally?”

“As good as it could have gone, given the circumstances.”  He flopped on his back.  “She’s so sweet, it’s a shame she can’t find a good man.”

“And what about me?  Hmm?  Don’t I deserve a good little guy I can live happily ever after?”

“No.”  He petted her from the curves of her ass to her firm breasts.  “You’ll have to settle for me.”  He kissed her.  “You, my friend, are the one who won’t be able to get away.”  He straddled her.  “I’ll keep you in my web of seduction forever!” 

She felt something between her legs that told her he was ready.  “I don’t think you have enough time, Danny.  Also, I don’t have enough cash this month.”

He slumped.  “Are we still on for the weekend?  You need to teach me how to fight properly.”

Silvy scratched his back, leaving long red welts down his ribcage.  “I’m going to love teaching you a lesson.”


Chapter 4

“Ah, stick your thumb right there!  Use a little lotion.”   Sally Comet moaned.

“You like that girl?  You feel good?” Dan smirked as his hands manipulated her.

“Of course I do, you dummy, you’re the only one who can work me hard enough to get these knots out of my shoulder.  Darn it!”  Sally’s head was off the edge of the bed, her shirt was off, but she was fully clothed otherwise.  She had asked for a back massage in return for his first lesson being a superhero.  After a good fifteen minutes of working out all the stress in Sally’s shoulders with a force that could have crushed rock, she smiled and tapped him.  “I’m good, thank you.”  She quickly put on her shirt and sweater and walked to the kitchen.  Dan followed.

Dan said.  “Okay, I’ve got my notes, and I’m ready to learn.”  He had sat down at the large glass dining room table with an old-style paper notebook and pen.  Sally was strutting past the floor-to-ceiling windows of the apartment while she thought.

“You don’t have any law enforcement classes under your belt, huh?  I suppose I’ll have to start with what I did before I hit the big time.”

“Do you think I would be able to take any courses?  Like at a community college?”

“Heh, perhaps, but I could probably count the number of male cops in Boston on one hand.  You’re likely to get grabbed and pinched before, after, and during class.”

“Maybe I could go as a girl?”  He shrugged.  “Like, crossdress or something?”

Sally raised her eyebrow.

“I guess not.”

“You might be able to take an online course.  You got your papers from the government, right?  After H & R rejected you?”

Dan grimaced at the memory of rejection and then recovered.  “Yes, I officially have a green card.  I don’t know where they would deport me if I got into trouble, though.”

Sally continued.  “While you’re taking classes, you can do night patrols, and you can listen to a police scanner if emergencies arise.”

“Right,  walking around in my suit will draw a lot of attention, even after I got the…you know.” He pointed to his crotch.  “Adjusted.  Right, night patrol.  I’ll pick up a police scanner online.”

“If you took this slow, you might just want to pick a section of town and patrol it.  Get comfortable being out there, learn how the neighborhood works at night.  You know how to fight without hurting people, so we’re good there.”

“What about immobilizing people after I catch them or stop them?”

“For our team, our slime girl Physalis does most of that work.  Cygnus can control people, too.” She clapped her hands.  “Big plastic zip ties, the real strong ones.  They’ll do just fine.  If you're fighting super villains, that’s a different problem.  You may need help from someone else.”

“What’s the best way to contact the police once I’ve stopped the baddies?”

“Most of the time, if the crime is small, the victim will have a cell phone.  Tell them to call the police.  Wait until you hear the sirens, and then bolt.  You don’t want to leave a victim alone for very long.  For bigger crimes, the clock is ticking for the villains anyway.  Do your thing until you win, and let the cops handle the rest.  Just make sure you flee, because you’re a vigilante.  The less footage they have of you, the better.”

“Won’t the Feds and you girls try to stop me?”

“You think the Feds are going to light you up for doing good?  No way.  The Blazers have bigger fish to fry than to stop someone from crime-fighting, so long as you don’t hurt anyone.  The trick is to practice.”

“Practice?”

“Yeah, try going up high and drop some stones in the ocean.  Then try to catch them before they hit the water.  Go to Maine and find an abandoned quarry, punch the crap out of some rocks, and improve your speed.  Have you tried seeing if you have any other powers?”

“Other powers?”

Sally sighed in exasperation.  “Okay, we’re going to the roof.”

…

Sally walked around Dan, examining his posture. 

“No, no.  Make sure your legs are further apart, and bend at the knees.  You’ll never know how kinetic your powers may be if you have one.”

“If I do have a superpower, I might hurt someone on my first go.”

“That’s why you have me, sweetie.”  She bent over slightly and stuck out her tongue.  “You’re right, instead of facing Cambridge,  turn around and point your eyes and hands out to sea and look right at the horizon.  Most beams spread out after a few miles.”

“Fine.” He turned around and braced himself.

“Now, when I first found out I had eye-beams, I had experienced a pretty big trauma.  My best friend, my dog Molly, died.  She was hit by a truck.”  She looked down.  “When I found out, I ran into the woods and cried.  I got angry and thought it was so unfair that I couldn’t help her.  I screamed, and when I did, my eyes blasted through a boulder the size of a car.  You see, we realize our powers through our emotions.  Once you do it a few times, you can find the hook that triggers it and flip the switch without reliving the trauma.”

“I’m so sorry, Sally.”  He felt the urge to hug her, but forced it down to avoid distraction. “So I have to relive a trauma,” he said.  She nodded.

Sally looked on as he held up his arms.  After a moment, she saw a wave of emotion pass over Dan’s face, twisting it in anguish and rage.  He yelled out.  A low hum rose from the air around him, and Sally could feel power rising in him.

“Fuck!”  He then opened his eyes to see something incredibly peculiar.  In front of him, about ten feet away, was a square panel of dim illumination.  Behind the panel,  light was ever so slightly distorted.  Sally walked around the panel as it shimmered.  She took a quarter from her pocket and tossed it at the panel.  It simply bounced off onto the ground.

“It’s a force field.”  Sally smiled.  “Very impressive.  Does it take effort to maintain?” 

“Not much, I don’t think.”  He grinned.  “Forcefield, huh?  That’s pretty cool.”

Picking up the quarter again, she came to the edge of it.  She put the quarter on edge with the field, as if to cut it with the field.  It sliced right in half, with one half dropping to the ground.

“It’s razor sharp. Be careful with this power; you might hurt someone.  Let’s test its durability.”  Sally punched it.  “The panel made a noise that sounded like a dull gong.  “How did that feel?”

“I could feel it a little draining for a moment, but I’m not feeling it anymore.”

“OK, a little harder.”  The superheroine did a spinning back kick into the field, her standing foot dug into the rooftop by an inch.  They both heard a sharp crack.

“What was that, Sally?  I felt a little drained, but not much more.”

“That was my foot breaking the sound barrier.  Here’s the tough test: get ready.”  Her eyes glowed red.

“Sally, don’t you think I should get out of the way?”

Two beams of white light erupted from her eyes and lanced out towards the blue square.  The field absorbed the beams and glowed deep orange.  The laser eyes emitted incredible heat that distorted the air, like hot asphalt on a summer’s day.

“Ah shit!  That’s powerful, Sally.  I think you can stop now.”  He felt his knees wobble. “Sally, quit it! …Sally!”  He dropped to one knee, and the field started to waver and finally shatter.  At that exact moment, Sally shut her eyes.

She flopped down exhausted.  Dan ran to her and grabbed her.

“Are you alright, Sally!?  Talk to me.”  He shook her a little, looking for a response.  “I need to know you’re alright.”

“Incredible.”  She looked up at him with shimmering eyes.  “That force field of yours is going to save so many lives if you practice it.” She hugged him.  “I’d trade it for my eye-beams any day.”

…

Deleria Tremens poked her head around the corner of a dingy building, looking for someone before ducking again.

“Who are you looking for, Obsidian?  Why did you bring me here?”

“It’s your boyfriend.  He comes this way around this time.  I’ve been stalking him.”

“Dan!?  I told you not to hurt him.”

“And I’m not going to.  I just want to talk to him.”  She made fists, which cracked as she did so.

Blood drained from Deleria’s face.  “I don’t think this is a good idea.  We should go.”

“There he is!”  Obsidian trotted over to Dan, walking down the sidewalk.  “Hey, asshole.”

Dan turned around.  “Are you talking to me?”

“Yeah, I am, you slut.  I heard what you did to my girlfriend.”  She stuck out her chin in defiance.  “We’ve gotta problem.  You and I have to sort this out.  Why don’t you come this way and settle things as a woman would?”  She cracked her neck.

He looked behind her, unfazed.  “Deleria?!  Is that you?  Hi!”  He waved at the goth girl running up to Obsidian.  “You’re Deleria’s girlfriend?  She’s a sweet girl.  What’s your name, friend?”  He offered his hand.

“Obsidian.”  She slapped the hand away.  “I’m not your friend.”

Deleria finally got a good look at him, and something switched in her.  She wanted one more time with him, so she tried using her power.  “You’re going to come back to our apartment, Dan.  Obsidian, you’re going to join us, too.  We’re all going to have a grand time.”

Dan laughed.  “That really is tempting, Dee.  But I have work in a couple of hours, and you honestly deserve more time than that.  I work at Cloud Nine.  How about a cup of coffee?”

Deleria shook her head.  Why didn’t it work anymore?!  “Um, yeah, sure.  There’s a cafe we like a couple of blocks north of here.”

…

At the cafe, the three of them sat at a small stone-topped table surrounded by women of various ages.  Dee and Obi noticed how all the girls would steal glances of Dan’s butt and try to approach before the two girls glared and drove them off.

“This is delicious coffee, ladies.”  He sipped and smiled.  “Thanks for taking me.”

They awkwardly smiled and laughed.

“So what did you want to talk about?”

Deleria blushed and looked at her coffee.  “Well, you see,  ever since that night.  I’ve had a hard time getting any more work.”

“Why is that?”

Obi shook her head.  “Because you got away, you idiot.  The mafia caught wind and gave her the black ball.”

“What about you?  Why don’t you work?”

“I do, but it was much easier when we were bringing in two incomes.  We’ve got savings, but we’ll barely scrape by if we keep this up.  I wanted you to know what you did.”  Obsidian pouted.

“For fucks sake.”  Dan was astonished.  “Dee kidnapped me!  This is outrageous.”

“Dan.”  Dee was starting to get flustered.  “I’m alright with the consequences, and I didn’t plan this meeting; it was all Obi’s idea.  She can’t seem to drop it.”

Dan shrugged.  “What do you want me to do about it?”

Obi shrugged.  “I wanted to kick your ass.  Now that I’ve seen you and we talked.  I don’t want to.”

He tapped his fingers in frustration.  “Can you please tell me why you both are villains?”  He pointed at them.  “You don’t seem very good at it.”

Dee pouted.  “I was an orphan when I found out people would do things I asked them to do if I did it right.  College was a breeze,  probably too much of a breeze.  When I got my diploma, I didn’t know much, because I barely studied.  I used women to get what I wanted.  Then I fell in with the wrong crowd.  They saw my potential, they said.   I can make just about anyone do anything I want.  I was good at it until you came along.  It’s just that the law gets in the way.  While I can get free, it takes a lot of time, and it’s a pain in the ass.  So I use it discreetly and for specific reasons. It’s not like I’m trying to seduce the president.”

“What about you, Obsidian?”  Dan sipped his coffee.  “Why are you a baddie?”

“I grew up on the streets and joined a gang when I dropped out of high school.  When I got bored of beating up weak thugs, I worked at different clubs.  I was the best bouncer.  Because I was super abled, organized crime came to me so I could make other supes pay up gambling debts they owed.”  She snapped the stirrer she was playing with in half.  “That led to darker things.”

“Would you two be heroes if you could?”

Obi and Dee looked at each other before bursting out laughing.

Dee said.  “You’ve got to be kidding me.  Me, a hero, after what I’ve done?  You don’t get it, do you?  Once you become a villain, you’re an outlaw.  You stay one step ahead of the cops and stay in the underworld.  You make enough money to have some laughs and maybe go to Cloud Nine once a month.”

“You go to the club?”

“Why not?”

“Won’t some supe find you out and get you?”

“It’s a different building, both of which are well protected.” Obi waved her hand.  “If a super-abled person, good or bad, causes any trouble, they get banned from all clubs like it in the US or Europe.  The villains never meet the heroes, because otherwise they could never fuck a man again without the risk of killing them.  They didn’t tell you?”

“No, actually.”

“Well, now you know.  Cloud nine serves both the good girls and the bad girls.  They just want to make money.  Anyway, it’s not like we’ll ever get in there again with how little we pull in.”

Dan looked at these pretty but sad girls and saw a bit of himself in them.  These two women had incredible potential that was wasted by a callous world that didn’t care about them.

“Obsidian, I’ll see if I can get you hired on at Cloud Nine as a bouncer, if you promise to help me work as a superhero.  We would have to work as vigilantes.   Does that sound good to you?”

“You’d do that for me?”  She looked at Deleria. “Is he shitting me?”

“I don’t know Obi, but it does sound like a good deal.  I think the pay for bouncers at Cloud Nine is pretty high.  You won’t have to do things you don’t want to anymore.” 

Obsidian started to tear up.  “Don’t you bullshit me, Dan.  If you’re pulling a fast one, I don’t care what happens to me, I’ll come after you with everything I got until you or I end up dead.”

“I promise, I’ll ask to get you an interview.  If it works out, you can shred your villain card.”

Obi gulped. “Okay.  If you get me in, I’ll help you.”

Dan turned to the gothic girl.  “And Deleria, would you like to help me too?  I could use your help interrogating criminals from time to time.”

“I guess.”  She bit her thumbnail.  “Any money helps.”

“Great, that settles it then.  Let me get your phone numbers, and I’ll let you know.” 

After getting their contact information, they all stood up.  “I’m so glad we got to catch up, Dee,” Dan said, reaching out to hug her.  A couple of women saw the public display of affection and grumbled. 

Dee reflexively hugged back hard.  “Thank you, Dan.”

Obsidian went to break them apart before Dan grabbed her and pulled her in for a group hug.  There were even more gasps and a whistle from the cafe patrons.

“Dan, this is embarrassing.”  Obi squirmed.  “Damn, you are strong.”

“I think this is going to be the start of a beautiful partnership, you two.” He squeezed a little and let go.  “You won’t regret going legit.”


Chapter 5

In a smoke-filled boardroom, two scientists in their best pantsuits presented to a group of frowning women approaching retirement.   They had endured patiently through the scientific mumbo-jumbo slides to get to the synopsis.  As they progressed through each slide, the old ladies’ frowns became more pronounced.

Dr. Treda from H & R walked to a slide showing a toroidal device with lighting arcing from it.  “One key point to take home is that the process of parallel universe jump is the source of Dan Gadsen’s power.  The particle accelerator used to rip the hole in spacetime causes the subject to be bombarded with high doses of tachyon particles while simultaneously freezing time during that moment so that was is not spaghettified.”

“What does spaghettified mean, Doctor?”  Director Lizzy Bakewell interrupted.

“It’s a colloquial term for having your body stretched into a thin line.  You become a noodle.  To be clear, you don’t survive.”

“That’s obvious, continue.”  Bakewell took a drag on her smoke.

Treda obeyed.  “Our calculations indicate that the chance of developing superpowers while traversing a universal barrier is sixty-eight percent with a confidence of plus or minus one percent.  The remaining percentage is fatalities.  But I’d like Doctor Moarly to summarize the issues with the parallel universe scope.  Doctor Moarly?”

An even nerdier scientist came up to the podium.  “Yes.  The parallel-universe scope we use to detect males for possible universe reassignment can only detect the target’s emotions. Essentially, we see psychic echoes from the alternate dimension and can make a pretty good representation of what’s going on.  We get the biggest signals from those suffering from emotional trauma.  At first, we thought this was a fortunate accident because potential subjects were at a higher probability of demise, and thus reassignment would have minimal effect on the parallel universe.”

Ms. Snow, the frizzy-haired secretary of the department of gender, said,  “I couldn’t really tell the drawbacks of that from the beginning of the talk, Doctor Moarly.” 

“While we can detect situations of imminent demise at a rate sufficient for Project Equality.  The particle accelerator is accurate to only a few dozen feet and a few seconds.   We were fortunate to get Dan instead of his suspected murderer.”

“For fuck’s sake.  This is a goddamn nightmare.  Tell me the chance of reassignment of a criminal superhero to our world?”

“Indications show that at least one third of those retrieved would have a high tendency for antisocial behavior, the rest would be a mixture of benign individuals and emergency responders who were not the target.”

Bakewell slammed her hand down on the table.  “The last thing we need are a bunch of sociopathic sex-crazed men running around the world.  It would be a disaster.”

“Doctors, is this true?  Is there any chance of Project Equality being a success?  Can it be salvaged?”  Secretary Snow asked in a begging voice.

“While there may be improvements to the universal scope, the technique of reassignment is fundamentally locked.  Ultimately, the answer is no, unless the government can tolerate a sizable population of super-abled men of varying degrees of villainy.”

Secretary Snow facepalmed.  “Ten and a half billion dollars.  We wasted all that money and time trying to make it easier to maintain the population, and all we have to show for it is a superhero prostitute.”

Dr. Treda nodded.  “I know this is hard to hear.  But I suggest we also destroy any documentation of Project Equality, as well as the equipment.  If this technology falls into the hands of our world’s supervillainesses, the results would be catastrophic.  They could search out the multiverse's worst of the worst.  In fact, they’re easier to find from the emotional signal they give off on the scope.”

“Pappafucker!”  Director Baekwell yelled.  “You promised us that this would be a slam dunk!”

Dr. Treda flinched.  “I do admit that initial reports were optimistic, but those were released over thirty years ago.  The data acquired from the initial test subject was critical in putting the remaining pieces together.  Perhaps we were overeager in our research.  We wanted this project to succeed as much as anyone else.”

Secretary Snow stood up, and the rest of the meeting members followed suit.  “Doctor Treda, thank you for your time.  We will take the appropriate steps after hearing what you told us.  We’re glad you warned us of the danger in time.  If you’ll excuse me, I have to go get yelled at by the president for the next hour.”

When the room was emptied, Director Bakewell approached Doctor Treda.  “Now that we’ve all had a taste of that shit sandwich, please give me an update on mbos-1.”

“Ah!  Yes.  There was quite a development recently.  It appears he’s developed a new power.”  The doctor brought up her tablet.  “Here,  you see it’s a forcefield of incredible durability.  It withstood Sally Comet’s punches, kicks, and even a sustained blast from her laser vision.”

“Sally Comet fought Emboss?”

“No, she was training him.”

“Training!?  I told H & R I wanted total isolation!”

“I’m sorry, Director, I mean this with all due respect, you don’t tell Sally what to do.  You ask politely and give a good reason.  We’re fortunate she has no shred of villainy, or we would all be in trouble.  Perhaps a better idea is to get Dan on board with the cover-up.  Make it out to be a freak accident, rather than a planned universe reassignment.”

“He’s worked at that super whorehouse for too long.”

“Perhaps that’s an indictment of our world, not him.”

“Thank you, doctor, that will be all.” Bakewell put out her cigarette in the tray next to them.

“The sooner the world accepts him and comes to terms with how certain people in society are treated, the sooner…”

“That’s enough!”  Bakewell clenched her fists.  “You have the luxury of not reading after-action reports of superheroine operations.  The barrier between civilization and total pandemonium is razor-thin.  Any widespread knowledge of the fallibility of the government or of heroes can lead to mass unrest.  Are we clear, Doctor?”

“Yes,  Director.”  Dr. Treda mumbled as Bakewell slammed the door as she left.

Dr. Moarly said,  “You said the quiet part out loud, Treda.”

“Someone has to tell the truth once in a while.”

…

Dan was walking into the kitchen of his apartment when he saw Cygnus standing at the central island, looking upset.  She stood up and tried to smile, but simply looked stressed.

“What in the hell are you doing here, Sandra?  Who told you where I live now?”

“Dan!  Hi!”  Her eyes darted side to side.  “The Blazers wouldn’t tell me a thing, but it wasn’t that hard.  I simply followed you home from Cloud Nine.  Look, Dan, we need to talk.”

“You need to leave right now, Sandra.”  He took a guarded stance, not quite sure of what powers Cygnus had.  “Are you some sort of stalker in this world?”

“Richard Hazel broke up with me!”  She started to tear up.

Dan’s heart skipped a beat.  What?!  Why would someone want to break up with a girl with a goddess’s body like that?  “W…why should I care?  Your love life is none of my concern.”

She folded her arms and pouted.  “You’re the reason why he dumped me.”

“What are you talking about?  I went out of my way to avoid you, Sandra.”

“STOP Calling me by that name!”  She fumed.  “No one calls me that anymore.  I’m Cygnus, or Cyggi.”

“Whatever.  Why is it my fault?”

“Richard said I was saying your name when I was talking in my sleep.”  She turned away and walked to the windows.  “And I think the straw that broke the camel’s back was when I might have…screamed your name, when…”  She poked her pointer fingers together.

“What the hell?!  Why would you do that!?”

“I don’t know,  Dan!  It’s all so confusing.  I thought I was happy as Richard’s mistress, but then I saw the way you looked at me in Deleria’s apartment.  It was as if you were worshipping me.  Do you know what a look like that can do to a woman?”  She took a step forward.  “I may have fixated on you and that you’re the first man any supe could be physical with without holding back.  I can’t stop what my brain thinks about.  I need to know.”  She stepped again.

“Need to know what Sand…Cygnus?”

“What would it be like, you idiot!”  She clenched her fists and floated into the air by a few inches.  “I know you have feelings for me.  You and I were lovers in your world.  I know it.”

Dan’s mind raced.  His thoughts drifted back to his old life of making websites and conventional city experiences.  How an angel named Sandra ended up talking with him in a park, and how the odd couple hit it off.  He thought she was the one, but he was also scared that she was out of his league; however, his trust in their relationship grew.  Dan was even looking for modest engagement rings the day before he got thrown out of a building.

What turned his stomach was remembering the stone-cold face of Sandra when he caught her in a compromising position in the corner office with Richard.  His nausea increased thinking about the stock bullshit word salad that she spouted when she really meant to say she didn’t love him anymore.

“I could never be with you, Sandra!”  He waved his hand from left to right as a firm rejection.  “You were dating Richard, and how long did it take you to start stalking me?  A day?  Or did you start that very evening!?”

“I thought you would be happy.  That you’d have that same look on your face.” She drifted slowly towards him.  “It can be like that, Dan, please, you have to trust me.”

Dan put up his forcefield, and Cygnus bounced off it in shock and surprise.  The desperation in her voice turned into anger.  Her voice was muffled behind the field, but he heard it just the same.  “This is all your fault, Dan!  You have to make this right.  Don’t do something you’ll regret!”  She punched the field, which made a low gong.  Her eyes grew white, and her whole body glowed blue-white.  Cygnus raised her hand and started to discharge a beam of energy, trying to break the barrier.

“Get out of my home, you stupid bitch!”

“No one turns me down!  Do you know who I am?” The forcefield absorbed the energy and glowed purple.  Dan could feel his strength draining quickly.

“You’re nothing but trouble!  Anyone could see that from a mile away.  Dick probably dated you because he was bored with the dozens of other women he fucked.”

“Aaargh!”  Cygnus flared energy but quickly got gassed.  When she couldn’t maintain the beam, she dropped to the floor.  The room smelled of ozone. 

Cygnus looked up with mascara streaking down her face.  “I hate you!  You stupid asshole, you ruined my life!”  She got into the air and flew out of the window.  She managed to pass through the glass without breaking it.  She floated in the air, looking at him inside the apartment for a moment before flying away.

Dan dashed for his phone and called the first person he thought of.

“Silvi?  Hi.  Something’s gone very wrong with Cygnus.  She’s not in danger, but I may be.  I need to talk.  Can we meet somewhere private?” 

He heard the assertive voice of the Red Berzerker on the other end of the call.  “Sure.  I know a place, let me text you the address.  I can get there in ten minutes.” 

“Just… just make sure Cygnus isn’t following you.”  He stammered.  “I don’t know what she’s capable of doing.”

Dan ran at a sprint, just slow enough not to get noticed by civilians in the light of day.  The place texted to him was the Jupiter Hotel, a glass tower in the center of downtown.   When he opened the door to the room, he saw Silvi and Sally dressed in their official uniforms.

“Silvi, why is Sally here?”

“She has good hearing, Dan,  and she was in the room when you called me.” She sighed. “She wouldn’t take no for an answer.”

“I’m sorry, Dan.  The moment I heard fear in your voice, I had to come.”  Sally ran to him and picked him up with a bear hug.  “I’m glad you called right away, but I’m miffed that you didn’t think of me first.”

“Sorry, it was a gut decision.”  He pulled away from her and sat down on the king-sized bed.

Silvi walked up to the edge of the bed and looked down at him.  “So let’s get to the bottom of this.  What’s wrong with Cyggi?”

“This morning I woke up, and she was in the kitchen waiting for me.  She was upset because she had broken up with Richard Hazel, and she said it was my fault.  She was frantic, and she said she had stalked me to find out where I lived.  Cygnus had this crazy idea that she wanted a relationship with me.  I flat-out denied her.  I ended up putting up my force field to keep her away.  Then she tried to break the barrier with a white colored beam of light.”

The two heroins looked at each other before looking back.  “Are you hurt?  Is the building knocked down?”

“No, the barrier held up thankfully.”  He waved his hand.  “It seemed like she used up a bit of power because she gave up and flew off.  The last words I remember her saying were that she hated me and that I ruined her life.”

“Don’t worry, Dan, we’re here.  You’re safe,  we didn’t catch her following us.”  Her voice was soothing. 

“That’s a relief.  I don’t know what she can do.”

“Any other person would have been dead from her plasma beam.  I’m so glad I helped you find your powers.”  Sally ran, knocked him off the bed, and hugged him.

“Whoa!”  He kicked off his shoes and scooted up the bed.  Silvi jumped into bed as well, leaving her hammer on the floor.  Dan felt their bodies press onto him, and he felt warm and safe.  “This means a lot to me.  Thank you.”

“We couldn’t let our boy get hurt.”  Silvi nuzzled him.  The trio lay on the bed and felt each other’s hearts beat.  They were quiet and let the moment be.

“Girls, what should I do?”  Dan tapped their shoulders as they hugged him.  “A superhero hates me.”

“I don’t think there’s much you have to worry about physically.  Her plasma bolts are her most powerful attack, but she can also control minds.”

“I don’t think I’ll be susceptible to that anymore; I might have developed a resistance to it.”

Sally put her chin on his chest, looking cute.  “She can go through short distances of material like walls and windows, and she has telekinetic powers.  So fly, blast, go through stuff, and she’s an esper.  Oh, and she’s pretty strong as well.  Not as strong as Silvi or me, but she is no slouch.”

“That’s enough, I think.” Dan chuckled.

“It was good to call us, though.”  Silvi started to grind into him.  “It’s been a while since we were together.”

“It was yesterday!  For both of you!”  He laughed.  “And you’re scheduled tonight, Silvi.  Don’t make it out to be like you’re living in a cock-desert.”

“But it’s so good.” She bit her lip and turned to her comrade.  “Sally, this sounds crazy, but would you be willing to do a threesome?”

“But that’s dirty, isn’t it?”  She buried her face in Dan’s armpit.  “I’m a good girl!”

“It’s either that.”  Silvi purred.  “Or you watch me have Dan all to myself.”

“Be nice, Silvi,  Sally’s not going to be into that.”

“No, I’m not going to sit there and watch while some girl fucks my man.”  She got up.  “I’ll join in.  Did you want me dressed or undressed?”

“And mess up your suit?” Dan guffawed.  “No way, dry cleaning is way too expensive.”

The trio proceeded to help each other get out of their clothes.  Getting out of the super suits required a bit of assistance because the zippers were hidden.  When they were finished, two nubile bodies lay on the bed, writhing in anticipation.

“Who wants to go first?”  Dan slapped his hands together.

“Dan,”  Sally asked.  “Could you please pleasure me with your mouth?”

“I would love to.  Let me get on my back.”  Dan lay on the bed and waited for Sally’s firm, creamy thighs to appear over his face.  She sat on his face and faced the headboard.  Dan’s hands were drawn to her pert buttocks, and he massaged them.  When he first kissed Sally’s vulva, it was already wet and ready.  He ate her out like he was in a pie-eating competition, flicking and swirling his tongue everywhere it could go.

“Suck my clit hard, Dan, that’s what I want.  That’s what I dreamed of you doing.  Aargh!”  He took the top half of her vagina into his mouth and sucked.  Drawing blood into her clitoris and engorging it.  He then encircled it and flicked it.  Sally’s nipples were erect, and he started kneading them softly.  Sally arched her back in response.

While this was happening, Silvi wasted no time and got into a reverse cowgirl position.  The heroes faced away from each other and lived in their own worlds of pleasure.  Silvi guided Dan’s girthy cock into her canal, which was already becoming accustomed to its favorite guest.  She engulfed it to the hilt and took pleasure in her fullness.

Silvi moaned.  “I love it when you’re inside of me, Dan, it’s where you belong.”

Dan moaned in agreement and bucked, having his glans touch the deep end of her vagina.  Sally started grinding on Dan’s face harder as she whined at being sucked on by a super-strong mouth.  “That’s doing it, Dan,  you’re pushing me so fast over the edge!”

Dan’s physical pleasure drove all bad thoughts out of his mind as he indulged in the bodies of two young women.  His hands moved up and down both their perfect forms, amazed that the two would be accommodating enough to have a threesome with him.

He got into sync with Silvi’s downward pounding by bucking at the same time.  “That’s it, Danny!  You’re hitting the right spot.  Fuck my tight cunt, lover boy!  I’m never going to let anyone hurt you.  Sally and I love it when you fuck us so well.”

Sally joined in with the dirty talk.  “Suck it, Danny,  suck my pussy until it’s hot and red.  I bet no one else could make me cum like you do.”  Her moans were high-pitched and whiny, and getting shorter and closer together.  Sally gripped the headboard of the bed and crunched it in her fingers, and her pussy started to quiver in orgasm.  “Dan, your mouth is the best!  I’m going to let it out!”  She squirted a strong stream of fluid above his face to the headboard, causing it to splash on his face and neck.  Sally didn’t feel embarrassed, but let her squeals become guttural moans.  When she could endure no more, she slumped to the side and let him hold her pussy in his left hand firmly. 

Sally’s eyes went wide as she saw Silvi’s rear end drop hammer blows down on Dan’s pelvis, impaling itself on his pecker.  “Is this what you see when you fuck me, Danny?”

“Yes, doesn’t it look sexy?”  He grabbed Silvi’s butt with his free hand and added more to the down pounding.  Silvi shrieked at the added intensity.

“Use both hands, Danny, I’m ok.”  Sally slid her hand underneath Dan’s and started to flick her own clitoris and mash it in tight circles.  The man grabbed both meaty cheeks and went full speed.  He thrust upwards and slammed her rump down at faster and faster frequencies.

Silvi’s eyes rolled back in her head, and she couldn’t keep her head up any longer. “Daaa….daan!  Ungh.  Please, I need it. Dan, please cum!”

Sally and Silvi did a duet of rising moans while Dan focused on his own pleasure.  It required Silvi to clamp down hard in her orgasm for him to finally nut while lying on his back as he furiously pumped.

Sally’s mouth dropped open when she started to see the creampie ooze out of Silvi’s hammered pussy.  The freckled redhead collapsed with her head and shoulders falling off the foot of the bed, being held back from falling over by her leg lock with Dan, His cock still stuck in her belly.

“I want a cream pie too.”  Sally nuzzled and nibbled Dan’s ear, making him squirm from the tickling.

He grinned.  “Did you want a ride?”

“No, I want to clean up Silvi’s creampie while I get one from behind.  I want something to remember when I’m by myself and can’t have you to myself.  Danny, you’re making me so dirty.”

“Don’t make me feel guilty making you girls feel good.”  He kissed her.  “I would just do vanilla sex if you wanted, you’re the one asking for the naughty stuff.”

She giggled.  “Yeah, I guess.  I just don’t want you to get bored with me.”  She pulled Silvi back onto the bed up to the wet headboard and started munching on her carpet, slurping up Dan’s love glaze.  She taunted Dan by wiggling her ass.

Dan gave a chef’s kiss before mounting her.  “How could anyone get bored with you two vixens?”


Chapter 6

Dan patrolled his little section of the city late after work.  He had been practicing patrolling while listening to the police scanner.  What struck him was how boring it was.  While crime happened, Boston wasn’t exactly a war zone.  Crime happened fast as well, and he couldn’t be everywhere at once.  The modified suit he wore kept him comfortable in the cold night, not that it really mattered; he could have been on fire and not have minded it.

He also practiced improving his hearing.  Dan found that if he concentrated fairly hard, he could increase what his ears could take in.  Every few blocks, he would close his eyes and try to sense any arguments or threats of violence.

The newbie superhero was just about to give up for the night when he faintly heard the words “Give me your wallet, or I’ll cut you!” Followed by “I’ll do whatever you want, just don’t hurt me!”

He tilted his head and rotated slowly in the air to try to get a fix on where he heard it.  Once he was pretty sure, he zipped in the direction and scanned the dark side street.

He saw a young man standing in the street, quivering, while a woman was knocked out next to him, and a lady thug had a knife out, threatening him.  The man shook as he handed the thug his wallet.

“Now, please let us go.”  He cried.

“No, I don’t think I will.  You’re going to take me on an ATM tour of the city.  If you don’t, I’ll make sure you get cut real good.” 

The mugger was about to grab the victim when a faint blue screen appeared between them. 

“What’s going on?”  She touched the force field, unable to get past it. 

Dan dropped down behind her.  “You should really give that money back.”

“Who the fuck are you?”

“I’m Emboss.  You’re going to let me put these cuffs on you while we wait for the police, or I’m going to force you.”

“Asshole!”  She stabbed, and he used his new MMA training to disarm her and put her to the ground.  He had to be careful not to break the woman.  It took so little force to injure a person with this much strength.  He succeeded after a little trial and error to put the restraints on the struggling suspect.  The zip ties on the feet were much easier to put on.

“What the fuck are you doing!?  I’ll kill you!” 

“How are you going to do that with your arms tied behind your back?”

The woman reached behind her belt and pulled out a gun.  She pulled the trigger and sent rounds flying.  Two of the bullets bounced off Dan before he could wrench it out of her hand.

“Sir?” Dan called to the cowering victim.

“Y..yes?”

“I’m going to need you to call emergency services and explain the situation.  I’m going to put the gun over here.  Don’t forget to tell the cops where I put it.  I’ll stick around for a little while until I hear the sirens.”

The man quickly dialed and waited for the other end to pick up.  “Yes, hello, I’m at Terry Street and Grove Avenue. A woman with a knife and a gun has just attacked me.  My wife is bleeding badly.”

“She’s hurt?”  Dan interrupted.

“Yes, she sliced her arm.”

Dan cursed. “I’m going to bring her to the nearest hospital.  I’ll be right back.”  In case the mugger wanted to crawl to the gun, he added a final zip tie to bind her feet to her hands.

“You’re not going anywhere.”

The endless torrent of curse words was quite irritating.

He picked up the injured woman, who looked very pale, and bolted to the hospital.  He got to the emergency room desk and put the woman in the nearest wheelchair.

The nurse at the desk screamed, and two police officers drew their weapons.  Dan simply walked out with his hands up.  When they reached for him, he merely went just a little faster than them.  In the entranceway, Dan flew back to the crime scene.

“She’s at the hospital, hopefully I got her there in time.”  Dan pointed in the general direction of the hospital.

“Thank you!”  The man wept and hugged Dan. 

Dan winced before backing away.  “Look, just make sure you tell them what happened.”  He heard sirens approaching.  “I gotta run.”

As he flew off, he could hear the man yelling to the cops, crying. “He saved my wife.  Emboss saved her!”

…

The next morning, the Back Bay Blazers were arguing over cups of decaf coffee. 

“Cygnus, you can’t honestly think that what you did was fine.”  Red Berzerker pointed her hammer at the white haired superheroine.  Sally Comet stood beside Red and stared at Cygnus with an expressionless face.

“I didn’t lay a finger on him.  All we did was talk.”  Cygnus feigned innocence.

“He said you used your plasma beam in his apartment.”

“That was just me trying to get through to him.  He put up this wall between us, and I just wanted us to talk it out.”

Sally shook her head.  “With a plasma beam?  Cyggi, you used that power to bring down alien spaceships.”

“The apartment’s fine, Dan’s fine.  I don’t see the problem.”  She sipped her coffee and walked to the window of the Blazer’s control room.  “This coffee sucks.”

“You broke into his apartment, Cyggi.”  Red barked.

“How else was I supposed to talk to him!”  Cygnus’s eyes flared white.  “He blocked my phone number and flew away every time I tried to approach him.  “He’s the reason why…”

“Why what?”

“That my boyfriend dumped me.  You wouldn’t know him.”

Sally shook her head.  “Dick Hazel dumped you.  You shouldn’t have been dating him, Cyggi. We all knew but ignored it.  This is the result.  He’s a civilian, and he manages our group.  How many mistakes can you pile up?”

“So spending all your free time at a whore house is just fine?  Hmm?  Both of you are such hypocrites.”  She pointed her finger at them.  “Dan deserves a much better life than being a prostitute, and you’re just pushing him deeper into that cesspit.”

Sally blushed.  “It’s his wish!  I’m not forcing him to do it.  Do you think I like what he does for a living?!”

Cygnus smirked.  “Yeah, you’re a real help.  You could have been pulling him out of it.”

Red stormed up to Cygnus.  “That’s enough!  You can’t force people to do what you want!”

“Yeah!  You just pay them!”

“Bitch!”  Red caused her warhammer to glow deep red.  Just at that moment, Sister-in-Law called out. “Girls, quit your cat-fighting and have a look at this.  Your boy Danny had his first successful patrol.”

The news was showing a story about Dan’s alter ego, Embos, and how rumors about the world’s first male superhero were becoming more frequent.  The local police and the USDSAP continued to deny the existence of male super-abled persons.

There was an interview with a tall, thin man in front of his house, surrounded by five women, all close to him.  “I don’t care what the government says.  I saw him fly.  I saw him save my third wife’s life.”

The reporter continued to say that the suspect in the mugging in question received minimal injuries, and weapons with her fingerprints were found at the scene.  They next interviewed an expert on supes, an old Asian lady with thick glasses.  “Somebody must have trained him well; he seems to be conducting actions in accordance with standard operating procedures.  He immobilized rather than knocked out the perpetrator, and he made sure the injured victim was sent to emergency services as soon as possible.  I give him a seven out of ten!  Not bad for a rookie, but he should be working with others before going out on his own; he might end up in over his head.”

The Blazers stood up.  “See, he’s doing fine.”  Red pointed to the screen and looked at Cygnus.

“The lady said that he needs help in the field.  We need to bring him onto the Blazers.”  Cygnus shot back.

Sally Comet shook her head in exasperation.  “Do you think Dan is going to join a team that has his stalker in it?” 

“I… am … not … a … stalker!”  Cygnus was now getting teary-eyed.

Just then, klaxons and rotating lights turned on in the control center.  The Blazers ran to the central station to find out what the alert was about.

Sister-in-law read from the terminal.  “Level three alien incursion.  Abductions in broad daylight.  Seven individuals have been captured thus far.  Here, look.”  She pointed to the video feed.  “Seems like someone is sending drones to pick up…men?”

Sally pointed to the feed.  “Can you zoom in?  It looks like someone is already taking care of it.  They’re making a mess, but they seem to be doing the job.”

Sister did a pinch zoom on the screen to show a man in a black body suit punching flying robots the size of a bus.

“Dan!”  Sally yelled.

“They seem to be operating in the north end right now, Little Italy.”  Sister-in-law pointed to the other three.  “I’ll stay here and coordinate with the military and emergency responders.  You three try to bring down as many of these drones as possible over the water.  If you can get Emboss to back off, we’ll have an easier time.”

The three other members of the Blazers all responded.  “Roger!”

…

Subcommander Corobo watched from the deck of supercarrier 17 as it leisurely attacked Boston.  Corobo was a Gatanaxian through and through, efficient and ruthless.  The directorate of Gatanax had kept the spacefaring civilization alive for many centuries after achieving faster-than-light travel.  Gatanax suffered from the same gender imbalance as humans did.  In fact, every civilization in the galaxy had this problem.  One of the means of the Gatanaxians surviving was the abduction of males of a similar species in which to breed.  They would never take more than what would cause an interstellar political blowup, but they lost the trust of most other interstellar races.  Usually, they preyed on species just before they became spacefaring and took all the men and pregnant women.  They left the female population to wither away in old age.  They returned 80 years later to assume control of an abandoned planet.

Corobo had set out for Earth just a few days prior and had just deployed the specimen-collecting drones when red blips started to appear in the theater map of her control screen.

“Ensign Donadd,  what is the nature of the threat?”

A mousy green woman with antennae sounded off.  “A being of extraordinary strength has brought down five retrieval drones.”

“How is she doing that?”

“Actually, we highly suspect he’s male!  He punched three and managed to slice two as they passed by him.”  The ensign pushed her goggles back up her nose.

“Punched?”  The subcommander scoffed.  “That’s impossible.”

“I have it confirmed on three monitor drones.” She pulled up the video of Dan kicking the drone's fuel tank, sending it into the river as a fiery wreck.  “Ma’am, I suggest an immediate withdrawal to prevent further materiel loss.”

Subcommander Corobo groaned.  “The admiral will want this one for breeding and weapons research.  This is now a military operation; it’s going to drive the price of the expedition way up.”  She brought up a control screen.  “Deploy two military grade drones to intercept, incapacitate, and extract that specimen.”

“Yes, Subcommander.”

…

Adrenaline coursed through Dan’s veins as he flew through the swarm of sleek alien robots.  They each had robotic arms that were not very strong, as well as knockout gas and tasers.  To him, the tasers felt like mosquito bites, and the knockout gas smelled like perfume.  He was proud that he figured out how to control the orientation of his force field to make it an incredibly sharp blade.  He would place the field in the drone's path and watch it slice in two.  He figured he could just have them crash into the force field, but he was afraid they could detect it and dodge it.

As the fighting continued, he would see that some of the drones attacked him while a small group would continue to search and abduct men from the streets, some of them crashing through glass storefronts and dragging out the men.    The drone would open up a compartment and simply toss the man inside before flying skyward.  He felt that trying to catch one or stop it would prevent him from getting as many robots out of the sky as possible.  He was unsure how to break one without harming the person held captive inside.  Most of the drones he dealt with simply exploded when he hit them.

The swarm was getting thicker as time passed, with more drones descending through the clouds.  The air force deployed some fighters to intercept the drones, but they couldn’t take down nearly as many as Dan could.

He had just yeeted one drone into another, causing a double explosion, when he felt a slender hand on his back.  He whirled around to see the smiling face of Sally Comet.

“Sally!  They’re taking the men.  We have to stop them!”

“We know Emboss.”  Dan was surprised she used his supe name.  “We need you to back off to a safe distance and let the Back Bay Blazers handle this.”

“But?!”

“No, Emboss.  You’ve done a good job so far, but we know how to do this with minimal collateral damage.”  She held his hand as the pair floated above the city.  “Trust me.”

Those two words caused Dan’s brain to freeze and listen.  After a second, he nodded.  “I’ll be at the end of pier four.  Find me or give me a ring.  Good luck.  I’m your biggest fan.”  He zipped off.

“...thank you, Dan,”  Sally whispered to herself.

He watched from the end of the pier at the swarm of combat above the center of Boston.  He could see how the Blazers were superior to him in this situation.  Sally could easily rip holes through the hulls of the drones with her laser eyes.  Cygnus’s plasma beam simply evaporated the robots.  She was careful to aim her beams when she could shoot in the direction of the Atlantic Ocean in case she missed.  The most amazing was Red Berzerker.  She managed to launch herself from the ground, bounce off the attackers, and smash at least three in one leap.  She would then end up hanging from a window or standing on a roof and do it all again.  He thought she must have dexterity and reflexes to match her incredible strength and durability. 

The waters where the Charles and the Mystic rivers merged were now smoking with burning fuel and hulks of drones that had not yet sunk.  Dan waited patiently for a call.  When his phone rang, he picked it up.

“Hey Sally?  Your voice is pretty garbled; there must be a lot of interference from the attackers.  Let me call you back.”  When he pressed the end call button, he felt a massive bolt of energy hit, and the pier exploded around him.  The super suit he wore was vaporized from the torso up.  He tried to see through the smoke, but all he saw were two pairs of glowing red eyes.  He zipped up into the air to get a clear view.  Two massive, gleaming metal oblong drones hovered in the air.  Each bristled with weaponry and powerful robotic arms.

“You ruined my suit!”  He flew down and landed a punch on the drone closest to him, denting it but leaving it mostly unharmed.  “Holy shit, these are tough.”

A crab-like arm started to come down on him and grasped him.  Dan struggled to free himself and had some success.  Another arm came down on him, and he found that he was at his limits.  He willed his forcefield into existence in the correct orientation to slice off one of the arms from the drone, causing it to squeal robotically as the arm fell into the main channel of Boston Harbor. 

Just as he was able to extricate himself from the other claw, he felt the cold metal electrodes the size of soda cans touch his head and back.  He could feel the hair on his head start to stand on end from the electricity.  He convulsed under the electric current of the massive taser and passed out.

The Blazers arrived at the scene as one of the military-grade drones stuffed Dan into a compartment on its side, and flew skyward.  The remaining one with a missing arm pointed its particle beams at the superheroines and opened fire.

Cygnus yelled to the others.  “You take care of this one, and I’ll try to get Dan out of the other one before it leaves.”

“Let me do it!” Sally yelled as her eyes burned gash after gash into the thick armor of the drone.

“There’s no time, and the only one who can go through metal without blowing shit up is me.  I’m going.”  Cygnus blurred as she broke the sound barrier, flying up to the fleeing drone.

“Cyggi, no!  Fuck you, you robot piece of shit!”  Sally and Red rained down blows and beam blasts on the remaining drone.  It took nearly thirty seconds of unconstrained violence to bring it down.  What was left was mostly slag.

Cygnus pushed herself hard to reach the escaping drone.  Blue sky gave way to the blackness of space.  When she got close enough, she changed phases to pass through the hull of the drone.  She eventually found an open pocket of room that housed an access panel and unphased herself.  At that moment, everything started to glow blue as the drone reached the speed of light.
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