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Chapter 1

On a hot Parisian summer day, a man and a woman were having sex in a fancy office on a stylish white leather couch.  Both the man and woman made no sound except for the creaking of the springs in the couch and the slapping of flesh.  The man was strong and muscular.  He could have easily been a fashion model.  The woman was middle-aged, with silver hair and a well-tended body.  The woman was looking through her messages on her tablet as the man pistoned inside of her.

She didn’t even bother looking at him; instead, she flipped through her to-do app and completed the day's tasks.  Enola Gortinson was one of the most powerful women in the world, and she didn’t get to where she was without multitasking.

She saw a video of the explosions and fighting around the Institute of Technology and frowned.  She made a phone call. “Tanya, get in here right now.”

A young, shy woman with black hair and blue eyes entered the office. She blushed instantly when she saw her boss’s pussy getting destroyed by a girthy cock.

“Tanya!”

“Yes, Ms. Gortinson.”

“I thought you told me that the data extraction mission was going to go off without a hitch.”  Her body shook every second as the man rammed into her.  She seemed to go on as if he wasn’t there.  “You told me they were quick and efficient mercenaries.”

“I don’t know what happened, boss.  They were trained and given the best equipment.”  She tried desperately not to get flustered by what she was seeing.  “I think we may have pushed our luck by attempting a mission so close to a superhero group’s headquarters.  ”

“Finding out how Project Equality was going to achieve its goals is critical to Hera’s continued success in the business of controlled male services.  Tanya,  I don’t hire people who aren’t the best.  I expect high-risk missions to be well prepared for and executed flawlessly.”  The older lady paused for a moment and winced, and Tanya saw Enola’s abdomen straining as if she were silently experiencing an orgasm.  The man was sweating profusely but didn’t let up.  The subordinate noted the small metallic puck installed at the back of the man’s neck. It was flashing the blue LED that meant his orgasm was being actively denied by the computer embedded in his spinal cord.

“Yes, Ms. Gortinson.  I will pursue different avenues to get you the information you’re asking for.”  She bowed deeply.

“I think I’ll take a more hands-on approach, Tanya. The opportunity might slip through Hera’s fingers if we let you try to make up for your mistakes.  Arrange a flight for me to go to Boston.”

“Yes, Miss.”  Tanya backed out of the room and closed the door.

Enola looked out the window and sighed in frustration.  She looked up at the man fucking her.  His face was angelic, but those blue eyes had nothing behind them.  This was one of those days she wished her companions showed some spark of intelligence.  A non-controlled man didn’t last as long as her men did, but at least they showed passion.

“Unit 309, you may now finish.”

The brain stem computer’s blue light blinked out, and the man did one final thrust.  He pulsed a few times in the woman's belly.  He then got up from the couch and took a towel to wipe himself off.  He then stood near the doorway and waited.  The puck’s readout indicated to Enola that the man would need some water and food very soon or he would pass out.  She slipped on a robe and sat at her massive desk.

She texted Tanya. “Please take unit 309 and get him fed and watered.  Tonight I’d like the twins, 220 and 221, yes, and make sure someone cuts their nails before you send them.”

…

“Have you got your mission computer booted up?”  Cygnus said as she walked around Dan.  The two were standing on the helipad of their building in the back bay, doing final checks before doing a long-distance patrol mission.

Dan looked at what seemed to him a smartphone strapped to his left forearm. “Why can’t I just put it in my pocket?  It looks like a phone.”

“Phones can be dropped, Danny.”  She wagged her finger in his face. “And that piece of equipment you have there has a satellite connection.  It’s way better than a regular phone.  Oh, here take this.”  She handed him a tiny compass.

“What’s this for?”

“If we get separated, and we won’t,  and your mission comp goes down, and it won’t,  just head west and you’ll hit the coast somewhere in America.”  She shook her head.  “The first few missions that superheroes did over the ocean went poorly when they lost their bearings.  One poor girl flew in circles for days before spotting a ship.”

“Can’t you just fly high?”

“Do you want to have a satellite hit you at thousands of miles per hour?  Or a plane?  There’s lots of shit up there, Dan.” She came in close and cradled his face with her hands. “It may not hurt you, but it may hurt a civvie, and I know you don’t want that.”  She stole a kiss before backing up.

“Hey, we’re on the clock.”  Dan grimaced.

“Sorry, can’t help myself.” She grinned like a devil. “Get up to a thousand feet and stay at that altitude.  Your super suit has two small buzzers in each hand that will buzz if you go too far off course.  Sister in Law is working on some HUD glasses we can use in the future, but she’s not finished with them yet.”

After punching in the route they planned, he looked up.  “Right,”  He bowed and moved his hand to the side. “After you.”

Cygnus streaked into the air and headed over Cape Cod and out into the Atlantic Ocean.  Dan bolted to catch up to her.

…

After the first hour of patrol, Dan got a little bored with seeing the same waves of the Atlantic fly underneath him.  The only distracting thing he could look at was Cygnus’s smoking body.  Every once in a while, she’d catch him looking and smile at him, but he looked away quickly to avoid the embarrassment.

He heard an alarm go off in his earpiece a moment before he spotted it himself.  A giant fishing vessel had its nets out.  Countless seabirds hovered over its decks, looking for a morsel to steal.

Cygnus touched her throat to activate her radio. “Dan, slow down for a moment, let's check where we are.”

The two hovered in the air miles away from the ship.  Cygnus’s white bodysuit clung to her curves, accentuating every inch of her body that he had enjoyed so much in space a few days ago.

“Dan!”

“Yes!  What is it?”

“Eyes, up here.” She pointed to her face. “This ship has a foreign flag and is in the US economic zone.  They’re clearly in violation of the law.”  She waited for him to speak.

“So we take some video with the GPS displayed on it, do a flyby of their stern to get their name, and call the coast guard, right?”

She nodded.  “I’d like for you to take the lead on this one.  It will do you good.”

Dan flew low and slow to get a good view of the vessel with its nets out.  He switched on the 360 camera embedded in the shoulder of his super suit and recorded the frantic shouts and gesticulations of the crew.”

He found the nearest coast guard cutter in the area on his mission computer and sent the video and coordinates.

“Coast Guard cutter to supe Emboss, thanks for the alert, we are en route to intercept.”  The radio chatter confirmed they were coming.

He was heading back to Cygnus when he felt something hit him.  He looked down to see that his suit had been ripped by something vicious.  He looked and focused on the ship and saw that they had uncovered 50 caliber machine guns and were firing on him.  He raised his shield, not to protect himself, but to protect his clothing.  He followed that with an erratic flight path, one Sally had shown him during his training with her.  He thought it made him look like he was a fruit fly, but he had to admit it worked.  It was good training.  It was better to be safe than sorry.

“Emboss!”  Cygnus called over the radio.  “Are you hurt?”

“No, but my suit’s torn up.   The armor can take rifle fire, but not 50 cal.”

“I’m calling in for authorization for use of force.”  Cygnus’s voice burned with rage.

“Roger.”

“Supe Cygnus, Supe Cygnus, Supe Cygnus, this is Coast Guard Command.  We’re granting you the use of non-lethal force to disarm said fishing vessel.  We want that ship, please stop it.”

“Emboss, I’m going to need you to take out the machine guns.  I’ll have a chat with the captain.  I don’t think you’ll need to kill anyone; this is a chance to put what you’ve learned into practice. Do your best.”

Dan saluted Cygnus and dove down to the vessel as Cygnus headed for the bridge. There were six guns, three on each side of the ship.  In addition to the guns, they also had firehoses at the ready.

Dan couldn’t recognize the language the rough-looking women on the boat were speaking, and he didn’t care.  He put up a shield and flew to each one. The water cannons bounced off the shield harmlessly.  When he got close, he dropped the shield and pushed the sailor manning each gun to the side and bent the muzzle in a corkscrew.  After they saw what he could do, the crew backed away from him and let him disable the other guns.

Up above, he heard breaking glass and some real nasty punches coming from the bridge.  A few moments later, a ragged voice sounded over the intercom in a foreign language, and the crew went to work, stopping the boat and pulling in the nets.

Cygnus called over his earpiece.  “Emboss, meet me on the bridge.”

He drifted through the broken window of the bridge to see the captain and officers looking pretty beat up. 

“Dan, I’m going to need you to cuff the officers.”

“Sure thing.”  Dan approached and used his alien handcuffs.  After the third woman gave him air kisses and stared at his ass, he put the cuffs on a bit tighter, making them wince.

The captain spat out a bit of blood from her mouth after Cygnus split her lip. “This is a big mistake, silver lady.  We were off course, our GPS malfunctioned.”

“You're twenty-five miles inside the EEZ, captain, that’s not a course mistake, you were chasing fish. Also, your navigation beacon was turned off, so you were trying to hide.  You're going away for a little while, and your employers are going to pay a hefty fine.”

“You think you scare me, flying lady?  My bosses have very powerful friends.  You’ll see.”

Cygnus glowed white, and the bridge started to smell of ozone. She got within an inch of the captain.  “Who do you think my friends are, Captain?”

The captain's initial confidence melted when she saw Cygnus start to arc electricity into the air.   A small pool of urine formed between her legs.

Cygnus got up and walked to Dan.  “Thought so.  Dan, the mission computer has some card games.  We can play gin rummy against each other.  We’re gonna have to wait for a while until the coast guard gets here.”

…

Dan and Cygnus didn’t get back to HQ until late at night.  The Coast Guard seized the fishing boat and commended the heroes for stopping it without loss of life.  After a shower and a change into their pajamas, Dan started digging through the fridge for the chicken cutlets he promised he would cook for Cygnus.

Dan pounded out the chicken thin and then breaded the pieces before pan-frying them. The aroma of Italian herbs filled the kitchen.

“So what did you think of my work?”  Dan smiled as he poked at the cutlets with a pair of tongs.

Cygnus washed some lettuce for a salad and looked up. “I love how you follow orders, Dan.  I would think you’d be more impulsive when they started shooting at you.”  She moved on to peeling a cucumber. “Rookies often get too excited and end up hurting someone.  The Coast Guard has already emailed me to thank the Blazers for our work.  I’m sure if we turn on the TV, we’d see ourselves on the news.”

“Thanks for the compliment.  Every day I realize how lucky I am that I met the Blazers when I did.”  His mind wandered to meeting Silvi in Candycade.

“My only regret is that we didn’t go to bat for you when you were being interviewed as a potential candidate.”  She popped a cherry tomato in her mouth and chewed. “I’m sure we could have gotten you in if we pushed hard enough.  Who knows, you might not have been abducted by Donadd.”

Dan poured chicken broth into the hot pan, sending a cloud of steam into the ventilation hood.  “When ifs and buts are candy and nuts, we’ll all have a merry Christmas.”  He poured the capers and juice into the pan. “What happened happened.  I’m really happy where I am.” 

“I’m happy too.” Cygnus started to set the table.

Dan was about to plate the dish when he thought he saw someone out of the corner of his eye.  When he looked, they were gone.  This had happened a couple of times today, and he felt like he was going crazy.  He brought the two plates of chicken to a smaller dining table in the mess room and dimmed the lights.  He lit a small candle and bade Cygnus to come eat.

“Ooh, fancy.”  She sat in her chair and folded her legs under her.  “No one’s ever made me dinner by candlelight.”

“First time for everything. Oh, I almost forgot.  Be right back.”  He came back a moment later with a bottle of white wine and poured out two glasses.

After sitting, he raised his glass. “To my successful first patrol with Cygnus.”  He clinked her glass.

She smiled and tilted her head. “May it be the first of many.”  She sipped.  “That’s nice.”

Dan tucked in, but kept a watchful eye on her as she had her first bite.  He knew he hit a home run when her eyes rolled in the back of her head and she moaned.

She covered her mouth. “Mmmm.  So good.” 

“Thank goodness.  Not many people are fans of capers.  Thanks for giving it a try.”

“That’s what these little green guys are?”  She chased one around her plate with her fork.

“Don’t bother trying to get one on your fork, they have tiny legs and run away.” 

After a pregnant pause, Dan continued, “Hey, Cygnus.  I wanted to apologize to you. About the way I acted when I remembered what happened to me when I came here.”  He was now chasing a caper around his plate. “I wasn’t thinking straight, and I was out of line.  You’re not the same Sandra.  Please accept my apology.”

She dropped her knife and reached for his hand. “Danny, I don’t blame you at all.  I could never understand how you felt at that moment.  You were murdered, and…” She looked down. “My face is a reminder of her betrayal, isn’t it?”

He heaved a large breath to gain courage. “It’s not like that anymore.  Cygnus.  I can’t stop myself from liking you.  Weirdly, it’s like I have a second chance, but with the right person.  But I have to ask you for one favor.”

“What’s that? If it’s other girls, I’m fine with that.  Most girls would be…”

Dan stopped her. “Thanks, but I’m asking for something else.  All I ask is that if you decide to pursue other men, you break up with me first before dating them.  I’m a man of my world, not yours.  I can’t take that feeling of betrayal again.”

Cygnus bent forward, grabbed the back of his head, and pulled him in for a long, lingering kiss. “I promise to never do that, Dan.  I swear I’ll never go behind your back.  I don’t honestly see how I could ever leave you anyway.”

Dan kissed her hand and squeezed it. “Thank you.” 

After that, the conversation drifted to lighter topics, and before too long, the couple had finished their meal.  Cygnus took the plates and started the dishwasher.

She smiled and stretched. “I think it’s time for bed.”

He got up and washed the pots. “Well, I have to head off to Washington tomorrow to talk with Secretary Snow.  Sister-in-law thinks I can get some information from her about ‘Project Equality.’ He walked over to Cygnus, held her, and gave her a peck.  “I’ll see you tomorrow.”

Cygnus bit her lip. “You got it all mixed up.  You’re coming with me tonight.  I haven’t shown you my room yet.”

Dan’s hands drifted to her ass and squeezed while he kissed her softly.  Being with her felt right, despite all they had been through.

“You had me strapped to a medical table our first time.  How about this time I tie you down?”  He grinned.

She giggled, “Unless you have steel cables, I don’t see the point.”


Chapter 2

Secretary Snow pulled back her frizzy hair and fixed it with a tortoise shell headband; the hair flared near the back, making it look like the back of her head had exploded with gray hair.  She turned around and approached Dan, hand extended for a shake.

“Emboss, it’s nice to meet you in the flesh, finally.  I just saw your work off the New England coast, and I am very impressed.”  Her smile seemed genuine enough, but Dan could tell there were calculations going on in her mind.

He laughed and scratched his head in embarrassment. “All the credit belongs to Cygnus.  She planned the mission and led it. I did my best to support her.” 

“Be that as it may, your rise through the ranks deserves recognition.”  She went to her desk and got a clipboard, flipping through the pages attached to it.

Dan put his hands on his hips.  “Rank, Ms. Secretary?  I don’t understand what you mean.” 

“Right, they may not have shown you.  The superhero industry releases a ranked list of all superheroes in the US every month.  They rank you all by power, crime-fighting results, and Q score.”

“Q score?”

“Your popularity.  How much face time do you get on the news?  I think that’s what’s bumping you up the list, but your superpowers are solidly in the S-rank tier.”  She handed him the clipboard.

He looked over the list.  “No surprise that Sally is number one, Cygnus is in the top ten as well.  I’m amazed how much Boston punches above its height…  I’m number ten!?”

Snow raised her eyebrow.  “Your crime-fighting score is the one thing that’s bringing you down, and that will come in the due course of time.”

Dan furrowed his brow. “There’s no way Red Berzerker is twelfth.  This list is grade-A baloney.”  His mind went to thinking about how he could support his new girlfriend and get her up the ranks.

She nodded. “It absolutely is.  Kind of like college rankings.  Even still, it’s good for you to know how well you’re being received by the public.”

“I guess.  It will at least make the job easier if people aren’t throwing tomatoes at you.”  He waited for a moment and then cut to the chase.  “Secretary Snow, I’m going to come clean with you.  I’d like to know about ‘project equality’.”

Snow pulled the glasses off her face and set them on her desk. “There are subjects that people want to know about, and then there are subjects that people want to forget about once they learn them.  Dan, I think you’re risking learning  something you’d later want to forget about.”

“A bunch of thugs in mechas destroyed several buildings at the Institute of Technology and injured two dozen people.  If we weren’t there, your information would be in the wrong hands, whatever it is.”

“And for that, the government thanks you.”  She sighed. “Project Equality started up under a different name all the way back at the founding of this nation.  Benjamina Franklin snuck it into the budget, and it’s been there for hundreds of years.  It’s a project to bring about gender parity between the sexes.”

“Making men and women equal in population.”  Dan nodded.

“At first, the project was purely based on junk science, bloodletting, and all that garbage.  Birth disparity was thought to be the product of an imbalance of humors.  But behind the scenes over the years, PE brought about advances in the study of evolution and genetics.”  She sat down and offered Dan a seat.

“So Project Equality has been trying to use biology to solve the problem?”

“We had a breakthrough in the 50s concerning DNA and viruses.  The first computers that were built were put to work to understand the nature of the issue. After that work, our scientists' best guess was that a virus entered the population in Scandinavia that drastically reduced the size of the Y chromosome and brought about a weakness in sperm that carries it.  The problem isn’t conception, it's carrying the child to term.”

“I see, so centrifuges and test tube babies don’t help.”

“That’s right.”

“That doesn’t seem like it should be a secret.  I’m sure you would have taught this in schools by now.”  He pointed. “Why are people resorting to violence to get more information?”

“Now we come to the point where I disappoint you.” She swirled her chair around to look down at the Potomac River. “PE has advanced to such a point that revealing its secrets would be a national security issue.  I can neither confirm nor deny any techniques PE has attempted in the past.  Also, I cannot divulge any future plans.”

“Give it to me straight, Snow.”  His voice was thick with tension. “Does Project Equality have anything to do with my journey to this world?”

Snow remained silent for a little too long. “Dan, before you go, I’d like for you to consider an offer.”

Dan contained his anger at being stonewalled. “What is Madam Secretary?”

“The science team at the Department of Gender confirmed the test results of your sperm.  Your counts are ten times the average male's.  Your Y chromosome is the same size as our predicted model indicates it would have been, had the gender virus never appeared.  We’re certain you're resistant to the virus, and that it’s not related to your superpowers.”

“What are you getting at?”

“You’ve fathered ten children, including three healthy sons, in the span of a few weeks, Dan.  That’s a superpower in itself.  We’ve gotten samples of your children’s DNA, through proper legal channels, mind you, and found that your son’s show the same size of the Y-chromosome.  You may be interested in Project Equality, but the project is equally interested in you.”

“My nuts are not for sale, Snow,”  Dan smirked. “And you couldn’t cut them off with a blowtorch.”

“Perish the thought.”  Snow laughed, making her frizzy hair vibrate. “All we ask is that you remain open to being … aggressively promiscuous.  Your previous job was a perfect fit.”

Dan looked down and shook his head.  “I’ve got enough girls on my plate, thank you very much.  What happens in twenty years when my children start dating?”

“We’ll keep an eye on them.”  She pointed in the air to stop his worry. “If one meets another, we’ll let them know.  Once we get to second cousins, we won’t bother telling them, there’s no risk there.”

“I’m in a relationship with…several women.”  He grimaced. “Going back to work after agreeing to make something more meaningful feels like cheating.”

“Cheating, what’s cheating?”  Snow was obviously confused.

“Infidelity.”

“Oh, right, that was in your dossier.  Some odd notion of loyalty to a monogamous partner.  Absolute horseshit.  A luxury our world cannot afford.”

“Well, you’re not the one dating supes.  I am.  I’d like to keep them happy.  I think I’m already on someone’s shit list.”

Snow laughed.  “And why shouldn’t you be?  You’re shacking up with known criminals. Have you seen their rap sheet?”

“I don’t want to.  They’re reformed.”  He swept his hand in front of himself. “They’re not going to be villains anymore; they’ll help the Blazers and redeem themselves.”

“And that’s why I’ve personally told law enforcement to turn a blind eye.”  She put her hands up. “That’s not some veiled threat.  You did well there, boy. We won’t use them as leverage.”

“It’s good to know this administration isn’t composed of complete tools.”

“What?”

“Dicks.”

“Ha!  Can I use that insult?  It’s great.  Tool - ha!”  She got up again to shake his hand.

Dan took it and gave a grudging smile. “I know you’re doing your job, and you want what’s best for the country.  If you want me to help you in that way, talk to my girls and convince them all, not me.”

“Heh, that’s a fair deal.”  She gave him a look up and down. “It’s a shame I couldn’t have been in Boston during those few weeks you were working at Candycade.  I only have two daughters.  The busy life of a beltway bureaucrat doesn’t give me much time to court men.”

“You know I could always let the rule slide, if a certain bit of information landed in my lap.”  Dan raised his eyebrow, testing.

The middle-aged woman narrowed her eyes. “That’s ruthless, Dan.  Have you ever thought of going into politics?”

…

Dan walked out of the government office building and into downtown Washington, DC.  He could feel the eyes of the pedestrians staring at him.  He had debated whether to bring a spare change of clothes and now regretted not bringing them.  He loved DC and wanted to see all the female versions of the monuments, like the  Tommi Jefferson and  Alexandra Lincoln memorials.  He noticed that a circle had formed around him and followed him as he walked down the street, like he was the nucleus of a giant cell.

Dan grimaced and was about to bolt for Boston when four supes descended from the sky before him.  These girls all wore red, white, and blue uniforms.

The tallest of them spoke.  “Emboss, welcome to the great city of Washington, DC.” She looked at the building he had just exited.  “I hope Secretary Snow is doing well.”

Dan didn’t look at the news all too often, so he was unfamiliar with the group.  His urge to put his foot in his mouth was great, but he resisted.  “It’s nice to meet you all.”  He looked around. “Did you want to take this to a more private place?”

…

The four supes lead Dan across the tidal basin to the Eleanor Roosevelt monument.  The statue was a massive rendition of the same woman in this world.  He really wished he had spent more time reading this world’s history; he’d have to head to the library when he got back to Boston. 

“I’m really very sorry.  I’m Dan Gadsen, my supe name is Emboss.  It’s a pleasure to meet you.”  Dan offered his hand to shake, and the four young women took it.  They seemed confident enough to take his hand.

“You sound like you aren’t familiar with us.”  The tall, Auburn-haired girl talked in a taunting manner.

“I’ve been cooped up in my own little world.”  He looked at each one of them. “I should have done my research before coming here.  I’m sorry.”

“Don’t worry, Emboss.”  She laughed.  “I’m Ranger Kyla. These are my colleagues, Spell Mistress, Queen Kona, and Silencia.  Together we’re the Foggy Bottom Fighters.”

“It’s an honor to meet you all.”  He nodded in respect.

“The honor is all ours.”  Silencia purred.  She wore a red, white, and blue uniform that was very dark, suggesting that her powers lay in stealth and infiltration.  “What brings you to DC?”

“Well, I was invited to talk with Secretary Snow.  Top secret crap.”

Kyla nodded. “It almost always is in this town.”

“Heh, well, after the meeting, I was planning on seeing the sights around DC, but I forgot to bring a change of clothes.  I might go back home and get a change.”  He took a few steps back to bolt.

“Leaving so soon?  We could take you to a men’s store and get you some new duds.”  Kyla tried to sound perky. “I’ll even get you a pair of sunglasses.  How does that sound?  The girls and I will take you around and show you everything DC has to offer.”

“Thank you, that's mighty kind of you, but I simply couldn’t.”  He put his hands up in protest. This would not look good without one of the Blazers here as a chaperone.  “How about I take a rain check?  I can bring Sally Comet.”

Kyla grabbed his wrist. “Don’t be a limp dick, Dan.  We’re only doing some tourist shit.  It’ll be fun. Let’s go!”  He figured she had strength in the same ballpark as him. Dan wasn’t about to fight her; he didn’t want to make enemies.  He thought he remembered her being in the top three on the supe list, just below Sally Comet.  She flew into the air, and Dan had a full, unobstructed view of her body.  Kyla looked like she was between the more petite Sally and the full-figured Cygnus.  She wore her auburn hair in a headband.  He’d have to look up her powers when he got back to Blazer HQ.

…

The Fighters decked Dan out in an outfit reminiscent of Miami Vice; they even splurged and bought him a pair of Ray-Bans.  He had to admit, the outfit did complement his physique.  After the shopping trip, they changed in the dressing room and walked out of the back door to get some anonymity.  The five of them spent the afternoon at the National Mall.  Dan even got to see inside the Capitol Building.  He was tickled pink at the alternate painting of the rotunda, showing all the female figures in this world's history.

They grabbed a bite from one of the food trucks littering the streets, then walked to the Mall for an impromptu picnic.

“So what are the Blazers’ plans for this coming week, Dan?”  He noticed that Kyla kept calling him by his real, familiar name.

“We’re getting ready for Hurricane Abigail.”  He took a bite of his burrito. “They say it’s going to head right up Narragansett Bay.  Providence might get screwed.”

Queen Kona elbowed him. “If the Blazers need any help from DC, just give us a call.  We help out in Florida all the time.” 

Dan smiled and nodded. “I’ll be sure to let them know.  Thanks!”

After a few more minutes of shop talk, Kyla asked an awkward question.  “Dan, we heard from a reputable source that you like to party.”  She blushed and scooted a little closer. “Is that true?”

“Who told you that?”  Dan raised his eyebrow.

“Umm. Spell Mistress.”  She pointed to the girl wearing a full-face mask, revealing only her eyes. 

Her voice was muffled behind the mask.  “Yeah, heh, I happened to visit Cloud Nine on my way home to visit my parents in Maine.  I heard about a new talent, so I splurged on the platinum package.”  Her eyes drifted down to his crotch.

“Oh, right! The appointment read ‘SMistress’, now I remember.  You didn’t say much, did you?”  He gave a knowing grin, and their eyes locked for a moment.  He shook his head as if to break out of a spell. “But that’s not my line of work anymore,  I’m a full-time supe.”

Kyla traced her fingers up and down his arm. “We know, but are you still open to new experiences?”  She smiled.

The old Dan inside of him was seriously tempted, but the new Dan, who wanted to be a good member of the Blazers won out.  “Sorry girls, I don’t play those games anymore.  You’re all knockouts, don’t get me wrong.  It’s just that my cro magnon brain can’t handle too many girls at the same time. I want to make the relationships I already have work out.”  He laughed nervously, and they all looked a bit frustrated before their eyes opened wide.

He heard a thud behind him and a hand on the back of his neck.  He was pulled up into the air and over to a building’s rooftop.  He had a sneaking suspicion about who was dragging him away.

…

Dan and Sally stood on a rooftop facing each other.  Sally was fuming.

“What’s the problem, goblin?”  Dan smiled nervously.

She stared at him with angry eyes.

All Dan could do was shrug.

“Dan, you are an asshole!  You forced my hand to bring in two criminals into my headquarters.  You then proceed to turn them into your personal servants.”  She did air quotes around the word ‘servants’. “Then you buy me goddamn flowers? Talk about mixed signals.”

She took a deep breath and continued. “And then you proceed to cook a romantic meal for a girl whom you asked me to protect you from.  And now that you’ve gone down the Blazers’ roster, you’re looking for more tail in another supe group?!  What the fuck, Danny?”

He tilted his head in suspicion, “Were you spying on me, Sally?”

Sally looked away and said nothing.

Dan knew he was in a no-win argument. “Sally.  I wasn’t looking to date the Foggy Bottom Fighters; they practically dragged me with them.  Do you want me to offend every superheroine who wants to talk with me?”

She whipped her head back to stare at him. “Yes!”  Her eyes glowed red, her voice sounded unearthly.

He pointed to her. “You want me for yourself.  That’s it, isn’t it?”  He dropped his head and facepalmed. “Even I know that can’t happen.  When we started dating, I told you that you had the chance of finding a much better man than me.”

“You don’t think I tried?” She cried, the tears turning to steam next to her glowing eyes. “You were gone for such a long time.  I tried speed dating, I tried professional matchmakers.  Dan, I even went back to Cloud Nine.”

Dan felt his stomach flip-flop, but accepted the situation he had himself agreed to.

“They were all terrified of me, Dan.  I was so desperate that they threw me out!  You turned me into this.”  She went to slap him, but he caught her hand in mid-stroke, his feet implanted into the roof of the building, leaving a one-inch deep footprint.

He pulled her in, and she resisted, but only slightly. Sally’s eyes lost their glow, and her head twisted away until he grabbed her hair and gave her a hard kiss.  Her anger melted into naked desperation.  Her hands gripped his arms, and the couple french kissed while she moaned in frustration.  He had realized that Sally was now his full responsibility.  He wanted so much better for her, but that wasn’t possible anymore.

He came up for air. “I promise I’ll be faithful to the Blazers, including Donad, Deleria, and Obsidian.  If you want me to blow off other girls, I will.  In return, you need to be faithful to me from now on.  No more dates with anyone, got it?  If we can agree to that, then I’ll always be with you.”

“Oh, Dan.  I want you all for myself.”  She squeezed him tight. “I’m one of so many now, aren’t I?”  She looked up to him.  “I promise to be only with you, Dan, there’s no one else for me.”

…

“Well, girls, we blew it.”  Ranger Kyla watched with her superhuman vision and hearing as Dan and Sally lifted off, heading north back to Boston. She looked at Spell Mistress. “I knew I should have gone to Boston for a weekend after you told me about him.  Nothing for us but roid boys for the foreseeable future.”


Chapter 3

“Am I looking shiny?  Danni, am I looking too shiny?  The lights in this room are too cold.”  The reporter for ’Wake Up! USA!’ looked to her assistant and repeated the question.

The frantic assistant was busy setting up the shot in the rec room of Blazer HQ.  Silvi had organized this interview with a nationwide network early on, and ‘Wake Up’ jumped at the chance.  The country would get to know its first supe guy ever.  Sally had prepped him to be as G-rated as possible.

Silvi knelt beside Dan, who was sitting next to the reporter; her bright red hair shone like rubies under the harsh lighting. “Dan, this is the first interview you’re going to have in your career.  I’ve asked the network to be gentle with you on your first interview.  I know Raela, she’ll take care of you.”  She looked at the woman sitting across from Dan, who was still preening. “At least I hope so.”

He whispered in Silvi’s ear.  “What if she asks about my first job here, or anything about my relationships?”

“The truth will out one way or another, Dan.  Tell your truth to the world.  You have nothing to be ashamed of.  You’ve already saved dozens of lives.”  She kissed him on the cheek and stepped back.

The cameraman counted down and pointed to the reporter.  The lady held a microphone and sat up straight. “‘Wake up!  USA!  This is Raela Gumpnick sitting here with the world's first male superhero, Emboss.  Emboss has just become a member of the Boston supergroup, the Back Bay Blazers.  He’s here to introduce himself to America.  Emboss, it’s a pleasure to meet you.”

“Thank you, Raela, thank you for taking the time to interview me.”

“America has been dying to ask how you got your name and how you came into your powers.”

“Right, well, I didn’t choose that name; it was picked for me by the press, you see.  The code name the government gave me when they first found me was ‘m.b.o.s.-1’.  Meaning I was the first male superhero subject found in Boston.  I would like to think I could have come up with a better name, but for the life of me, I can’t think of something unless it’s cringy.”  He laughed.

“As for my powers.  The sad truth is, I found I was invulnerable when a thug tried to stab me.  I was coming home from work, and a gang surrounded me.  After I found out I was invulnerable, I made short work of them.  I brought the girl I stopped to the hospital, and she’s now doing time.”

“Emboss, that’s awful.”

“I’m sure plenty of other supes have worse stories than mine.  We often find our powers in stressful situations.”  He gave a grim smile.

“Yes, I see.  What work were you doing before being a superhero?”

“Ah.  There’s no sugarcoating it.  I was a sex worker.” Raela audibly gasped, but Dan barreled through.  “You see, I was a computer programmer before I came to this world.  And jobs for men in that field were simply too hard to get, especially since I had no proof of residence.”

“Your world?  Proof of residence?  Embos, I hear you have no accent; if anything, you sound like a local.”

Dan gritted his teeth. “This is going to sound crazy, Raela, but I come from a parallel universe.”

The interviewer's mouth dropped open for a moment and then closed and opened again, in complete shock. “USA.  We’ll be right back after these messages from our sponsors.”

After the camera's light went off,  Raela stood up. “Berzerker, get over here right now.  You didn’t tell me that he was some crazy hooker!”

Silvi frowned. “He may have been a gigolo, but he’s not crazy.”

“If this proves to be a hoax, I’ll have your head.  No one makes a fool of a Gumpnick.”

“And we’re back in three…two…one.”

“Welcome back, USA!  We’re continuing our interview with the new supe that’s taking the world by storm, Emboss.  Emboss, we had just discussed that you believe that you came from a parallel universe and were forced to become a sex worker to make ends meet.”

“Yes, that’s true.”

“Do you have any proof of this?”

“The only proof I have is that I have a green card with my country of origin marked down as ALT-USA.  It’s unlikely you’d believe that.  A month ago, no one believed in extraterrestrials, but you’re sitting in a room with an alien right now.  Above our heads looms an alien supercarrier.  Is a parallel universe that much more of a stretch?  I don’t know.  What I can say is that I’m here and I’m not going anywhere.”  He smiled and waved at the camera.

“Could you tell us about this parallel universe?”  She spoke cautiously. “What were the salient differences?”

“Well, the biggest difference was that the population of men and women was the same.”

“I bet a lot of young women would dream of living in such a world.”  She winked at the camera.

“I’m sure they would, Raela, but women only started to get equal rights there a hundred and twenty-five years or so ago.  Men controlled the world.”

“Now you’re teasing.”

“I wish I were.  Besides those two things, there’s not much difference except people in history have male names rather than female ones.”

“Is there any way we could get a trip to your world?  I bet it would be better than a trip to Vegas.”

“No, I don't think so.  I was being pushed off the balcony of a skyscraper when I came here.  I landed in a dumpster.”

“Someone tried to…”

“Kill me? Yes.  Someone pushed me off a building right before I came to your world.”

“Man, have you had it bad.”  Raela’s facade of an anchorwoman started to crack.

“Yes, but now I’m with the Blazers, and I couldn’t be happier.  They’re the best supergroup on the planet.”  He flashed the BBB logo on his shoulder. “Go Blazers!”  The group hooted from behind the camera. “I owe so much to them.  I’m their biggest fan.”

Raela’s facade came back. “Embos, you fought an alien attack on your own, spent months in space, and came back.  What was that like?”

“Heh, I’d rather not go into too much detail, but to me it was only a few days, not months. Light speed and all that messes with time.  But Cygnus rescued me, and we convinced my special friend, Donadd, to return us to Earth in exchange for her protection.  The worst part was leaving my new friends behind for so long.”

“Do you have any reservations living with a creature responsible for your abduction and the abduction of other humans?”

“No.  Donadd is a sweet girl, working to right the wrongs of her past.  The technology she’s going to share with the world will save millions of lives.”

“I see. How is the working relationship with the rest of your group?”

“Heh, I don’t really deserve to be a member; they’re the best.  They’ve done nothing but support me in bringing me on as a member.  They each complement each other, so they’re a solid team. So I’m a bit of a fifth wheel.” Dan laughed. ”I’m glad they’re on my side.”

“Being single in a dorm full of powerful women, have there been any office romances?”  She giggled. “Come on, spill the tea.”

“I’m in love with more than one of them at the moment.  I haven’t asked them if they're okay with me telling the world, so I’ll let them talk about it.  I’ve said it before, and I’ll say it again, I’m their biggest fan.”

He could see out of the corner of his eye that all the girls looked embarrassed, even Sister In Law.

“Emboss, I’m sure I could talk to you for another hour, but that’s all the time we have left.”  She smiled at him; she did, in fact, look like she was starting to sweat. “We’d love to have you back on the show. I’m sure the USA would as well.”

“Thank you, Raela, it’s been a pleasure.”

The producer yelled out. “And we’re out.”

Raela started fanning herself. “Danni, get me back to the hotel ASAP.  I need to take a very cold shower, or I’m going to jump on top of this poor boy.”  She looked Dan up and down. “It’s a shame you said you were involved with the Blazers romantically.  You could have been the country’s most eligible bachelor.  You could have jumped up to number one in the ranks in no time.”

“Heh, that’s not my game.  I just want to support my team.”

Raela got up and walked away. “As I said, the cat’s out of the bag, so there’s no point in worrying about it anymore.”

The four original Blazers and Donadd came up to him as he stood up and gave him a group hug.

Silvi squealed. “Dan, you did great for your first interview.  You knocked it out of the park!”

“Not bad, kid.” Sister said, “Why don’t we all celebrate tonight? I’m buying.”

Dan was glad he didn’t have to cook that night.

….

Richard Hazel sat dejectedly in his boxer shorts at the end of a hotel room bed, staring at the commercials after the end of the interview with Emboss.  Dan had aced the interview, and his stomach churned with jealousy. 

“Can you believe this garbage?”  He looked back at Ms. Enola Gortinson. “Every one of those questions was a softball.”

“I wouldn’t worry your little head about it, Dick.”  She purred. “Once my company sets up the consulting contract with H & R, your revenues will double.  You may not even need to sign up another heroine again.”

“That may have to be the case. After the Blazers left, I’ve lost three other minor league talents.”  Richard pulled at his hair. “That bastard almost ruined my company.”

Enola got up from the headboard and began giving him a back rub, in the buff. “My new boyfriend needs attention, huh?”

“Thank you, Enola, it’s like an angel came in and saved me.”  His face showed that her massage was relieving some stress.  “You said you had some questions. What were they?”

“Oh, it’s not a big deal.” She demurred. “I’ll bring it up later.”

“Just ask, I don’t want to forget.  My client’s needs are my top priority.”

“I wanted to know what H & R’s involvement was with ‘Project Equality’.”  She brought him up the length of the bed and laid him down by the pillow.

“Ah, well, you see.  I’m not at liberty to discuss any subjects that are related to federal contracts.”  He sighed. “I’d love to tell you, but they’d have my head.”

“Don’t worry about it.”  She fished his average pecker out of his pants. “At least I have this head.  She started to stroke the flaccid member, barely getting any response from it.”

“Ah, yes, Little Dick.”  He moaned lowly. “I’m proud of him, actually.  He comes to attention quickly.  I might need only fifteen minutes of oral to get him to a full erection.”  He shrugged. “But this is nice too.”

Inwardly, Enola wanted to get up and walk out, but her mission was a top priority.  Little man, you’re barely stirring.  I’m a little old, but I’m in perfect shape.  She wanted to see if she still had the skills to get a guy hard, so she took his balls and licked them while she continued to stroke him gently.

“Mmm.  That’s nice, Ms. Gortinson.”  He made fists with his hands. “You certainly know how to please a guy.”

He hasn’t enlarged a bit.  He’s pathetic.  One last try.  She took him into her mouth and sucked hard.  He was now finally stirring.  What a frigid one this guy is.

“Ms. Gortinson.”

“Call me Enola, I don’t blow people who call me by my last name.”

“Sorry, Enola.”  He grimaced. “You know, you’re a little toothy, can you back it off a notch or two?”

Okay, Rumpleforeskin, I’ve had enough of this.  “Richard, could you please lie on your belly? I have a super special technique that I’d like to show you.  I’m sure it will get you rock hard in less than five minutes.”

“Heh. I think I know what this is.”  He rolled over and stayed still. “Just make sure you use a lot of lube.”

Enola opened up her drawer and took out a control puck; its spinal electrodes twitched, searching for nerves to hijack.  She took a small alcohol pad and wiped down the back of his neck.

“What is that, Enola?”

“Don’t worry, you’ll see soon enough.”  She blew on the drying disinfectant, causing him to squirm.

“OK.” He shivered. “It’s cold.”

She pressed the puck against his neck while he lay face down.  The electrodes punctured his skin, burrowed between his vertebrae, and buried themselves in his spinal cord.  Richard gave a single yelp, and a drop of blood traced down his neck.  She wiped it up with her thumb and then put it in her mouth.

What’s going on?!  Help!  Help!  I can’t feel anything!  Enola, call a doctor!  Why can’t I speak?  Why can’t I move?  Enola!

“Unit 333, please give me your status.” Enola’s voice had turned cold.

Richard’s mouth opened on its own. “Initial shock subsided, preparing a scan of the host’s core memories.”

Who is talking, Enola?  Is that me?  Am I not in control anymore?!

“Wonderful.  Please prepare a report on whatever the host knew about ‘Project Equality’ and put it in this SD card.”  She clicked the plastic chip into a slot in the tiny puck.  “While you’re at it, please go ahead and perform penis enlargement surgery on the host.  I’ve put all the medical instruments in the bathroom.  In a couple of weeks, you should be healed up and large enough to be worth my time.”

“Yes, Miss.”

Surgery? What are you talking about?  I’m perfectly adequate, Cygnus said so herself.  Whoa, I’m getting up.  Hey, whoever is in charge of my body, please stop!  I’ll pay you anything!

The controlled man opened the bathroom door to find all the necessary instruments needed for a penile enlargement. The bathtub was lined with an absorbent sterile cloth.  Richard’s body started to wash its hands with iodine soap.

Hey, I can still feel my dick. I’m not numb down there.  It's my arms and legs I can’t feel.  Hey! Stop! Stooooop!!!!


Chapter 4

“Okay,” Silvi walked into Sally’s bedroom.” Dan is watching beach volleyball.“ She shrugged. “It’s likely he won’t barge in on us.”

Silvi, Sally, Cygnus, Sister, Deleria, Obsidian, and Donadd were all in their pajamas and ready for bed, but Sally had called this meeting to work out issues that had recently arisen within the Blazers in the past few weeks.  She walked around to the foot of her bed and cleared her throat. “Ahem. I’d like to talk about the elephant in the room.”

“Dan,” Silvi pointed.

“Right.”  Sally nodded. “Our new friend hasn’t been brought up in this world and isn’t familiar with proper courtship and relationships.”

“He’s got this crazy notion of monogamy,”  Cygnus grumbled.  “It’s like he feels guilty dating more than one of us.”

Sally frowned slightly.  “I think it’s charming, but his inner conflict about it shows itself in weird ways.  But one thing is clear: he’s hit his limit for romantic partners.  I’ve had a chat with him, and he’s agreed not to let any more women into his heart.”

“You mean fuck him, right?”  Obsidian grinned. “That’s what you’re really saying.”

“Don’t be Vulgar Obi.”  Deleria sniffed. “My mother always said to avoid men with more than six partners.  A girl will wander if she can’t get it at least once a week, she said.”

Sally nodded.  “More girls than that, and he’ll likely forget some of us existed.”  She paced back and forth in front of them.  “I propose that we take steps to make sure that at least one of us is with him at all times, to make sure no one tries to go after him, as the Foggy Bottom Fighters did.  One of us will likely not have had much time with him at any given moment and will have a good excuse to tag along.”

“Good point,”  Cygnus said. “Each one of us should have an equal share in him at least.  A girl shouldn’t be able to have him for more than one night.”  She glared at Silvi.

“Don’t get pissy with me because he likes me.”  Silvi clutched her heart. “How could I refuse a fellow ginger?  We have a special bond.”  Obsidian smacked her with a pillow. “Ouch!”

“But what if one of us wants to bring a friend?”  Deleria raised her eyebrow. “That should be allowed, right?”

Sister shrugged. “That sounds fine, so long as it’s the first girl's idea.”

Donadd timidly raised her hand. “I would like a rule as well.”

Sally waved her hand. “You don’t need permission to speak, Donadd.  Out with it.”

“No sneaking into bed halfway through the night.”  The alien’s antennae poked together as she poked her pointer fingers together. “If I get Dan, I don’t want to have it cut short.  I should be able to have him until, ummm, he brushes his teeth the next morning?”

Cygnus frowned. “But sneaky blow jobs are the best!”

Sally countered.  “The alien is right.  I don’t think I could sleep comfortably knowing someone would steal my rightful time with Dan.”

“I think we’re good with the rules for now,” Obi said. “Any more and I’ll forget them.”

Silvi nodded. “So number one, we each get a night a week.  Two, once you get him, you have him for the whole night.  Three, you can’t have him for more than a single night in a row.  Four, you can bring a friend if it's your idea. Five, no more new girls.”

Sister looked around at them. “Do we tell him?”

Cygnus posed. “Something tells me he won't complain, so long as we keep his hands full.”  She leaned forward onto her hands. “So who gets the first night?”

Sister gulped. “I haven’t yet been with him.  But I’d like it to be more organic than me busting down his door.  Why don’t we draw straws?”

“Only if you’re included.”  Silvi grinned. “It may be fate for you to go after him tonight.”

Silvi grabbed some coffee stirrers from the kitchen and snipped one shorter using some scissors from a junk drawer.  She came back and then presented the bundle of stirrers to each of the girls.  When they presented the straws to each other, it was Sister who had drawn the short straw.

“I knew it!”  Silvi giggled. “You can’t put it off now, you scaredy cat.”

“I’m not scared of anything, Berzerker!”  Sister folded her arms.  “I’ve faced bigger dangers than some cute boy.”

The others started whooping and hollering and chanting her name, finally repeating the words “get some!” over and over.

“Fine!”  Sister slammed the door as she stormed out of the room.

…

Sister In Law took a deep breath as she knocked on a door marked with the name “Emboss”.  Her toned body was wrapped in a silk asian robe.  Underneath it, she wore her very first set of lingerie.  She had asked Cygnus to help her find a sexy outfit in case this happened.  Usually, she was in full baggy sweatpants before bed.  The black curls of her hair hung down her shoulders, and she had tried her best to copy the videos she saw online about makeup.  If this didn’t interest him, she knew it was a lost cause.  At least she’d be able to say she tried.

Dan could be heard walking to the door. He opened it and smiled.  “Hi Sis, wow, you look great!  Are you getting dressed up for a night on the town?”

Nailed it.  She posed. “Oh no,  sometimes I just like to try a new look, for the press.  I heard you were watching beach volleyball?”

“Oh - that’s over.”  He shrugged.  “Right now I’m watching ‘Pretty Man’, that romantic comedy? The one with Julio Roberts.”  He gestured for her to come in. “Did you want to come in?  I could make popcorn.”

Say yes, say yes, say yes. “I’d love to!”  Her eyes sparkled.

Dan gave a genuine smile. “That’s great! Come on in.  I’ll microwave the popcorn.  I’ll be right back.”

Sis walked into his room and saw what he had done to it.  He brought in a bookcase and had filled it with all the recommended reads the Blazers had given him since he arrived.  The bare blue walls now had paintings of landscapes of various New England and New York landmarks.  Against the wall was the giant television screen showing the movie.  She walked to the corner of the bed and picked up a rumpled workout shirt.  Off in the distance, she heard the beeping of the microwave.  Thinking she had a moment, she pulled the shirt to her nose and sniffed deeply.  The musky scent from the shirt sent tingles down the center of her chest to below her navel.  She sat on the side of the bed, swung her legs up, and propped herself up with pillows.  A minute later, Dan came in with a large bowl of popcorn.

Dan’s smile was driving Sis crazy. “Getting comfy?  I’ll hop on the other side.”  He hopped and floated slowly to Sis’s other side.  He was wearing a t-shirt and boxer shorts, since it was later in the evening.  She could make out the shape of his trouser snake before he did an acrobatic maneuver to place the popcorn between them and lie in bed.

He pointed at the screen.  “So in my world, the actors are Julia and Richard, not Julio and Ricki.”  Sis kept noticing Dan laughing at odd moments in the film.

After a while, their hands touched in the popcorn bowl.  Instead of yanking it away as she expected, Dan simply flipped his hand over, offering it to her.  Sis’s heart beat a mile a minute thinking that she was now touching a man’s hand, and a supe’s hand at that.

For a few delicious moments, she folded her fingers into his.  Using his other hand, he pulled the bowl from underneath their interlocked hands and handed it to her.  She put it on the side table, and now their hands rested on the bed.

“My hands are a little greasy from the popcorn, Dan.”

“I don’t mind.”

Sister In Law couldn’t help it and started tracing circles with her thumb on his hand.  She was finally sitting in bed with a man!  He looked so gorgeous.  Her eyes roamed from looking at his red hair to the arches of his feet.

He pulled her hand up to his face.  She felt the warm breath coming from his nose and then his lips on the brown skin of the back of her hand.  Sis could feel her whole body flush with erotic desire; she let out a truncated moan.  She shut her eyes in embarrassment.  When sis opened them, Dan was looking at her and had a knowing smile.

“Sorry Dan.”

“About what?”

“I’m a horn dog.  I haven’t really been watching the movie.  I’ve just been paying attention to you.” She inched closer to him.  She looked at the veins and tendons of Dan’s masculine hands. “I’m a little flustered.”

He twisted onto his side, sending her into even higher peaks of sexual anxiety. “I wouldn’t call that a little.  I want you to relax.”

“Heh, OK.”  Like that will ever happen.

“The others have been so forward compared to you.  To be honest, I misinterpreted your professionalism as a little bit of dislike toward me.”

“No!  No, no, no.”  She squeezed his hand.

“Ah, there’s that super strength.”  He smiled. “So instead of just super smart, you’re strong too?”

“Yeah.  But about my coldness.  I’ve been so nerdy that I kinda gave up on men.”

“You shouldn’t have Sis, you’re a knockout.”

I can’t take much more of this. “Stop it.”

He leaned over and kissed her full lips.  Sis froze in the moment of the first kiss from a man she had ever had.  His lips were warm and smelled of bee balm.  He pulled back a little, but Sis followed him and kissed back.  She wanted that gentle kiss to last forever.  Her lips opened, and she extended her tongue into his mouth.

His mouth is so warm.  Their tongues danced slowly with each other.  A few seconds later, she felt his hand on her side between her rib cage and her waist, the heat from his hand radiating into her nervous body.

He moved his hand subtly.  “Sis, are you wearing something special underneath that silk robe?”

She nodded while breathing heavily. “Yes.”

“Then I’m sure you want to show it off.”

Her body obeyed him before she could register the question.  She released his hand and slid off the bed.  Okay, Sis, strike a sexy pose and slip the robe off your shoulders as Cygnus showed you how to do.  The thin fabric cascaded off her body and ended up as a small pile on the floor.  She wore a classic red lingerie that covered her healthy breasts and torso.  Her legs had red fishnet stockings held up by a garter belt.  Cygnus demanded that she wear a matching pair of crotchless panties, which in turn demanded that she shave her pubic hair.

Her heart leapt when she saw Dan bite his knuckles. “My goodness, Sis, that is hot as fuck.”  He pulled off his jersey to match her increasing nakedness.

She could feel her knees start to wobble seeing his muscular body.  He wasn’t a roid boy, just the lean and fit type she always looked at when flipping through boy magazines.  She jumped into bed and started petting his abdominal muscles.

His blue eyes met hers. “Sis, did you want me to take control?”

Yes! Yes! Yes! Yes! “Not yet.”  She stammered. “I want to savor the moment.”

“What would you like?”  He whispered in her ear.

She gulped.  “I want to see you completely naked. Take off your shorts.”  She stared at the bulge in his boxers, straining the fabric.

Her eyes went wide as he pulled down the plaid underwear, releasing his cock.  She was relieved that he wasn’t grossly big.  She had sex toys in the same range as what she saw, so she relaxed a little.  Her hand went out reflexively and held his hot rod in her hand gently.  With the lightest touch, she pulled his foreskin back, revealing the hot pink glans.

Please like this.  She looked up and saw the pleasure on his face.  Sis knew that a dry cock would tug and hurt if she pumped with a tight grip, so she kept it up with light strokes.  The brainy supe was attracted like a magnet to the girthy cock that was already dripping with crystal clear precum.

Finally, after all these years, don’t blow it. Wait - yes blow it!  She opened her mouth and extended her tongue and traced his cock from the base to the tip in slow, deliberate motions.  Her ears told her that he was enjoying it, hearing barely audible groans.  She gave the tip a few kisses, then a few licks, and then she took his mini plum into her mouth and sucked on it like a lollipop.  The sheets shifted as Dan grabbed and pulled at them. “Fuck Sis, you feel so good!”

He likes it!  Time to really give it to him.  She opened wide and lowered her head onto his cock.  She felt the slick precum on her lips as his penis pushed against her tongue, then hit the back of her throat.  The superheroine focused and pushed down and felt his rod against her soft palate and then descend down her esophagus.  She had to take small breaks to let her throat accommodate his sausage, but she didn’t come up for air. Her super-abled body could hold its breath for a while.  She pushed on until her chin rested on the soft wrinkly skin of his scrotum.

This is your first and maybe last cock you’ll ever suck in your life.  Savor the moment! She stayed there for a long time with her nose nudging his lower abdomen.  The fullness, the warmth, and the twitching of his cock were now setting her body into full heat.  A free hand of hers found her pussy lips, and she stroked her larger-than-average clit.  Her moans vibrated the sensitive skin right below his urethral opening, and he gasped at the pleasure.

Instead of bobbing at first, she simply tried swallowing and humming.  Sister knew she was doing something right when she felt his large hand grasp the back of her head and start to guide her.

“I’m sorry, Sis, your head is so good I’m not going to last all that long.”

She moved under his hand’s guidance and pleasured him with sensuous, controlled descents.   Her throat felt so full as he started to buck upwards into her face.  Sis enjoyed the idea of having her face used in such a primal manner. He was close, so she savored every sensation from this moment. His abs strained, his scrotum pushed his balls to the base of his cock, and she felt the pulses of hot cream pass by her tonsils and into her stomach.  Her fingers flashed back and forth against her inflamed clitoris.

Flawless victory!  Keep it clean, not a drop out of your mouth, keep it all! She continued to suck until he motioned with his body that he was over-sensitized.  She pursed her lips at the last moment of pulling away to make sure there would be no vulgar stream of cum and spit.

“Sis, that was incredible! Where did you learn how to do that?”

“I just was in the moment.  And when we’re alone, you can call me Shanice.”  She crawled up on him like a tigress. “That’s my given name.”

“That’s a beautiful name for a beautiful woman.”  He kissed her back.  “Let me get a good look at you.”  He rolled her over on her back.  “Your lingerie is so sexy, but I have to see.”  He pulled her shoulder straps down, and her full breasts were freed from the lacy fabric.  Her nipples were darker brown and painfully erect.  She felt him suck on one nipple while his strong hand massaged the other, making her throw her head back while she moaned.  Shanice could tell her new lover wanted her to come; her skin sparked as his kisses went lower and lower.

She raised her head. “You don’t have to if you don’t want to.”

“You were so good, I feel like I owe you.  And that pussy of yours looks so cute.”  His compliment made her squirm. It was so nice to be told you were sexy.  She closed her eyes and waited for the kisses to get closer to her happy place.  Like a rock skipping across the water, his kisses skipped down her abdomen to her pelvis and finally landed on her love button.

“Ooooooooh.”  She licked her lips. “Danny, that feels good!”

Her entire crotch glowed with pleasure as her nerve endings experienced the negative pressure of his light sucking.  Her slender fingers combed through his short red hair.

“Baby, that tongue of yours is unfair.”  She rocked her hips for extra friction.  Now his hands returned to her breasts.  Three points on her body sparkled with sensation as he rolled her nipples between his fingers and his mouth ate her out.  Her hands grabbed his wrists in a sign of encouragement.  Now her whole snatch was being sucked by Dan’s open mouth while his tongue sliced through between her pussy lips in a pendulous motion, colliding with her large clitoris at the end of the upstroke.

“Damn, Danny, your mouth fucking is so good.  I feel it coming.”  Her rocking became a grinding motion.  It didn’t take much longer before the muscles of her pelvic floor started to spasm.  Dan sensed her orgasm and focused his energies on sucking just her clit.  This drove her wild, and moans became sexual screams.  While she didn’t squirt, Dan’s entire face was now moistened by her love juices.  Shanice’s eyes rolled in the back of her head, and her shudders made her tits jiggle from the jerking motion.  She went limp, and she felt woozy.

Her attention returned when her pussy lips told her a fuck stick was going to be buried deep in her twat. “Dan, Dan….”  She couldn’t think of words to say; her hands reached out blindly to find and hold his upper arms.   Please be gentle. “Please…” was the only word she managed to utter.

Kisses landed on her forehead, cheeks, and lips while her insides were filled with a twitching penis.  She could feel her insides move slightly as his cock pushed her vaginal walls to the side.  When he was balls deep, she could swear she felt something touch a sensitive spot deep inside of her.

She moaned sensually with love and longing. “Danny.  It’s inside me.  I feel it filling me up.  Kiss me.”  Her hands moved from his arms to his neck, and she pulled him down and made out with him.  Her clitoris was large enough and angled to actually feel his shaft as it pulled out, and she gasped.  When he pushed inside of her again, her clitoris screamed pleasure signals right into her brain.

“I love the look on your face.”  She heard him say, which made her wrap her legs around him.

They made love in a tight embrace from start to finish.  This was primal, desperate fucking, the kind of fucking that each of them needed after the long, pleasurable stimulation each had just received.  Now they needed to fuck hard.  Shanice’s tits mashed against his chest as Dan drove himself into her at a fast pace.  She moved her hands to his ass and indulged in his muscularity.  Rational thought eroded into sensation and emotion.  Long moans that came from her recognized that he was hitting the right spot with his wang.  He slowed down to delay what his body ultimately wanted.  The prolonged coupling pushed Sister In Law over the edge into another waterfall of orgasm.  Her moans became squeaky and raspy, and she was just at the point of passing out when the same familiar strain from him could be felt.  Her insides became slick with his squirts of cum inside of her.  She exulted in the destruction of her virginity.  In total exhaustion, she fell asleep before he pulled out. The credits of ‘Pretty Man’ were rolling on the TV screen.


Chapter 5

Roslyn Joxan looked down the causeway, seeing her last chance at evacuation wash away like a sandcastle at high tide. The bridge that connected her little community with the mainland slid down Narragansett Bay and then under the stormwater.  She looked down at her shivering dog.  “I’m sorry, Blu,  looks like we’ll have to go back home.”

She had wanted to head north to safety sooner, but all the roads looked like they were blocked with traffic when she last checked online.  The woman turned the car around and drove the five minutes back to her modest summer cottage.  Her roof was losing tiles, and her garden was torn up like a giant chicken had pecked through it.  Behind her house was the shore, its churning matched the anxiety she was feeling.

The wind howled as she carried her terrified poodle back in the house.  She set the dog down and gave her a deluxe topping over her dry kibble.  Blu started to eat reluctantly as her eyes shifted to the slamming storm door.  Roslyn checked the lights and saw that all the power was out, so she ran back to her car in her raincoat to fetch her emergency bag of flashlights, flares, water, and granola bars. 

“Damn it, I should have just visited my mother when I had the chance.”  She cursed when she opened the door to the basement and saw that the water was almost up to the top step of the stairs.  Outside, the howling was now accompanied by a chorus of what sounded like trains. 

“Get a grip, what can I do now?”  The water showed no signs of abating.  It was more like it was just getting started.  Hurricane Abigail was turning out to be a grade-A bitch.  She slapped herself in the face to psyche herself up.  She went to her storage shed and fished out her life preserver and her Blu’s as well.  On the side of the shed was her beat-up sea kayak.  She looked at the kayak and the edge of the roof, and back again. 

Taking the kayak, she put the edge of the small craft onto the edge of the low-roofed bungalow.  She then put up her old wooden ladder, got up on the roof, pulled the heavy plastic kayak up, and set it against the chimney so it wouldn’t roll down again.  A few minutes later, she managed to get her bugout bag, her life preservers, a paddle, and her poor dog up on the roof.  When she was done, she had to take a break from the exhaustion.

The water was now coming up through the floorboards.  She heard the sounds of the sea in her own living room when she left it last to get onto the relative safety of the rooftop.  She was buffeted by the wind and rain and looked across the churning waters of the bay.   Massive trees bobbed like corks down the torrents of water, even as the storm surge met them.  Her eyes opened wide when the first of the houses started coming down the bay.  The houses seemed like they would float for a moment before turning over and being consumed by a roiling mass of wet debris.  She looked at her own meager dwelling and held her dog tighter; she could feel the dog shivering through her rain jacket.

“Fuck… fuck, fuckety, fuck.”  She looked at her phone; no bars.  What were they going to do?  Sure, no problem, we’ll send over a boat lickety split.  “I’m sorry, Blu, you’re much too old to be going through this.”  She rocked back and forth, attempting to calm the small black dog.

She was considering prayer when she saw the first of the drones appear.  Great mechanical monsters that haunted her dreams for a few days after the battle of Boston.  They varied in size and in behavior; some flitted around with high-beam lights as if they were looking for something.  Other bulkier drones lumbered to the rooftops of apartment buildings, where she could see people crawl inside of them and be carried off to the west.

“Bug out bag!”  She put Blu into the seat of the kayak and rummaged through her backpack.  Out came an orange flare.  Roslyn’s finger traced over the brief instructions frantically.  “Hold downwind.. got it.”

She stood up tall and struck the tip of the flare with the cap.  Smoke and light erupted from the tip, and she held it at arm's length at the edge of the house.  Soon enough, a drone the size of a pizza box hummed along with its bright searchlight.

A robotic voice burst from its speaker under the camera module.  “Hello, endangered human.  Your request for help has been recognized. Please allow the current drones in your area enough time to evacuate their current passengers.  You are …. Seventh….in line.  Please remain where you are, and you will be rescued at the earliest possible time.  This service has been brought to you by the Gatanaxian orbital guard system.”  It waved a small robotic arm at her in a friendly way.

“I don’t know how much longer my house will be standing, buddy.  I need help now!”  She looked up and yelled while waving the sputtering flare over her head. “Anybody!  Please send help!”  Blu started howling her agreement with Roslyn’s pleas. The drone flitted off, scanning for more people to save.

Just then, she heard the sickening groan of the timber of her house being bent and broken.  She dropped her flare and went to Blu.  “Baby, I’m so sorry.  Maybe the kayak will keep us safe.  Get in your life jacket.”  Blu looked at Roslyn with rheumy eyes but did as she was told.

“This is so stupid.”  She sat in the kayak and waited for the waters to lap up to the roof of the bungalow.  The house deformed in a tragic way, and a moment later, Roslyn and Blu were on the stinking brown storm surge of hurricane Abigail.

The kayak was no match for the stormy water, and within a few minutes, the kayak rolled over, causing the woman and dog to fall off into the water.  Roslyn held onto the kayak with one hand and the handle of Blu’s life jacket with the other.  A tree branch lurched between her and Blu and smashed down on her forearm.  The woman instinctively let go, and when the branch passed by, Blu was nowhere to be seen.

“Blu! Bluuuuuu!  Goddamn it!”  Roslyn despaired at that moment and started to cry.  She tried to get back into her kayak, but her clothing just weighed her down.  Holding on for dear life, she hoped against hope that she would find a safe space to land.

She felt a tap on her back. “Miss, is this your dog?”  She looked around to see a man in a blue and yellow supersuit holding Blu and floating in the air.

“Em…Emboss?”  She could help but look him over before speaking.  “Blu!  Thank you!” 

“Let’s get you out of the rain.”  A shimmering blue form appeared around her and lifted her, her kayak, and a huge amount of brown seawater out of the bay.  The forcefield seemed to drain away the water like a sieve through various holes, which closed up when it was emptied.

The superhero got inside the shimmering field with her and the dog.   It was shaped like an almond with a large opening for ventilation.  “You have to watch the edges, they’re wicked sharp.  I’ll eventually get the hang of rounded off curves to make them safer.”

As the field-craft lifted into the air, Roslyn saw herself high above the churning sea, and she panicked.  She wrapped her arms around Emboss and hugged him tight. 

Blu jumped on his lap and tried to wedge herself between Emboss and Roslyn. “Hey, easy there, pup.  I’m driving here.  Lady, things are going to be okay,  I’m taking you to a shelter on higher ground, on the other side of Route 1. It’ll take a few minutes.  Cover your ears, it’s going to get windy.”

The blue almond shot through the air,  and Roslyn could feel her ears pop at the lowered pressure.  She clung to him and closed her eyes.  It felt like he was warm and muscular.  I’m being saved by a goddamn man; this is so embarrassing.  Why am I turned on by this? She tried to stammer out a word of thanks.  “I’m so…so grateful for what you did.  Blu says thanks too.”  The dog barked and licked his face, making Emboss laugh.

“Only doing my job, Miss.  Next time, please heed the warnings of local authorities.”  She felt that he had said those words more than once today.

The land underneath them flew by quickly, and she could see the effects of the storm diminish as they fled from it.  Soon, he dropped the blue almond near a high school that had people walking into it from the rain.

Roslyn picked herself up and hooked the leash she had in her pocket onto Blu.   Emboss shook her hand and said goodbye one last time.

“Hey Emboss, would you mind if I gave you my phone number?” She twisted her foot in embarrassment.

Emboss chuckled. “Sorry, miss, I’m spoken for, several times over.  Stay safe.”  He bolted up into the air and headed for the bay again.

“Damn…”  She tugged gently on Blu’s leash. “Come on, you old fart, let's get you warm and dry. …No, I don’t know why he brought the kayak, but I’m glad he did; it would have been long gone by now.”

…

Sally was taking a moment to collect her thoughts while she sat off the Newport bridge. The sky swarmed with Gatanaxian drones, all orchestrated by a very busy Donadd, floating in her control shuttle a few thousand feet in the air.  She was about to step off the edge when she heard a sonic boom and turned around.

“And just where have you been, Dan?”  Sally crossed her arms.

“I thought I was Emboss when I was on the clock.”  He gave a cocky grin.  “If you must know, I saved a drowning woman and her dog.”

She poked him in the chest lightly. “It’s funny how you’re always rescuing girls.”

“They’re a vast majority of the population! What can I say, I have a thing for women in need.”  He laughed in shock. “I’m sorry I dashed off like that, but I heard her voice.  Come on, she had a puppers.” 

Dan really wanted to hug Sally and kiss her, but he had been told that there was no lovey-dovey during events like this.  So he simply held her hand.  She still blushed and looked away. “We should see if anyone needs more help.”

“I just checked.  Besides a few stubborn old ladies who hit the drones with their canes, everyone is accounted for.  Donadd is starting to send up some of the drones already.”

“Then I should send the New York and DC groups back home.”  She touched her throat. “USDSAP command, this is Sally Comet.  Do you read?”

“Sally, this is mission control.”  A shortwave distorted voice spoke into both their earpieces.

“I’m hearing we’re dropping to condition yellow?  Do we need New York and DC anymore?”

A few moments later, the radio crackled again. “Condition yellow confirmed, we will be transferring command to NEMA within the hour.  We’ll contact NY and DC momentarily.  Thank you, Blazers, always a pleasure working with Boston.”

“Thanks, command, we’ll pack up our things and head home.  You know where to reach us.”  She removed her hand from her throat.

A whoosh of plasma jet came into earshot, and the heroes looked out over the East Passage to see Donadd’s lumbering bus of a shuttle.

A hatch popped open, and a very tired but smiling Donadd looked out and waved. “Hey guys, wanna hitch a ride?  It’d be nice to have someone to talk to on the way home.”

…

The three of them sat on a comfy settee in a break room on the shuttle.  When Dan sat down, Donadd immediately hopped up and snuggled him and quickly fell asleep.  Sally shook her head and did almost the exact same thing, but stayed awake and held Dan’s hand.

Sally traced her finger over the back of his hand, feeling the fabric. “She saved a lot of lives, Dan.  I don’t know where we would have been without her and her drone fleet.  We’d likely be tasked with finding bodies.”  She shivered. “I hate that duty.”

“We each have our talents.  I only hope this cements her positive image with the public.”  He playfully tried capturing Sally’s tracing finger.  She was always just fast enough to pull away.

“Oh, she might get an official commendation or two.”  She wiggled closer. “Don’t worry about her.  You might get one too, even though you only saved 1% of what she did.”

“Yeah, she’s a good kid.”  Dan smiled and leaned his head onto Sally’s affectionately.

“Dan.”

“Yeah, Sally.”

“When you were being interviewed, you said you were in love with more than one of us.”

“Yes…”  He said teasingly.

“Well, who do you love?”

“I know I’m in love with Silvi.  I’m on my way with Cygnus, against my better judgment.  And I’m in love with you.”

She sat upright. “Really?”

“Of course.  How could anyone not fall in love with those pretty blue eyes of yours? Oh shit.”

“What?”

“Physalis.”

“What about her?”

“What happened to her?”

“Oh my god, Dan, you only just realized she left the group?  Why do you think you have a room at HQ?”  She shoved him, almost waking Donadd.

“I am so embarrassed.  What happened?”

“After the attack on Boston, she skipped town, thinking there’d be some backlash against supes that looked different from humans. She’s not an alien, though, just an extremely successful experiment on slime molds. She got bitter before she left, too.  Physalis basically had to fight off Silvi; she kept trying to drag Physalis back to base.”

“Where is she now?”

“I don’t know, I think Silvi said she was touring Europe.  She hoped that they would be more accepting of her.”

“She should come back too, now that Donadd saved so many people.”

“I’ll give her a call.  I still can’t believe you forgot about her.  But yeah, people come and go in supergroups all the time.  Just part of the business.”

The door to the break room slid open, and the rest of the Blazers filed in.  Silvi’s eyes brightened and then dimmed, knowing she couldn’t sit next to him.  Dan gave her a wink, which made her eyes sparkle again.  Sister In Law found a leather chair and zonked out.

Deleria rubbed a towel in her soaking hair.  “When I get back home, I am going to take the longest shower of my life.  I don’t know what was in that water, but it certainly wasn’t clean.  Dan, you could always hop in with me and give me a deep scrubbing.”  She wiggled her eyebrows.

“Oh no, I called him first, see?”  Sally raised her hand, clasping Dan’s. 

Dan simply shrugged. “I’ll take a rain check, Dee.  How was your work?”

“Obi and I got in a drone, and Donadd sent us to wherever people were in real danger but were being stubborn about evacuating.” She plopped down across from the three sitting. “I convinced them to come.  And you?”

“Usual superhero stuff.  Cats in trees, boats on rooftops.”  Dan’s eyes half closed. “You know, this is the first time I’ve felt even the slightest bit tired.”

Obi yawned. “It’s been a fifteen-hour day, Dan, using your powers to their full capability.”  She walked to a porthole in the ship. “You’re bound to get a little tired from all that.  It never affects your work, though,  it’s like your brain wants to be normal and fakes being tired.”  She pointed out the window. “There’s Fenway, we’re almost home.”

Helicopters were hovering over Blazer HQ, trying to get a glimpse of the heroes going back inside after landing on the rooftop.  Dan princess carried Donadd out of the shuttle and to the roof access door.  He looked up at the helicopters filming and gave a thumbs up to say that the alien wasn’t hurt, just tired.

Down below, Dan felt OK enough to put Donadd to bed without a shower. She had stayed in the shuttlecraft the entire time.  He, on the other hand, jumped into a hot shower after dumping his suit into the industrial-strength washing machine built just for supersuits.  After scrubbing down, he slipped into a hot bath that was prepared at the same time.

“Yeah, my brain is definitely telling me that it is normal to feel this good in a hot bath after a long day's work.”  The water felt wonderful.  He heard the shower turn on again for a few minutes and then off.  Sally stepped into the tub room in a white towel, with a look on her face that seemed to say ‘you’re all mine’.

She tossed the towel to reveal her purified body in all its healthy glory.  Dan shook his head in admiration.  She slipped into the water and straddled him, making the steaming water slosh out of the tub and onto the tiled floor.

She grinned and stared into his eyes. “You love me.” Saying the words like she was stating a fact.

“Yes, I do.”

Her lips met his, and her hands held him by the shoulders. After a few precious moments of kissing, she sat down on him.  He wasn’t yet hard, but this caused his manhood to stir.

“I have a confession to make.”  She bit her lip.

“What, Sally?”

“When you brought up Physalis, it reminded me of my first time with you at Cloud Nine.  Remember when I went mad and broke through the metal wall to get to you?”

“How could I forget?”

“Well, when I saw it was you on the other side of the wall, my heart skipped a beat.” She gave him an Eskimo kiss. “I think I fell for you then.  I love you, Dan, and I’m never going to let you go.”
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