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Chapter 1

Dan Gadsen flipped through his cheap smartphone while he walked home from the Candycade.  He was looking for a job that he was good at in his old world, but nothing seemed to be a good match.  It had been six months since he woke up in a dumpster in this new world, and things had only gone downhill from there.

At first, he thought this new world would be fantastic.  Dan was good-looking with red hair, blue eyes, and a fit build.  The female-to-male ratio was about seven to one, and he was getting chatted up by good-looking women within the first few minutes of walking down the street.  Unfortunately, they smelled the garbage on him and realized he was probably a vagrant.  He had no cash in his wallet, and the credit cards were immediately rejected.  He was unbanked and unhoused, and he spent his first night sleeping in the park. 

In the first few days, he literally had to sit on the sidewalk with a sign that said “hungry and tired, any amount helps.”  The female homeless would kick him away from the good spots to panhandle.  Restaurants and fast food joints quickly threw him out when he did get enough money to buy food.  It was humiliating not to be able to work.   

In the seedier parts of town, he was always seeing signs for a place called ‘Candycade’.  It offered hot food, laundry, and showers to all male employees.  No experience was necessary, and the pay seemed way above minimum wage, with the chance for serious tips.  He eventually found the place and realized what it was.  Flashing lights and tall pictures of pretty boys covered the walls of the city building.  Women of all kinds were walking in and out with ball caps and sunglasses. 

The job was simple, and it paid well.  All he had to do was take a shower, and then stick his dick in a hole in a wall and grin and bear what happened over the next hour.  Blue pills were in little trays throughout the room he was in, and he found he needed one after thirty minutes of ‘working’.  Whoever was on the other side of the wall was very enthusiastic and seemed to appreciate his physical attributes.

After getting regular work at the Candycade, Dan was able to rent a micro-apartment in the slums and feed himself.  Candycade took care of his laundry, and he finally started to look and feel clean.  Once again, the girls chatted him up and asked if they could go for coffee.  Women of all shapes and sizes approached, but by this time, Dan had become cynical about this world.  They were like men in his old life, but cranked up to eleven.  He’d get cat-called going down the street.  At restaurants, people would grab him at random times.

After a week of working at Candycade, he had enough cash to go to a menswear store.   All the clothing fit tightly and accentuated his package.  He managed to find the most modest clothing he could and also get a small suitcase.  Rather than eating from vending machines, he moved on to convenience store food, which was a little better and healthier.

The weekend passed, and soon it was Monday.  A familiar-faced middle-aged woman was there and handed him a coffee when he walked into the basement of the Candycade.

She took a puff from her cigarette.  “Can we talk, sugar?”

“What is it, Joan?  I’ve been putting in my time just like everyone else.”  He stuffed his jacket clothes in a locker and took a towel to get showered.

Joan spanked his ass as he walked into the shower stall.  “That’s the problem, Danny boy.  You’re far too good-looking for glory hole work.  That’s for over-the-hill sluts who are down on their luck.  You’re prime grade-A angus.”  She talked over the sound of the shower, which filled the bathroom with steam.  “I can get you steady work, Dan.  You could buy a house in a year if you play your cards right.”

Dan turned off the water and dried himself with a threadbare towel.  “Thanks for the offer, Joan, but right now I don’t know if I would have my heart in it.  Maybe if you asked me when I first joined, I would have been enthusiastic, but my wang has been working overtime.  I don’t know if I can muster up the enthusiasm to be good company to women with money.”  He pointed to the pictures of the top earners that adorned the dingy basement room.  “These guys have charisma.  I’m just above average in the looks and dick department.”

“Where do you think they started, Dan?”  She pointed at him.  “They started at the gloryhole and worked their way up.  You should see their apartments.  After that, they get some c-suite executive sugar mama to take care of them.  He gives her a few kids, and the boy’s set for life.  Think of it, Dan.  The best clothes, the best cars!  It’s a shame that a piece of ass like you goes to waste in the basement of this establishment.  If the women saw who they were fucking, they’d be tearing the wall down with their bare hands.”

“That’s kinda why I’m hesitant.”  He shrugged.  “Look, I gotta start my shift, let me get my pill.”

A wave of irritation passed over Joan’s face.  “You’re smarter than this, Dan.  Don’t be stupid or you’ll soon regret it.”

“Is that a threat?”

“I’m not trying to hurt you, baby. Joan only wants to help you.  Why not come up to the first floor tonight and at least have a drink or two with the other hosts?  Hey, are you even listening to me?”

Dan already inserted himself into his booth’s hole, getting tugged.  “Sorry, Joan, you know I’m on the clock.  Let me think about it and OW! - get back to you.”

…

Dan walked out of the employee entrance at Candycade and down the alley to hide that he worked there.  He planned to go to the 4 and 20 convenience store, get a ramen and a tall boy beer, and watch some kung fu flicks on his new phone at home.

The path to the shop led through one street that had broken lamps, so it was much darker.  He was halfway down the abandoned block when four tall women popped out of an alleyway, grinning at him.  Back in his old world, these girls would have been solid sevens or possibly eights.    It wasn’t like women in this world didn’t turn him on; it was just that the callousness of his treatment made him distrust most women.  In his old world, he could have gotten a job in an office, no problem; he had a college education.  Now, all he was suitable for was a quickie.

The women approached.  “Hey sugar, wanna come party with us?”

“No, lady, I just wanna get a tall boy beer and a cup of hot ramen.”  He tried to dodge them.

The tallest woman with shoulder-length brown hair and a nose ring grabbed him by the arm.  “Sugar, this really wasn’t a request.  We can either do this the easy way or the hard way.  Sheryl here prefers the hard way.”  The other rough women laughed.

“If Joan is making you do this, just tell her I’ll come back at ten for drinks, okay?”  He yanked his shoulder away from her.  “There’s no need to get physical.” 

The girls oohed at him.  “Looks like we got a bit of spice in this boy.  Tell me, boy, has anyone popped your cherry?”

“It’s been popped quite a long time ago.  You’re not chatting up a virgin.”

“So you’re a regular slut, eh?  Then why not make this easy on yourself?”  She cracked her knuckles.  “I still get wet when I fuck a boy with a black eye.”

A wave of ‘fuck it’ washed over Dan.  He had had enough of this world.  He thought it would be a paradise, but it turned out to be a cruel joke.

“Punch me,”  Dan said.

“What?!”  One lady said.

“Go on, do it.  You’re all wimps who couldn’t make it with men, so now you’re resorting to violence to get what you want.  Your kind makes me sick.  Crawl under a rock and die.”

“You cocksucker!”  Boss lady wound up and balled her fist.  She threw a haymaker and aimed it right at his nose.

Time slowed for Dan, and the relief of telling this woman to shove it felt so good that he knew the pain to come was worth it.  When the fist landed on his nose, something curious happened.  Instead of smashing his face, the nose landed between the two knuckles of her fist and split them apart.  Dan didn’t move an inch, and he didn’t feel any pain from the impact.  The boss lady shrieked in pain.

“What the fuck did you do to my hand, you asshole!?”  Boss lady cradled her broken hand.  Blood was dripping quickly from her split knuckles.  “Sheryl, slice this whore to ribbons.”

The green-haired henchwoman came at him with a stiletto knife and slashed him with lightning-quick attacks.  He could feel the knife cross his skin, but he felt no pain, and no cutting happened.  When she went for his clothes, they were indeed cut to shreds.  Sheryl flipped the knife in her hand and made for a stab.  When it hit home, the dagger ricocheted off like she had just stabbed a sheet of stainless steel.

“What the actual fuck?”  Sheryl shouted.  “I think we got a supe on our hands, boss!”

“A supe?  I’m not a supe.”  Dan knew that this world had superheroes, but they just didn’t bother with the neighborhood he lived in.  Mad scientists, zombies, criminal syndicates, and other threats were all kept in check by a group of superhuman women.  He saw a few videos of them flying around and fighting, but never in real life.

The attackers all took a step back. 

“Supe eh?”  Dan smirked.  The knife attack was proof positive that he was at least safe to experiment on a bunch of thugs.  He bolted to the boss lady, grabbed her by the lapel of her leather jacket, and hoisted her aloft.  It felt like nothing; she was a feather in his hand.

“You should treat people with more respect, lady.”

“Look, I didn’t mean anything by it, boy, I mean, sir.  Me and the gals have just had blue ovaries for a week, and we needed some companionship.  Meant nothing by it, honest.”

“Wrong answer.”  He flung her into the building to his left.  She made a crater in the cinderblock wall and slumped down.  “You girls wanna taste this boy?  Come and get some!”

They were already sprinting down the street and in different directions.  He wanted to chase them down and pummel them, but he checked himself when he saw the boss lady start to convulse.

“Aw shit.”  He looked at his phone and wanted to call 119, but he didn’t want to give the cops his phone number.

“Ok, bosslady, if you think I’m a supe, then I should be able to fly right?”  He princess carried her to the center of the street and then hopped.  He was sure he’d fall back down, but his goofy attempt worked, and he found he could fly and control his movement.  Looking up to dodge power cables, he shot up to the tops of the buildings and searched the skyline for any building that looked like a hospital.  He found he could focus his eyes and see pretty far with good vision.  He checked his hearing and noticed it was still mundane.  “OK, no super hearing, but super vision.”

A few seconds of looking revealed the words “City Hospital” on a big sign, and he accelerated to it.    He felt like the speed he was going at should have dried out his eyes, but it didn’t.  Within a few dozen seconds, he was hovering over the roof of the hospital.

“Shit, I need to be anonymous. Ummmm, let’s think.”  He tried to think of a mask with his hoodie, but things got worse when the lady stopped breathing.

“Fuck it.”  He shot down to the emergency room and flew through the main entrance to the front desk.

“Miss, this lady was just hit by a truck.  She was in a busy street, so I had to pick her up.  She’s not breathing.”

The nurse on station stood bolt upright.  “Aw shit.  Vanessa, get this chick onto a gurney.  Thank you, son.  My, you’re a strong one to carry her here by yourself.  Wait.. what the fuck… did you just fly to my desk?  Why are your clothes cut to pieces?  Were you in a fight?  Are you a superhero or something?”

“No… no!”  He laughed and floated down a few inches to put his feet on the floor.  “You’re imagining things.”  He laid the unresponsive thug on the stretcher that had just pulled up.

“I’ll need to get a police officer to get your information, son.”  She started walking toward a police officer standing in the hallway.  When she turned around to point out Dan, he was already gone.

…

“What the fuck, what the fuck, what the fuck!”  Dan paced around his single-room apartment.  “I probably killed that fucking woman!  Shit.  What should I do?”  He desperately wanted to search online for superheroes or news about the attack, but he didn’t want to leave a search history on his phone.

“Just act cool. They attacked me, and that girl ordered the other one to murder me.  I had every right to defend myself.  But they didn’t scratch me at all; they just cut up my clothing.  Ah damn, I shouldn’t have thrown her like that.  Shit.  I’m a fucking superhero and just murdered someone on the first day!”

He looked at his phone for the time; it was getting late.  “I’ll shower, get changed, and go back to Candycade for drinks.  If anyone asks, I’ll say I got ramen at the convenience store, ate it, and came back.  Completely normal day.”

Dan dove into the shower, trying to scrub off the evening’s events.

…

Officer Sarah Igni was drinking her first coffee of the night in the superhero bureau of the Boston PD.  A warning popped up on her tablet, showing a police report and an attached video.  She put on her reading glasses.

“An individual arrived with a car crash victim… while flying.  After a few questions, the person of interest left City Hospital at super speed and could not be captured on CCTV.  Huh, so that was what the sonic boom was earlier.  Injuries sustained looked like a possible hero yeet.  Victim in serious but stable condition.”

She zoomed in on the video to get a better look.  Seeing a very scared young man, she sipped her coffee.  “Not a bad piece of ass if I say so myself.  Wait, boys aren’t supposed to be supes!  JODY!!!  We got a male newb, possibly benign.  Come get a load of this!”


Chapter 2

Dan walked back to Candycade in his best clothes, looking to get drunk as a skunk.  The building covered in pictures of preening pretty boys was now pumping out bass-infused dance music.  He snuck into the employee entrance with his hood up.  After getting inside, he relaxed and found Joan in her office.

“Joan, I’ve decided to have a drink with the boys.”  He pointed at his dress shirt and khakis.  “Will this outfit do ok?”

“Not if you want to make bank.”  She snuffed out her cigarette in the ashtray.  “But for now, it’ll do.  Go on up, talk to Sam, and just have a good time.  That’s all I’m asking.”

“I can have a good time.” He shook her hand.  “You can rely on that.”

He trotted up the narrow staircase to the first floor.  The music intensified.  He took a breath and opened the door.  The music erupted down the stairs, and a wall of cigarette smoke billowed into his face.  He put on a smile and walked out onto the club’s main room.

Dan thought the dance floor would be more packed, but there was enough space for him to weave his way through the crowd.  The women on the dance floor were in their late twenties to late thirties.  They were all quite drunk and smiled at him lewdly as he passed them by.  Finding his target, he walked to the bar and found three bird boned, slender peacocks of men.  They were dressed in slim tailored suits with pointed leather shoes.

“Hey, is Sam around?”  He looked at them while they stared at their phones.

“Sam I am.”  A short, thin man with a cock’s comb haircut stood up and bowed obsequiously.  “Are you fresh meat?  We could use some respite.”

“I’m Dan, it’s nice to meet you.”  He offered his hand, and Sam took it weakly.  “I hear you’re the man to talk to about learning to party.”

“That’s the truth, Danny boy.  We’re here most days, making the ladies wish they had more money.  You follow my lead, and I’ll make sure you make less money than me.  HA!”  He handed Dan a shot of pure grain alcohol. “Drink this.”

Dan took the glass and downed it.  He thought for a moment and decided to experiment.  He focused on the warmth in his chest and willed himself to burn it away.  His body flashed in heat, and soon the warmth in his chest dissipated.  OK, I can burn away intoxicants in my bloodstream at will.

“Ah!  We got a real man here!  Toast!  Toast!  Toast!”  Sam downed his shot and then introduced his two compatriots.  “These are my best friends, Johnny and Nelvin.  I know it’s hard to tell us apart, so I’ll show you a trick.  Johnny has a mole on his cheek,  Nelvin has a dimple on his chin, and I always have a drink in my hand.”  He downed another shot.  “HA!  Bartender!  Shot!  Shot!  Shot!  Shot!” He pumped his fists in the air.

“Sam, buddy, aren’t you supposed to get the girls to buy you drinks?”  Dan poked his new friend.  “I sure as hell can’t afford this.”

Sam put his hand to his mouth to cover the secret.  “I have my drinks watered down.  The customers’ drinks are full octane.  They really love the thought of getting a man drunk and dragging them up to a room.”  He flicked his bangs past his eyes.  “Seeing me drink is an advertisement.  Lesson number one!” 

He gestured to the dance floor.  “You see that empty dance floor?  If you go out there with a drink in your hand, you’ll have at least ten girls swarming all over you.  You have a dance with them, and then come back here and say you’re thirsty.  That’s at least fifty bucks in your pocket.  The bar makes two hundred, but who cares? The goal is always to get the girls drinking.  When the booze flows, the cash flows.”

“What about fucking?  Don’t you fuck them for money?”

Sam put his finger on Dan’s lips.  “Would you serve dessert before the mains?  No!  Women want to walk down the path to the flower garden, not have rosewater dumped on them.”  He spun around and gyrated, drawing catcalls from the women in the club.  “We’re here to pluck the green from their wallets and make the girls love us for doing it.”  He whispered in Dan’s ear again.”  The real whales are the perverts, though.  Girls who want a man to take charge…HA!  Can you believe that!  A woman who pays you money and then doesn’t savor the sweetness of dominating a man.  She wants us to do all the work!”  He took a few steps back and plunked himself down on a barstool and lit a cigarette.  “You may get a whale, but having them buy you drinks is a host’s bread and butter.”

“Get them to drink, eh?  Let me try.”  Dan turned around and looked at the dozens of girls chatting and staring at the peacocks who were either at the bar or prancing around the dance floor, swarmed with voluptuous girls.  Dan’s eyes darted around looking for what he wanted.  No, too stacked.  No, not enough money.  Ah, here we are!

Dan spied a wallflower.  She was short and thin, wearing a slinky black dress that revealed a lot.  He noticed the gold necklace adorned with a substantial emerald.  This girl had short, wavy red hair that barely passed her ears.  Her posterior was her best feature, far outweighing her bosom, which was nice but not spectacular.  Her heart-shaped face and makeup gave her a soft look.  She pushed back her glasses onto her rounded blue eyes.  She saw him stare and froze, embarrassed.  The woman looked at her highball glass, seeing her ice cubes melt rather than smile back at him.

Dan sauntered over to the ginger.  He loved how easy it was to stir up girls in this world and make them blush.  When she looked up at him, he smiled, and she gasped and seemed like she wanted to crawl into a crack in the wall.

“Hi there,”  Dan said to her. “I’m Dan, what’s your name?”

“Mmmh.  I’m Silvi.”

“Silvi, that’s a pretty name.  Would you like to dance?”  He offered his hand.

“Eeek!  No. I mean, yes!”  She forced her eyes shut, grabbed his hand, marched out to the center of the floor, and started to dance mechanically.

“Whoa, Silvi, slow it down.  This isn’t a race.  Let’s have some fun.”  He got in close and put his hands on the small of her back. “Don’t be shy, girl, you’re here for fun, and I’m here for you.”

Dan could see the short redhead melt in his hands.  He guided her to stop her jerky motions and just get close.  She eventually got the hint and put her hands on his fit arms and danced more like a human.

Silvi stared at his half-buttoned shirt and then up at his face. “I don’t usually come to places like this anymore.  I wanted to see what this particular place was like.”

“So what do you think so far?”

“At first it wasn’t so much different than a regular club, except the men are better dressed, and the women are less inhibited.”  She glanced around. “There’s a hell of a lot of bouncers, too.  I wasn’t having a very good time until you arrived.”

“Then I’m glad I came when I did.  It would be a shame for a cute young gal like yourself to have a bad time at the Candycade.  If you can’t get lucky here, then it’s a cruel world.”

“Don’t you know it?”  She moved her arms around to hug him.  Silvi put her cheek against his unbuttoned shirt and closed her eyes.  The dance became more like a hug, with turning around in place.

After the dance was finished, Dan pushed her slightly away to look at her face.  “Would you like to buy me a drink, Silvi?  I’m a little thirsty after that dance.”

The redhead vigorously nodded and dragged Dan to a booth.  Not a moment later, Sam came up with a six-foot-tall bombshell of a woman. Sam flicked his hair. “Mind if we join you?  Dan needs a good wingman on his first day on the job.”

Dan looked at Sam and gave the thumbs up.  He thought he was doing well, but that feeling often got him in trouble in this world.  It only made sense to get all the help he could.  Sam slid around the booth so both men sat together, then flanked by Silvi and the bombshell.

Sam put his mouth right in Dan’s ear. “Rule number two about chatting up the punters is never ask what they do for a living.  You can talk about how hard they work, but the less us boys know the better.”

“Why is that?”

“They want anonymity.  She probably didn’t even tell you her real name.”  Sam looked at Silvi.  “Miss, my name is Sam.  Who might you be?”

“My name is Silvi.”

“Lindsey, this is my new friend Silvi. Silvi, this is the beautiful Lindsey.”  The two girls shook hands.  Lindsey wore a silver sequin dress that pushed her tits up; she had long blonde hair and a smile on her face that said she was half in the bag.

A waiter came up. “What will you be having?”

Silvi looked up.  “I’ll have a Midori sour.  What are you having, Dan?”

Dan took two seconds to look at the drink menu.  “Gin and tonic, please.”

“Boring!”  Sam yelled. “I’ll have a zombie, and my good friend Lindsey will have another Sex-on-the-Beach.  Ha!”

Lindsey tittered. “Sam, stop it.”

“What girl? You know you love getting teased.”  He turned to Sam.  “Isn’t it nice to hang out with such beautiful girls and make them uncomfortable?”

Dan smiled. “You know, you’re right. It does seem to be one of the perks.”  He put his warm hand on Silvi’s thigh under the table; her supple flesh felt wonderful under his fingertips.  “I can think of some other perks, but talking with the city’s prettiest women has got to be near the top.”

Silvi squirmed and struggled to maintain composure. “Lindsey,  do you come here often?  This is my first time here.”

“I’m hooked.”  She yanked Sam to her, making his hair cut wobble from the jolt. “I pay top dollar to spend time with Sam.  He’s the top earner for two weeks running.”

“You must be very proud.”  Dan picked up the glass the waiter had just set down.  “A toast to Candycane’s top earner.  To Sam!”

“To Sam!”  The girls replied and took a long sip from their drinks.

Sam winked at Dan and clinked his glass. “Seems like you’re getting the hang of this.    I’ll stay with you in the booth with my girl, but I’ll let you do your thing.  If you need help, just elbow me.  Remember, don’t talk about the flower garden until she’s had at least four more drinks.  If she buys a bottle of champagne, then you can skip that and talk about what she really came here for.”

So Dan spent a good long time in conversation with Silvi.  Dan mainly talked about how pretty Silvi looked and tried to start conversations that avoided her work.  The drinks kept coming, but he used his new superpower to keep his buzz right in the sweet spot.  Silvi got more and more flushed as she had more Midori Sours.

After a pause in the conversation, Silvi blurted out. “How come you haven’t asked me about my work? <hic> Aren’t you curious?  <hic>”  She covered her mouth. “I’m sorry I’ve got the hiccups.”

“It’s a rule that we avoid that in case you want to remain anonymous.  You want to have a good time, right?  Actually, I don’t have a hang-up about it, so if you want to talk about it, I’m okay with it.  What do you do?”

She whispered in his ear.  “I’m a supe!”  She put a finger up to her lips. “Shh!  Don’t tell anyone.”

“Silvi!”  He pulled her close. “Aren’t you supposed to keep that a secret?  You’re drunk, aren't you?”

“And what if I am? Hmm?  Sam told you I needed to drink to get to the garden, right? <hic> Waiter!  I wanna a bottle of champagne!”  A roar came up from the club.  The whole operation seemed to now focus on this diminutive redhead.  Every employee circled the booth as they popped the bottle and poured out some glasses.

“Drink! Drink! Drink!”  The peacocks chanted.

Silvi forwent the glass and picked up the bottle and glugged down what was left of the bottle. Dan was shocked and really wanted to pull the bottle from her.  The boys danced and strutted and chanted Silvi’s name.  After a while, they drifted away, and the club returned to normal.

Sam elbowed Dan. “Holy shit, brother.  You’re a natural!  I think you’re free to discuss whatever you want.  Make sure she has a good time and wants to come back.  Some girls fly away if you have sex, others get addicted.  See what she’s like.  Good luck!”  Sam turned to his prey. “Lindsey, are you going to let the newbie beat me at earnings?  Let's go to the bar and see what champ they have.”  He shoved her out of the booth and pulled her to the bar.

Dan turned to face Silvi. She had a silly grin on her face. “Mission accomplished. <hic>”

Dan searched his mind.  Superheroes in New England, short and red-haired.  His eyes darted as he flipped through the video clips in his mind.  A hammer.  A Viking costume.

He leaned in and whispered. “You’re Red Berzerker, aren’t you?”

She grabbed him by the hair and kissed him.  The girl was strong, and he realized he was using a tad of his super strength to keep up with her.  They opened their mouths and explored.  Soon his hands were drifting to her sides and massaging her rib cage.

She pulled away, gasping. “That’s the reward for getting it right on the first try.”

“Wanna go upstairs?”

Silvi’s face almost blurred when she nodded quickly.

…

Candycane was one part seedy gloryhole, one part nightclub, and one part love hotel.  Dan went up to the hotel counter and asked for a key while holding Silvi steady.  The greying woman at the counter smiled at Silvi.  “Congratulations, miss, this is the first time Dan will be personally entertaining anyone.”

“I’m the luckiest <hic> girl in the world.”  She wound up and spanked Dan on the ass, sending him forward a step to slam into the counter.

They hopped up the stairs and found the room.  As they entered, he saw it was large and inviting and bathed in low red lighting.  He picked her up and tossed her on the bed, making her giggle.

“I was told I had to ask this earlier.  What would you like to do? Then I can come up with a price.”  Dan’s old-world desires arose and told him to just fuck the shit out of her for free.

Silvi writhed on the bed and bit her lip. “Promise you won’t think I’m weird?”

“I’m paid not to, and it would be a dick thing to do anyway.”

“I’ll pay you one thousand dollars to jack off and spray your cum on my face.”

“... that’s … that’s all?”

“You think I’m weird.”  She slumped and pouted.

He got on the bed and hugged her. “No! Not at all.  I just thought you’d want something more.”

“I’m what you call a sub, Dan. I’m fucked up.  I want men to ride me.”

“We can do that if you want.  I’m game.”

“But I’m super strong, and I tried dating someone.  When we finally got intimate, I ended up hurting him.”  She hugged back desperately and started to get upset.

“Shhhh. “ He put a finger to her lips. “Don’t worry.  We’ll do what you want.”

Silvi lay on her back, and Dan straddled her while he fished out his pecker.  It looked like she was using all her willpower just to stay still.  A few strokes and Dan’s wang was at full attention.  Silvi’s eyes got droopy as she saw his manhood.

“It’s nice, Dan.”  She sniffed it. “You don’t know how much I want to stuff it down my throat.”

Dan gently grazed her face with his dick.  When it went past her mouth, she flicked her tongue at it before coming to her senses and controlling herself.  The next few minutes were fairly straightforward. Dan wasn't particularly happy with just jacking it onto a pretty girl's face, so he didn’t waste time.

When he did come, something was drastically different from all the other orgasms of his life.  The amount that spurted out was enormous.  A gout of creamy liquid shot out and hit the redhead's face, making her sputter in shock.  Rather than a modest amount of ejaculate,  the poor girl looked like she was drenched.  Some got in her nose, and she coughed and sneezed.

“Aw shit, Silvi, I’m sorry.”

“Sorry, mmmh.”  She started lapping up the spooge. “Why should you, haaah, mmmph, be sorry.  That was incredible!”

“I didn’t mean to mess up your hair so much. Let me get you a towel.  You’ll have to take a shower before you leave.”

“What if I don’t want to be clean.  What if I’m done being perfect?  I want more, Danny.”

He wiped up as much cum as he could from her face and hair.

“Then I can help you with that.  Are you sure you want to do more? You’re pretty drunk, Silvi.”

“What if I want to feel drunk when I do it, huh?  I can sober up in a second if I want to.  I want to feel vulnerable and out of control.”  She took the towel from him and sniffed it. “You’re driving me insane, Dan.  If I hurt you, I’m sorry,  I’ll try not to.”

In a flurry of movement, the two superpowered humans undressed and got back on the bed.  Both of their forms were colored red by the lighting.

“Silvi, your body is exquisite, and your skin is so soft.”  He put his face down on her breast and teased her nipple with his mouth.

“Fuck Dan, I’m so fucking wet for you.”  She scratched his back, making his skin welt.  Dan was sure the skin would have bled had he not had super invulnerability.

He reached around and grabbed her wrists and forced them down on the bed.  Silvi’s eyes widened.

“How the hell can you do that?  How are you so goddamn strong?!”

“I guess I’m just lucky.  Now take your fucking like a good girl and enjoy yourself.”

She spread her legs and rocked her pelvis so he could enter her.  He savored the penetration and her reaction to the movement.  Her face was showing gratitude, lust, and desperation.  When he had bottomed out, he felt like she could take all of him without feeling poked.  This was indeed going to be a good fuck.

He kissed her neck and started to move inside of her.  She bucked frantically.  It was clear she was driven by years of sexual frustration.

“You feel so good, Silvi, you’re such a knockout.”  He nibbled her ear.  “Will you let me fuck you, or do you need me to keep you pinned?”

“I’m sorry, I can’t control myself.”  She fought him. “Maybe next time, but I’m loving this, Dan.”

He arched his back upwards and interlocked her fingers with his.  He stared into her deep blue eyes.

“Don’t look at me.”  She turned her head in shame.

“Why be shy, baby?  You should be proud of that smoking body.”  He pumped her faster. “I should video you when we fuck, you’re a work of art.”

“You wouldn’t dare!”  She wrapped her legs around him and clinched him on his down strokes to make for harder fucking.  Dan let go of the heroine’s arms and came down to hug her while he thrusted.  He kissed her mouth before sucking on her neck.  Silvi tugged his hair and bit his ear before grabbing onto his buttocks as he rutted.

“You’re getting so tight!”

“I’m gonna cum, Dan,  don’t you dare fucking pull out on me, or you’ll regret it.  Mmmmaaahhh!”  She moved so fast for a few moments that it was almost comical before screaming and letting a lot of fluid onto the silk sheets.  Dan couldn’t contain his essence any longer and blasted her love tunnel with joy juice.  So much of it came out that it squirted out of her as he pumped his last thrusts.

Silvi kept Dan in a vice-like grip and held him while she convulsed at random intervals.  He had to use some effort to breathe under her strength. Her snatch held onto him, and he doubted he could pull out of her without seriously pulling.

“First time… that…”

“This was your first time, what?”

“Cumming, with someone. <clench> So good.”

They stayed enmeshed for so long that his patience was starting to run out when she finally relaxed and let her limbs rest on the bed.  He rolled off the redhead’s lithe body to lie next to her.

“Never thought it could be like that.”  Her hand wandered over to his abdominal muscles and made circles.

“How long have we been at it?  Shit, if we don’t get out of here soon, they’re going to charge you double.”  He stood up, walked to the bathroom, and started the shower.

She rolled onto her side.  “When can I see you again?”  He glanced back and saw her honey pot drenched with ejaculate.  Her face was serenely sweet, like she had forgotten all the cares in the world.

“You can see me every night you want, if you have the cash.”  He lathered up.  “You must be pretty busy, though, saving the world and all. Oh, hello.”  Silvi got into the shower with Dan and looked at him hungrily. Dan smiled, “You look like the cat that caught the bird.”

She pecked his chest from top to bottom as she got on her knees and looked up at him.  “Maybe I am.”


Chapter 3

Joan stared at Dan as he walked into the basement of the Candycade.   She lit up a Continental 100 and took a long drag as he approached.  Dan was going to the gloryhole room before Joan clicked her tongue and beckoned him.

“What do you think you’re doing?”  She croaked.

“I’m going to work, Joan.”  He went for a locker.

Joan pointed her smouldering cigarette in his direction.  “Fuck you, Dan, ain’t no way you’re working the hole anymore while I’m house boss. No fucking way.” 

He turned to face her.  “And why is that?  I didn’t do anything wrong last night, and you know it.”

“That’s exactly why you can’t work the hole.  You were perfect!  Dan, did you know you earned more for Candycade last night than you did the entire past two weeks working in that mouldy rat-infested basement?  Ain't no way, Danny.  Ain’t no fucking way.”

“And you expect me just to get up and get new suits like those bird boys?”  Dan approached the counter. “I’m not made of money.”

“Honey, you’re so money I bet you shit green.” She blew a ring of smoke in his face. “If you need a small loan to play dress up, Joan is here to help.”

“Do you need me to go back to my apartment and put on my best outfit again?”

“That would benefit the organization immensely, son.”  She took another puff.  “If you need Sam to help you shop tomorrow, I can arrange it, but I think you can imitate him with no problem.”

“Fine, Joan.  Goddamn it.  I knew it was a bad idea.  Like I’m going to get a tech job after yesterday.  Here comes gigolo Dan.”  He did a little dance and started to walk back up the stairs to the street when Joan clicked her tongue again.

“We ain’t finished yet, sugar. Come here… come here!”  She pointed at the counter while holding the cigarette.

“What now, Joan?  I’m doing what you asked.”

“That’s appreciated, but this is something else.  That redhead you boned yesterday.  That made you the top earner for the night.  Sam told me that he overheard her say she was a supe.”

Dan froze.  “So?”

“Why you’re still fucking breathing is beyond me.  Supe women break bird boys.  They break men like you, too.  The only men that don’t get seriously hurt servicing supes are roided up muscle freaks.”  Joan waited a moment.  “Oh, so now the mouthy prick doesn’t have anything smart to say?”

Dan put up his hands in surrender.  “I’m all ears, Joan.”

“I figure you're alive because she wanted you to dance around in your underwear, or some weird shit like that.  But if a supe wants more from a boy at Candycane, they’re going to need protection.”

“Protection?”

Joan slid a business card over the table to Dan.  “This is my contact for the tailor at the club Cloud 9.  You tell them that Joan sent you and that you need a suit.  They’ll take some measurements, and they’ll get one tailored for you.  They’re very discreet.  Go there at night and make sure no one sees your face.”

“A suit?”

Joan rolled her eyes. “Do I have to spell everything out to you?  You’re getting a fuck suit, you jackass.  It’s something you put on that will stop those freaks of nature from fucking you to a bloody pulp.  It’s made of Kevlar, steel alloys, and other weird shit. It’s even got a reinforced cocksleeve option if you want.”

“Damn.”

“Yes, damn!  Back in the eighties, the papers were full of stories about coke-addicted super girls crushing the skulls of peacocks with their thighs.  The fuck suits come with helmets and eye protection, by the way.”

“Sounds like a glorified gimp suit to me.”

She looked around the room at imaginary colleagues.  “This fucker right here is a genius.” She extinguished her cigarette. 

“How am I going to pay for this?  It sounds expensive.”

“It is expensive, Danny.  It’s very fucking expensive.  I am going to have to put it on my tab with them at a very high interest rate.  So if you do get one, you are going to be working very fucking hard to make it worth my while.  Do you understand me?”

“Yes, Joan.”

“Come here, Danny.”  He approached, and she pinched his cheeks.  She reeked of tobacco and cheap perfume. “Look at this cute face.  I just want to eat you up, you bratty slut.  We’re going to make millions, you and me.  Joan is going to take care of you.”

“I am forever indebted to your loving care, Joan.”  He bowed and walked backwards out the entrance.

…

Officer Sarah Igni was the last woman to own a Kodak carousel projector in New England,  and she was sure as hell going to use it for her presentation to the Back Bay Blazers.  The briefing room at the Boston PD was dark, and the projector illuminated the dust in the room as it showed an altercation in a dark street in Boston.

“This person of interest, ladies, is ‘newb-mbos1’.  We were notified of their presence by an officer in the city hospital after a thug was dropped off at the ER.”

A tall, voluptuous woman in a slinky white outfit raised her hand. “Codes for new supes are newb-bos and numbers.  What does the m stand for?”

Agent Igni clicked the projector, revealing a close-up. “Good question, Cygnus.  m stands for male.”  The projector showed an image of a male wearing a hooded sweatshirt. 

A translucent creature in the shape of a woman raised her gelatinous arm. “Males aren’t supes, though, Agent Igni.  She must just be flat-chested.”

“We’ve done more homework than that, Physalis.”  She clicked again, showing the same person flying down a hospital hallway carrying a woman.  “We have one witness describe the person of interest as a male.  They observed an Adam's apple, as well as a deeper voice.  Until we see contradictory evidence, the designation newb-mbos1 stands.”

A young woman wearing a patriotic red and blue outfit raised her gloved hand. “Hostile?”

The investigator shook her head. “AI models predict an eighteen percent chance of villainous activity.  Looking at his body language, he just looks unsure of himself.  A baddy doesn’t bring their victims to the emergency room.”

Cygnus raised her hand again. “Where is he now? Did CCTV get an idea of where he went?”

“Nah.”  She clicked again, showing a blur streaking down a hospital corridor. “The fucker was too fast to get a bead on him.  City gunshot detectors heard the sonic boom of him fleeing, and calculated his path to somewhere from the city hospital to Mission Hill or Dorchester.  Beyond that, they couldn’t figure out where he went.  A smart kid would go in one direction and then turn so that he might be anywhere.”

Physalis turned her head completely around to look at the agent. “So what do you want us to do about it?”

“BPD would very much like assistance in bringing him in for questioning and possible referral to the USDSAP.  We want him on our side, girls.”  She clicked the projector again to show the best picture of his face they had, grainy as it was.  “Use extreme caution,  we don’t think he’s dangerous, we don’t want to make him dangerous.  Any questions?  Red, you’ve been quiet; you usually ask the most questions.”

A redheaded girl in a Viking outfit holding a warhammer sat up straight. “Um, no questions, Agent Igni.”

Cygnus flicked her white hair back and chortled. “I think Berzerker has a crush.”

“Shut up, white witch!”  Silvi stood up and readied her hammer. “I’m not one to swoon for any boy.”

“Ho, ho, ho.” Cygnus laughed harder. “I’ve touched a nerve.  Simmer down, or your face will get wrinkles.”

“Alright, girls, knock it off.”  Agent Ignis tried to calm them. “All we are asking is to keep an eye out for him and to use your circle of contacts.  Enforcement bonuses from MA and the Fed are available if you can get him into our custody within the next couple of weeks.”  She flipped a switch, and the room went dark.

…

Dan flipped through his wad of Benjamina Franklins as he left the Candycade.  The dance floor at the Candycade was good to him that night, and he made good money.  Silvi wasn’t there, which made him sad.  She was a good lay and paid very handsomely.  A few more girls like Silvi, and he could afford a condo down payment.

He really hated using cash for everything, but every attempt at becoming an official resident of this world was met with immediate red tape.  He gave up and just kept big wads of cash printed with female presidents in his jacket and under his futon.  Tonight was not a treat night because he wasn’t in the top three earners, and didn’t manage to bed a woman.  They seemed to prefer the bird boys like Sam.  Tonight was a foot-long hot dog and a big bucket of soda night.

He turned the corner to see his favorite convenience store being shot up by masked gunwomen.  The poor old checkout lady had her hands up, and two rough-looking masked women were pointing massive guns at her.  Dan looked at his satchel, which had the fuck suit that he bought on loan from Cloud Nine.

“Should I?”  He looked back at the 4 and 20 and saw the thug pistol-whip the grey-haired employee.  “No one hurts Grammy! That fucking bitch.”

He ducked into an alleyway, and a second later, he came out dressed in a full black bodysuit.  The fabric allowed movement, but he could tell it would protect him from crushing or impacts.  His cowl covered his head, only leaving a hole similar to those in regular superhero outfits.  The one thing that was embarrassing about the fuck suit was the codpiece.  It wasn’t really a codpiece, more like a banana-hammock, with quick-release snaps. It gave the impression he has a foot-long penis. He didn’t bother the tailor to adjust it; he had his pride.

“Okay, Dan, tiny taps.  No killing, just knockouts.”  He crashed through the glass door into the 4 and 20 and slapped the gunwoman closest to the checkout.  The thug was sent flying headfirst into a glass door refrigerator on the other side of the store, sending glass everywhere.

“Shit.  Sorry, lady.”  He shrugged at Granny.  He then heard a loud blast and a slight push on his back.  Black pellets skittered along the floor between his feet.  He wheeled around to see a husky masked woman with a smoking shotgun.

“Tiny taps.”

He darted forward in an instant and simply pushed her with both hands.  She went flying backwards.  This time, they crashed into the imported beer freezer.  He quickly checked to see that both of the women were breathing and stable.   Finally, he took their guns and bent them before dropping them.

“Lady, are you okay?  Do you need me to call 119?”

“You’re a supe?  A boy’s a supe?”  Granny opened and closed her mouth in disbelief.  “Never in a million years.  What’s your name, angel drawers?”

“Don’t have one yet, I guess.  Hello 119?” He held up a finger to Granny while he talked on his smartphone. “I’m at the 4 and 20 on Barbara St.  Yeah, that’s the one.  Two people are robbing a convenience store.  Yeah.  No.  They’ve got guns.  Thanks.”  He crushed his phone into a ball and tossed it in the trash.  “Can I get this cheapo phone, please?  Here’s a Benjamina.”  He put the cash on the counter and picked up a cheap burner phone from a rack. “Gotta run,  sorry for the mess.  I just couldn’t stop myself when I saw them hit you.”  He opened the broken glass door and then flew away.

“Thanks, sugar lumps!”  Granny waved at him goodbye while she picked up a baseball bat from behind the counter and approached the robbers. “You slitlickers think you can hit me and get away with it?  You ain’t going nowhere, missy.”


Chapter 4

The Back Bay Blazers huddled over Sister In Law’s computer screen, watching CC camera footage of a convenience store robbery.

Sister adjusted her navy blue supersuit and pointed to the screen.  “He shows up right after the suspects assault the employee, coming in through the glass door.  Right…there.”

Sally Comet pushed her blonde hair past her ear and bent over, looking intently, her blue eyes darting over the screen. “That slap, can we analyze the force of that strike?”

“Already done.  Seems to start at a lethal velocity, but he pulled it back halfway through.”  Sister brought up rows of data and a graph.

The slime girl nodded. “He’s learning.”

Cygnus walked into the room, her white bodysuit hugged her gorgeous curves.  “What did I miss?  Who’s learning what?”

Sally Comet stood up and put her arms akimbo against her red, white, and blue uniform.  Cygnus always hated that overly patriotic uniform.  Sally opened her mouth.  “Newb-mbos1 is practicing crime fighting with non-lethal force.  Sister In Law just brought up some of the footage.”

Cygnus skipped across the futuristic control center.  “Let me have a look.  Wow, he is a good boy.  I couldn’t have done that better myself.”

Sister in law nodded.  “In addition, he took a shotgun blast to his back at point-blank range. He’s one tough cookie, even if that is body armor.”

Red Berzerker muttered to herself.  “Oh, thank fuck he’s a good guy.”

Cygnus flicked her silver hair past her shoulder to look at her comrade. “What was that?”

“I’m just glad we don’t have a villain on our hands.  He looks strong.”  Red said.

Sister In Law put her hand on her chin.  “Something isn’t sitting right.  I can’t put my finger on it.”

Red leaned in to get a better look, and the blood drained from her face.  “Cygnus, can you come over here for a minute?”

The pair walked a few feet away. Red spoke in hushed tones. “Cyggi, doesn’t his outfit look a little familiar to you?”

“Looks like body armor, what of it?”

“Take a closer look at his... You know.”  She pointed to her crotch. “Doesn’t it remind you of something you and I would occasionally … enjoy?”

“You can’t be serious.”  Cygnus looked back at the screen. “Holy shit.”

Sally Comet looked at Cygnus. “What is it?”

“He’s um… wearing a fuck suit.”  She pointed at the oversized bulge in the pants on the screen. “That there is a huge giveaway.”

Sally still looked confused.  “Fuck suit?  What’s a fuck suit?”

Cygnus rolled her eyes. “Figures you wouldn’t know about them, you goody two-shoes.”

Sister In Law raised her hand to calm them.  “Yeah, Cyggi’s right.  He’s wearing coital armor.  A lot of supes have higher libidos than yours, Sally.  Most men would break under the strain of intercourse with a super-abled person.  Sex workers will either take performance-enhancing drugs or steroids to improve their recovery times, or they’ll put on coital armor like this so they don’t end up dead from snu snu.”

Sally furrowed her brow.  “So he’s a pervert?”

Sister in law got up and paced.  “Not necessarily.  It’s actually very clever.”

Red walked around Cygnus into Sister in Law's face. “Clever? What are you talking about?”

Sister sighed, “Most civilians don’t have a clue what he’s wearing.  It’s providing anonymity and some serious protection.  See that shotgun blast?  It barely scratched the outfit.  When he fights, it's unlikely his clothing will get destroyed.  These suits are more available to men than a superhero outfit would be.  It’s even fucking designed to take damage from a super-abled person.  He’s very smart.”

Physalis sent a tendril to the screen.  “Well, getting in contact with him just got a whole lot more urgent.  He’s already starting to work.”

Red Berzerker picked up her hammer and walked to the door. “I’ll start my patrol.”

Cygnus floated into the air and drifted after Red.  “You’ll need help. I can fly, you can only leap.”

Red clenched her hand around the warhammer’s handle. “Thank you very much for reminding me, Cyggi.”

“I’m only trying to help Red.”  Cygnus put a slender hand on Red Berserker's armored shoulder. “You don’t need to get upset, sweetie.”

“Don’t you think it’s a little embarrassing for us to get upstaged by a man in a fuck suit?”

Sally pointed a gloved hand at Red. “He’s only protecting a 4 and 20 Red.  He’s not saving the world.  He’s doing stuff the cops should be working on; our jobs are far more critical.  It’s beneath us to do that kind of work.”

“You said it yourself.  He’s learning.  He’s strong.”  Red looked at her wrists.  “He may be stronger than us. We don’t know.”

Sally Comet floated and flew to Cygnus and Red Berzerker. “You’re right, we need to get clarity on mbos1 as soon as possible.”

Red thought to herself before bolting out of the Blazer’s base.  I know precisely where he fucking is.  Why are you doing this, Dan!? 

…

Bianca Zini sat in the back of Coroly’s sub shop playing a video of a 4 and 20 getting shot up over and over again.  She had been staring at it for a long time.  The Zini family had controlled this part of Boston for a very long time, and they had kept it relatively quiet.    Bianca was proud of her work as an underboss; in particular, she was proud of stopping issues before they became problems.  She knew stopping this potential problem was going to be expensive, but it was going to be worth it.

A woman in an outfit that was a cross between body armor and a costume for a goth from the nineties came into the back and looked down at Bianca.  Bianca stood up and offered her hand.

“Deleria Tremens.”  She shook her hand firmly. “It’s good to meet a person of your abilities finally.”

“With all due respect, Ms. Bianca, you’re on the clock.”  She pointed to the phone. “What’s your target?”

“New kid on the block, Dee.”  Bianca handed the phone to her. “Some gang members not under my control decided to rob a convenience store.  Something like this usually gets handled by the cops.  Cops who are on my payroll.  I don’t like it when people put extra pieces on my chessboard, Dee.”

“Looks like a guy.  He’s pretty strong.  You know what I can do, I’m not that much of a fighter.”

The mafiosi smiled.  “Rock, paper, scissors, Dee.  I’m not going to send a fighter to take care of a fighter.  I need your brain.  Scare the shit out of him, break his mind, do what you have to do to get him off my turf.”

Deleria pursed her jet black lipstick painted lips. “I see what you’re saying.  I wonder if he’s cute under that mask.  He’s got a rockin' bod. Is that a fuck suit?”

“I thought you were with Obsidian, won’t she mind?”

“What she doesn't like, I can erase from her memory.  How does this go down?”

“We figure this kid’s a local.  We’ll set up a similar robbery of the same store tomorrow at the same time.  You’ll be buying beer in the back when my girls do the deed.  We’ll be sure to make a lot of noise.  With any luck, he’ll be passing by and doing his thing again.  We’ll need you to be Janey on the spot with your act, or my associates are going to be blood pudding.  After that, you can drag him off to wherever you do your thing, and we never hear from him again.”

“I get half up front, Ms. Bianca.  With a twenty percent hazard bonus.”  She twisted the ring, piercing her lip. “If this boy manages to have any resistance to mind control, I’m properly fucked.”

“Ten.”

“Fifteen you cheap hag, and not a penny less.”  Deleria’s eyes began to vibrate.

Vini seemed to calm down. “Fifteen, right?”

“That’s a good mob boss.”  Deleria got up and walked out the front door. “Text me the details,  see your girls then.”

…

Janice Hezeroff sat comfortably in the waiting room of Director Lizzy Bakewell’s office in the USDSAP.  US Department of Super-Abled Persons.  She had been called over here from her office at Hazel and Richardson SAP agency the night before and had to take the flight from Boston to DC at night.  Her eyes were bloodshot, but that was the price you paid to be this close to power.

The door to the office opened, and an older woman in a pantsuit beckoned her in. “Janice, come on in.”

The office was wood-panelled and was covered in pictures of Director Bakewell shaking hands with various superheroes.  The director offered Janice a seat.

“You smoke?”  Lizzy plucked a cigarette from a pack and wedged it into a cheap cigarette holder.

“Never picked it up.”

“Good.  I got hooked on them in the service.”  She lit up and puffed. “I’ve asked for a representative from Hazel and Richardson for a special assignment, I think your agency can handle.  It’s a little unorthodox, so we want the best.”

“Really?  Thank you for the compliment.”  Jancie leaned in. “What’s the job?”

“We’ve just got wind of the first male SAP ever.”  She blew smoke out of the side of her mouth, away from Janice. She then handed over a folder filled with paper and photos.  “Details are sketchy right now,  but we think we got lucky.  The boy has beaten up a couple of criminals with a rap sheet a mile long and hasn't killed anyone.  We’ve now calculated his chance for villainy at only five percent.”

“That’s pretty low for a newb.”  Janice flipped through the dossier that she was handed. “So you’ve got the Blazers looking for him, and you want us to handle acclimation, management, and public relations—the first male supe.  I’m seeing a lot of green, Director Bakewell.  Movies, books, maybe a video game.”

“I’m glad you’re seeing this for the opportunity that it is.”  Lizzy smiled, revealing yellowed teeth.

“We’ll have to reevaluate our protocols for gender bias.  Also, we’ll tweak the sales pitch for him.  How strong is he?”

“We don’t know.”

“I’m going to have to get my high-power containment unit back online.  We mothballed it to save money.”  She closed the dossier. “When do you think the Blazers will get him?”

“They’re pretty good. I expect them to capture him before the weekend.”

Janice stood up. “That’s not a lot of time.  My sales department will write up the RFP while I’m flying home.”  She shook Lizzy’s hand again.  “I look forward to getting him on our roster.  He could be the male version of Sally Comet.”


Chapter 5

The masked gunwoman felt what it was like to be held in the air by her jacket.  She kicked frantically as a man of all things had her helpless in the air. She barked to the back of the 4 and 20 “Deleria! Now would be a good fucking time!”

“Tell me why you’re bothering poor granny?”  Dan asked from behind his black cowl.  “Do criminals just like picking on the weak, or is she just fantastically wealthy?”

“I got next to nothing nibble nuts!”  Granny yelled as she cowered behind the counter. “I make minimum wage!”

Dan winced at the new pet name. “Granny said she’s not rich.  They’re still cleaning up from what you goons did before.  You just seem to be assholes.”  He held the barrel of an assault rifle in his other hand and bent it over like it was a plastic straw.

“Dee, do it! Now!”

Dan looked behind him. “Who the fuck is this Dee?   I think she skipped out on you.”

Deleria popped out from behind a spinning lighter display. “Oh, I wouldn’t say that, boy.  I’m not a coward.  I just wanted to see what I was up against up close.  You are impressive.  Unfortunately, I think you should take care of that nasty headache you’re having.”

“What head ahhhhhh!”  Dan let go of the robber he had in the air and clutched his head.  It felt like he was having a migraine.  A few seconds later, he got on his knees. “What are you doing?”  He started to hallucinate that the goth girl who just spoke was covered in snakes.  His brain felt like it was on fire.

“I’m kidnapping you, boy, what does it look like?”  She pulled him up and looked into his eyes. He saw her black colored eyes vibrate for a moment, and his migraine was almost gone.  It seemed like she kept a bare hint of it for him to be reminded of the pain he could be feeling.

“Come on, we’re going for a ride.”  She took his hand and walked out of the convenience store and up to a jet black sports car.  “Get in.”  Dan felt like the words she said actually moved his body.

“Deleria, is your name?  Do you have ESP or telekinesis powers?”  He said as he calmly got into the car.  He thought that it was odd that he was obeying her orders so quickly.

She pulled out her keys and got into the driver's side.  “No, I’m just really good at the powers of suggestion.  Hypnosis.  What’s your name, boy?”

“Dan.  Can you take the rest of the headache away?  I get what you can do, I’m not going to do anything stupid.”

“Fine.  I guess you’re right.”  As she started the car, she snapped her fingers with her other hand, and the last remnants of pain vanished.  “You’re not going to do anything, Dan, because you’re going to sleep.”

Dan could feel the world rotate as his head rolled forward. “Gonna get a crick in my neck, Deleria.  I don’t like sleeping upright.”  He closed his eyes.

“Sorry, babe.   You don’t get a say on what happens for the rest of your life.”  She stepped on the accelerator and peeled away from the store.

Granny stood up and looked at the roughed-up hoods.  Three were knocked out while one was left standing.  The last one looked at her broken rifle and visibly deflated. “That was my best piece.”  She turned to her knocked-out friends and barked.  “Wake up, you little shits, we gotta fly!”

“I knew something like this was going to happen,”  Granny yelled as she racked her new shotgun.  “Got this at the hunting store.  It was much harder to find the rubber bullets.  Why don’t you sit down, scum, or the cops are going to see four unconscious thugs instead of three.

…

When Dan groggily woke up, he found he was naked, lying on a bed with black silk sheets.  The room he was in seemed to be a bedroom from an upscale factory apartment, the brick walls painted white and hung with pictures of natural disasters.  The windows were tall and showed the Boston city skyline.  Candles lit in all corners of the room barely lit the space.  How romantic, he thought.  He tried to get up but found he was bound to the bed and spread-eagled.  He saw his armor in the corner of the bedroom in a small pile.

He was about to pull himself free from the bed when he heard a voice. “I wouldn’t bother with trying to get free of those ropes.  You're far too weak to pull them apart.”  Deleria Tremens walked in wearing all black lingerie with fishnet stockings.  She swatted one hand with a riding crop that she held in the other.

Dan could feel her suggestion tug at his mind, but this time the effect was far less than the headache and mind control that forced him into her car earlier that night. Was he learning to resist its effects?  He looked his captor up and down.  Deleria was definitely stacked, but not obscenely so.  Her outfit was half dominatrix, half gothic, and it was sexy as fuck.  Her black bob haircut framed her cat-like eyes.  Dan willed his dick not to stir, thinking about whether he would have to do his taxes in this world.

“Dan, what do you think of your new home?”  She got on the bed and swung her leg over him. “Do you like it?”

“I’m not going to lie.  Apart from the images of death and destruction, you have pretty good taste.”  He looked around. “You must do very well for yourself.”

“I do okay.”  She swatted his nipple with the riding crop.  He faked flinching at the pain.  The super invulnerability he had put a cap on the pain he felt, as well as its duration. The sensation was just enough to tell his brain that it happened.   Her eyes flashed at his feigned reaction to the whipping.  She ground down on his crotch. “Dan, you’re finding me incredibly sexy.  You want me to ride you until you come deep in my pussy.”

Dan looked at her vibrating eyes.  Barely any tugging at his mind, he felt like he could tell her to go fuck herself and just walk out of here.  But why do that?  Deleria had a hot body, and she was ready to go.  Dan decided to swim with the tide and play along.

“This is wrong!  Bringing a man into your bed against his will.  I’ll never submit to you, Dee.”

“Call me mistress!!”  She twisted his nipple and smiled gleefully as he writhed under her.  She noticed his prick nudging between the cheeks of her backside. “You’re protesting, boy, but your little guy is telling me the truth.”

“Tell me what you’re going to do to me?”

“You’re going to be my slave, Danny boy.  I’m going to fuck you till I have my fill.  I may even want to have a child, now that I have a chance.”  She traced a squiggle down his chiseled chest. “When I go to work, you’ll keep my apartment clean and wait patiently for me to come home, and then we’ll fuck like rabbits.  If I get bored with you, I’ll simply tell you to fly into the sun.  You’d do it gladly, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes, mistress.  I mean no!”  He pulled at the ropes in feigned reluctance.

“You are quite the stubborn one, aren’t you.  Most boys submit at first sight of this outfit.”  She kissed his pecks before gently biting a nipple. “I’m going to enjoy tonight. You’ve had a long day, and you want to feel good, don't you?”

“Mmmph!  Let me go!  I’d never come from a woman like you!”  He started rocking his pelvis upward, hoping to get it wedged somewhere nice.

“So wrong, so very wrong.”  She got back on her feet and pulled out a camera and a tripod from a closet. “Dan, I’m going to record the look on your face when you give in and accept defeat.  I’m going to force you to watch it later to humiliate you.”

Damn, this girl is a freak.  He thought.  His love pole was at full attention and twitching.  Deleria started the video camera and licked her lips as she stared into the viewfinder. “I think it's going to be a long time before I get bored with you.”

She did a catwalk strut to his exposed waist, bent over, and took his member into her mouth.  Her technique was impressive, but she didn’t quite get it all in her mouth.  One hand twisted his nipples while the other hand gave light taps with the riding crop to his scrotum.

“Fuck Dee, that hurts.”  Every swat made him buck up into the back of her throat.  She hummed in triumph. She pulled his head up by the hair to force him to look at her, sucking his dick.  The look on her face said, I own this dick now, slave.   His occasional buck was now a steady rhythm of subtle face fucking.

Deleria dropped the riding crop and now massaged his nuts and pulled at his scrotum. 

“Stop!  If you keep doing that, I’m going to…”  He whipped his head left and right, knowing that would only get her more excited. 

She pulled away, leaving a thick stream of saliva to drip on his engorged penis. “You’re going to what, slave?”  She gripped his cock and ferociously stroked him.

“I’m going to come!”  A few strokes later, he ejaculated with long and intense pulses.  A gout of hot white cum spurted into the air several feet before landing on his six pack.

“How dare you waste your cum, you pathetic slut!”  She still grinned greedily and continued pumping him.  “That was supposed to be in my pussy.”  Her sensuous strokes brought him to attention again. “My my, that spurt was quite impressive, and you’re ready to go again so fast!  You might be the one.”

“The one?”

“I may have to get a marriage certificate if you keep performing this well.”  She started sucking on his nipple, this time with affection rather than malice.  “You want to fuck me now.”

Dan whipped his head back onto the pillow.  “I do want to fuck you, mistress.  You win.  Just be gentle.”

Dee shook her head while she bit her lip. “Sorry, sweetie, I don’t do gentle.  I never skip leg day.”  She stood up and unsnapped a panel of fabric from her lingerie to reveal her black tufted love mound.

“That is a cute pussy, Dee.” Dan stopped himself. “I mean it's awful, just awful!”

“I love how your mind fights, but thank you for the compliment.”  She hopped on his dick and smothered it with a hot and wet pussy.  The greedy, crazy eyes she had earlier evolved into yearning and affectionate eyes.

“Fuck Dan, your dick is just right.”  She gyrated on his pole, savoring the fullness in her lower abdomen.

“You feel good, too, mistress.  You can be nice when you want to.  Thank you, queen.”  He stared at her. “Could you kiss me?”

“Ahhh.” She sighed and bent over and kissed him with an open mouth.

Dan started to fuck her from below while she squatted down on his pogo stick.  She pulled his hair roughly while lovingly kissing his mouth and forcefully flopping her delicious backside down on his cock.  The meat stick thrusted up and down inside of her slickly.

Dan kept up with this until his urge to really embrace her was too much.  He pulled with enough force to break the ropes tying him to the bed.  They went straight for the pale flesh of her buttocks and groped them hard.

“What!?  How did you? Mmmhhph, you’re fucking me so fast, I’m going to cum!”  He bounced her pelvis on his wang at a pace he was sure wouldn’t hurt her.

“Dee, you feel so good I can’t help myself.  Never use mind control on me again,  I don’t need to be told to be hard for you!”

“Fuuuck!”  She started to wiggle and writhe, but his super strength kept the lovers firmly coupled.  Her pussy clenched in short twitches, and love juices flowed down to mix with the drying ejaculate on his stomach. 

He mashed her down on top of him and released his second load deep into her insides.  Deleria felt herself get slick and warm in a delicious way.

They started to make out like lovers as they basked in mutual afterglow.

She cupped his face. “That was incredible.  You fuck like a pro.”

Dan pushed her up and grabbed hold of her leather bodice and tore it from top to bottom, revealing her alabaster tits.  Her nipples were dark pink, unlike her black lips.  Even though her goth makeup was smeared after the enthusiastic lovemaking, she still managed to look cute.  He assaulted her breasts and nipples with a grip designed to maximize her pleasure.

“Do you like being on top, Dee?”

She nodded.  “It’s hard for me to come otherwise.”

“Then you’re on top, girl.”

She smirked and raised her eyebrow while she ground her now glazed mound onto him.  The sloppy sounds they made stirred Dan’s sex drive into gear again.  Deleria flopped down on him and held on tight while they went for another round.

…

Wake up!  Sir… wake up!  Don’t make a sound, but open your eyes. A voice called to Dan while he slept.  He was tucked under Deleria’s arm and had a hand clasped to one of her soft breasts.

Who’s that?  Are you using telepathy?...

…My name is Cygnus.  I’m here to rescue you. 

The large factory window slid open, and a woman in a white bodysuit and cape floated into the room as quietly as a mouse.  Dan stared up at her in awe.  To him, she looked like an angel, a sweet and beautiful angel with long white hair and blue-grey eyes.  He couldn’t quite be sure, but he felt like they had met before.  She hovered over the bed and looked down at him.

Where are your clothes?

In the corner, that suit…

You can put it on when we get to a rooftop.  Can you fly?

Yes, just let me get something.

Dan reluctantly extricated himself from Deleria’s exquisite form.  He really wanted to spank that juicy ass one last time, but stopped himself.  Instead, he floated to the video recorder, pulled out the memory card, and then picked up his bodysuit.  Cygnus offered him a hand to guide him out the window before she closed it.

They flew over a few rooftops before finding a spot that would be safe for him to put on the outfit. 

When he was decent, he offered his hand to the superhero in white. “Nice to meet you, Cygnus. My name is Dan.”

She took it and shook it firmly. “It’s nice to meet you too.  Should we go back to your place?  We have some things to discuss.”

…

Dan poked his head into his refrigerator and spoke to his new super-guest.  “You drink beer?  I have an IPA and a lager.  I can make decaf if you want.”  He was out of his suit and now wearing a bathrobe.

“Decaf is fine,  I take it with lots of milk.”

“Decaf it is.”  He stood up and began filling the teakettle.

“Are you hurt?  Are there any lingering effects of hypnosis?”  Cygnus approached and looked into his eyes, searching for something.

“I don’t think so. No headache.  Hey, this might sound crazy, but have we met before?”

Cygnus pulled her white hair past her ear. “No, I don’t think so.”

“I could have sworn.”  He poured the boiling water from the kettle into a mug and spooned in some instant coffee.  He served her the coffee with the milk she asked for. “Here you go.  So, I gotta ask, how did you find me?”

She sipped the coffee and nodded.  “The Back Bay Blazers have connections with Boston PD, and we could trace Deleria Tremens’s car to her safe house.  Sorry it took so long, if we had been sooner, we could have avoided your sexual assault.  I can take you down to the police, and you can file charges.”

“I don’t think that’s necessary; the video evidence shows I was being a bit too compliant.”

“You were under the effects of mind control.  She’s a well-known esper for hire.” Cygnus took a step and put her hand on his. You shouldn’t blame yourself.” 

“No, really.  I would feel terrible if I put her through that.  I won't be able to sleep.”

Cygnus tilted her head. “If that’s your wish, I won’t force you.  I did want to bring up an opportunity for you to get some guidance from the pros.”

“Really?  The Blazers would do that for me?”  He cracked open an IPA and took a long pull.

“Not right away.”  Cygnus sat down across from him at the small kitchenette table. “We would invite you to meet with reps from Hazel and Richardson, the best super talent management agency in New England.  After some vetting and interviews, you could be part of an affiliate of the Back Bay Blazers.”

“I see.”  He tapped the table. “What sort of guidance would I be getting?”

“We’d teach you how to interact with law enforcement and the public at large.  You’d have access to our information networks to help you do research.  We’d even do some combat training if you’re interested. Finally, if you get in over your head, we can make sure you’re safe.”

“Is there pay?”

“The base pay is substantial, but not extravagant, 250k base.  You’d likely make more money from advertising and media deals.  That’s where the real money comes from.”  She drew her finger around the edge of the mug.  “Especially for the first male superhero in history.”

“Right, I see.”  He furrowed his brow.  “I suppose I can’t let these powers go to waste, right?  And working with superheroes like yourself is the opportunity of a lifetime.  Can I give you my number, and you can have them call me?”  He jotted down his number and handed her the note.

“Sounds great, they’ll likely want to get the ball rolling as soon as possible.”

“That’s fine, my mornings are open.  I work evenings and nights.”

She got up from the table and slipped the paper down her cleavage.  “Wonderful.  Well, Mr. Gadsen, it’s been a pleasure talking with you.  I hope you can get some rest after what happened today.”  She frowned. “I’m sorry you had to endure that.”

“Thank you, Cygnus.  That’s very kind of you. Thank you for rescuing me.  I owe you one.  Don’t worry about me. I look forward to seeing you again.”  They shook hands one last time as she walked out the door.

…

Once Cygnus closed the door behind her, she flew for a window at the end of the hallway, sent herself upwards a hundred feet, and tried to calm herself down.

“Get a grip, Cyggi!  It’s just that the first boy superhero is just a smoking hot guy that you just happened to be alone in his apartment with.  You only got to see him completely naked. He even said he owes you for rescuing him.  You’re a superhero!  Have some self-respect.”  She flew like a flash back to the Blazers’ headquarters.  “Did I recharge my magic wand? Fuck!”


Chapter 6

Late in the morning, Dan was able to get to the offices of Hazel and Richardson, a few blocks south of Faneuil Hall.  The building was modern and impressive.  A woman named Janice called him and arranged a meeting so they could have an interview and run some basic tests.  When he entered, he saw the place was filled with more than a few women in body-hugging suits and capes.  He knew he was in the right place.

He approached the information desk and spoke with an elderly woman wearing thick glasses.  “Ma’am, I’d like to know where to go for a meeting with Ms. Janice Hezeroff.”

The receptionist raised her head slowly and then raised her eyes to look at him.  “Ah,  I was told you’d be here.  I’ll send you up.  Take the bronze colored elevator to the top. She’s waiting for you.”

“Thank you.”  As he walked past the desk to the lifts, the old lady stared a bit too long at Dan's butt and shook her head. “If only I were a few years younger, I’d tap that so hard I’d snap my pelvis.”

The young man took the elevator to the fifty-fifth floor and stepped into an open space taking up the entire floor.  The windows wrapped around, revealing the skyline in every direction.  A woman in an executive outfit leaned against a marble desk at the center.  She smiled and approached, clipboard and pen in hand.

She offered her hand, and Dan took it. “Janice Hezeroff, talent acquisition for Hazel and Richardson. Nice to meet you.”

“Dan Gadsen, the pleasure is all mine.”  He tried to give the most wholesome smile he could, don’t screw this up, Dan.

“Let’s walk. I find interviews go well when I just record and can fill out the paperwork later.  Is that okay?  Everything you say will be kept completely confidential.  Here’s the non-disclosure agreement.  Just sign this, and we can start.”  She waved her hand to get them closer to the windows overlooking the airport across the water.  She handed him the clipboard, and the form was filled with legal jargon.  The salient points were marked in bold, underscoring the need for secrecy on both sides of the interview.

“Sounds good to me, so long as I get a copy of this agreement.”  He signed it. “How did you want to start?”

“First, I’d simply like to know how you came into your powers.  You’re the first male superhero in history, the girls in research are dying to know.”

“Well, I was coming home from work, and I was accosted by a bunch of tough women who simply wanted to rape me.”

“That’s awful!”

Dan nodded. “I had such a bad day that I told them where to stick it, ready for whatever was to come.  When they attacked me, I didn’t feel their punches or stabs.  When I realized I was safe, I also felt that I could fight back.  And I did.”

“You put that thug in the hospital.”

“How did you know?”

Janice shrugged. “It’s our business to know things like this.”

“Is she alright?”

“Concussion, but she’ll recover.  She’s in jail right now; she had a warrant out for sexual assault a month prior.  You did well.”

Dan exhaled.  “That’s a relief,  I hoped I didn’t hurt her too badly.” 

“I’m glad you finally got to find out.  So, tell me where you’re originally from?”

“Boston born and bred.  Kinda.”

“What do you mean, kinda?”  She raised her eyebrow as they walked along the edge of the vast space, looking down at the people below.

“You’re going to think it’s crazy.”

She patted his back.  “I tend to avoid thinking that about people who can fly.”

“This is not my world.”

“Huh?”  She stopped.

“One day, I woke up and found myself in a dumpster.  When I got out, the number of men walking around dropped dramatically.  Women are now much more dominant.  It’s like I’ve been transported to an alternate reality.”

“What do you remember before the dumpster?”

“I remember my life fully, but the time right before I woke up there is a blank.  I was working as a web developer,  making websites.”

“Ah, I see,  that’s not usually men’s work, is it?”

“Well, it was.  I remember men and women being essentially equal in number and power.  Even in recent history, men held far more power.  I don’t remember men being so few in number, nor so …. Weak.”

“Fascinating.  Any history of mental illness in your family?  Have you tried to contact them since that morning?”

“Here’s the thing.  I don’t seem to have any family anymore.  I know their names, but it’s like they vanished.  There are no Gadsens in Boston,  I’ve looked everywhere.  There’s Gadzons and Gatsens, but I can’t find my family.  The phone numbers go unanswered.  I even tried finding my parents' house.  It’s a gas station now.”

Janice rubbed his back.  “I can never know how painful this has been for you.  Simply a tragedy.  How did you survive?  Did you call social services to get into an emergency shelter?  How did you eat?  Where did you sleep?”

“Those first few days were tough. I smelled so bad that I wasn’t able to talk to anyone.  My phone didn’t work, and I tried searching around.  I thought about talking to the cops, but I was afraid. I know it was stupid, but I thought approaching a police officer and saying that stuff would put me in a mental institution.  So I became a bum.  I begged for a bit, then I found work.”

“Where?”

“It was the only work I could find that would even talk to me in the state I was in.  I got a job at the Candycade.  It’s a lady’s club.”

“Oh….ooooohhhhh”  Janice cringed.

“I’m not too proud of what I did, nor my current lifestyle.  That’s partially why I wanted to help people after finding out about my new powers.”

“I’m so glad we found you when we did.  Your life is going to get turned around, trust me!  Let’s get your strength and speed measured, and I’ll talk with my boss.  I’m going to make you famous!”

Janice took Dan down a few floors into what looked like a medical lab with a lot of reinforced gym equipment. 

“Dan, I’m going to leave you in the hands of our onboarding team to test your abilities while I talk with my boss Richard.  They will likely get a snip of your hair and a skin sample.  I doubt we have needles strong enough to draw blood from you.”

“That’s fine, I’ll talk to you later, Janice.”  He turned to see a gaggle of cute nerdy types.  They looked thirsty. “Nice to meet you all, where do we get started?”

A mousy girl with glasses and a lab coat approached. “I’m Doctor Treda, nice to meet you.  We’ll need some basic measurements.  Please strip down and stand on the scanner.”

A couple of the girls stole glances at his junk and turned red.  When he got on a small metal pedestal, a matrix of laser beams criss-crossed the surface of his body.  Data gathered appeared on screens around the lab, showing a fit young man with no abnormalities. 

“Fairly standard readings.” Dr. Treda muttered. “Let’s see what you can squat.”

The test took a while as they slowly increased the weight on the machine until it reached its limit.  The scientists all had their mouths open in shock before clapping and whistling in approval.

“That’s a first.” Treda pushed her glasses up her nose.

“What?”

“You’re the first person to beat the machine.  Sally Comet almost did it when she was brought on board, but she tapped out five pounds underneath the max weight.”

Further tests all showed he was in the 99th % percentile or higher for strength and speed for supes.  His visual acuity was top-notch as well.  The invulnerability tests did get uncomfortable, but he still managed to break the machines tested on him.  He heard a few of the technicians curse as smoke rose from the breaker boxes powering the machinery. 

After showering to wash off the scorch marks, he waited patiently for Janice, flipping through the news on his phone.

…

“Richard, you can’t just put the kibosh on the first male supe ever like this!  After what he’s been through! After what our government did to him?!”  Janice slammed her hand down on a giant desk in the corner office of the founder of Hazel and Richardson.

Richard Hazel rolled his eyes.  “Can dispense with the theatrics, Janice?  ‘What he’s been through,’ as you most eloquently put it, is exactly why we can’t use him.  Oh, hey everyone! Here’s a super-abled man.  He was a two-bit whore! Yay!”

He took a puff on his cigarette. “Would you buy your child a lunchbox with this guy wearing a fuck suit on the front of it? Face it, Janice, he’s useless to the organization.”

“Most people don’t even know what a fuck suit is.”  Janice folded her arms.  “If we maintain secrecy, he can be an effective member of any second-tier group to start with.  He’s as powerful as they get.”

“Secrecy…for fuck’s sake, Janice.  The tabloids will be all over him if we put him over.  They’ll find out, I guarantee it.  It would be a black mark on HR and threaten Project Equality.  If the public finds out we ripped this kid out of another universe and dumped him in the trash, the Department of Gender Management won’t get another penny.”   He put out the cigarette and pointed at Janice. “The current administration will do whatever it takes to keep that program running.  I’m sure if his stats were any lower, they would have sent a liquidation team to this office building twenty minutes ago.”

“Liquidate!  He could destroy Boston in an afternoon!”  Janice pinched the bridge of her nose.  “You don’t tell people like Dan to politely fuck off.  I won’t do it.”

Richard Hazel cracked his knuckles.  “Fine, then I will. Just make sure the Back Bay Blazers are there in case things go sideways.”

…

Dan sat in a comfortable chair, trying to process what he just heard from a pretty boy in a suit.  The Back Bay Blazers stood along the office walls, their faces depressed.  This Richard Hazel character was handsome and well-built.  His voice was smooth as velvet, and it seemed like he could convince anyone of anything.

“So I can’t be a superhero,” Dan said as he stared out the window in shock.

“In a word… no.  Our services and offerings don’t mesh well with a man of your … experience.  We don’t think you’d be a good fit with the super groups we manage, nor do we think you’d be able to have a job with any other agency.”

“So what do I do?  Sit on my hands and watch people get robbed?”

Richard grinned. “I’m sure that certain establishments like… what’s it called again, Janice… Cloud 9?  They’d be able to provide employment that would be right up your alley.”

Janice facepalmed and shook her head.  Dan gripped the armrests of his chair and squeezed, bending the metal in his hands like it was clay.

Cygnus put her hand on his shoulder. “It’s complicated, Dan. I wanted things to work out, but it just wasn’t in the cards.  I hope you can understand.”

Dan’s eyes went blank.  Her words and touch, Richard’s shit eating grin, and the view from the office knocked something loose in his brain.  Images flashed in his mind's eye.  He felt nauseous as he finally started to recall what happened just before he woke up in the dumpster.

“I remember.”  He stood up, pulling Cygnus’s hand away like it was a rotten fish.

Janice looked at him. “You remember what, Dan?”

“Yes, it was you.”  He pointed to Cygnus.  “I found out you were fucking Richard.  I stepped out on that balcony.”  He pointed behind the sliding doors of the corner office. “No. I would never.” He started to shake for a few moments before freezing. He turned to stare at Richard Hazel.  “I didn’t jump, Dick.  You pushed me off the building.  Instead of dying,  I ended up in a dumpster in a different world.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?”  Richard backed away from Dan.  “This is getting very weird very quickly, and I think you should take a minute to calm down.”

“Right.”  Dan slid the door to the side and stepped out onto the windy balcony. “I am calm, Dick.  I now know you and Sandra can’t hurt me anymore.  Ladies, Dick… goodbye.”  Dan blasted off into the sky away from the building.

Janice ran out to the balcony.  “What the fuckity shit was that, Richard?  You really blew it this time!  Cygnus, what the fuck happened between you and him? What on earth made you go off script like that, you moron! This is some level five shit right here.  Better call the feds right now.” 

Cygnus floated out and pleaded. “Honest Janice, I don’t know what he’s talking about!  I just met him yesterday.  Please, Jan, you have to believe me!”

“He seemed very sure, Cyggi.”  Red Berserker tossed her hammer up in the air to catch it. “I need to talk to him.”

Cygnus called out. “I’m coming with you.”

“The fuck you are…”  Red shouted back. The Viking threw herself off the edge of the building, aiming to land in a nearby park.

Richard steadied himself.  “Janice, contact USDSAP and tell them what happened.  Blazers, please keep a close eye on him, and if he so much as thinks about going villain, you bring him down.  Cygnus, stay here for a moment.”

The white haired superhero turned to him. “I should be out there finding him.”

“It’ll only be a moment.” Richard waved his hand.

When it was just the two of them, he spoke.  “How in the hell did he know we were sleeping together?  Did you tell him?”

“I didn’t tell him a thing, Richard!”  She started to tear up. “I didn’t even tell him my real name!  I don't know how he knows!”

“If word gets out that I fuck the talent, I’m finished. I thought we were being discreet.”

Cygnus approached and tried to reach out, but Richard pulled away. “I swear I didn’t say anything to him, Richard.  You know I wouldn’t do that to you and jeopardize what we have.”

“Sure.“  Richard lit up another cigarette. “I saw you eye-fucking him the entire time.  I know you more than you know yourself. Get the fuck out of here, I’ll call you later.”

…

Deleria Tremens sat at her local diner, across from her girlfriend, and sipped coffee, trying to act normal.  Her lover had a similar style to Deleria, but she had a much more masculine look.  The supervillain Obsidian wore a black leather jacket and spiked her short black hair.  Obsidian was eating her cheese fries and stared at Deleria. 

“What’s wrong, Dee?”  Obsidian grunted. “You usually never shut up.”

Deleria flinched. “Nothing’s wrong!  I’m just tired, I guess.  You know how cranky I get when I don’t have my eight hours.”

“This is different.  I ain’t never seen you scared.”  She dipped a fry in ketchup. “You fucked up, didn’t you?”

Dee felt the urge to use her powers to control Obsidian, but fought it. “Yes.  I fucked up.  Big time.  Remember that job I had a couple of days back?  You were away that night.  My job was to take care of a guy who was causing trouble for the Zini family.”

“Yeah, so.”

“I decided to have some fun before I snapped him.  Things got out of hand.”

“In.  What. Way.”  Obsidian pushed away her fries.

“I fucked him.  A lot.”

“I thought we agreed that you wouldn’t play both sides anymore.  You were done with boys.  You promised!”  Obsidian started bending every bit of flatware on the table and setting it up in a neat line along the edge.

“Well, the thing is.  He’s a supe.”

“A supe!  You’re a liar!”  She stood up, shaking the table and drawing the other customers' eyes.

“Keep it down, Obi!  I don’t wanna get kicked out of here.  Sit down, you’re the only one I can talk to.”

Obsidian bit her tongue and sat, placing her hands flat on the table. “Go on.”

“It’s true, I saw him rough up some Zini thugs like it was nothing.  I wondered what it would be like to have a taste.  I know I agreed to it, but I couldn’t help myself. I passed out after a while. I’m sorry.”

“WHAT!?”

Obsidian got up, walked out of the diner, and threw a hundred-dollar bill in the face of the waiter.  She seethed at the thought of a man doing what she so dearly wanted to achieve with the love of her life.    Deleria got her purse and chased after her.

“God damn it!”  Obsidian rewound her leg and kicked a fire hydrant like she was punting a football, sending it careening down the street before lodging itself sideways in a tree.  The supervillains were now soaking from the open pipe. 

“It gets worse, Obsidian.  I recorded it, and he managed to get away with the memory card.  I don’t know exactly where he lives, but he’s somewhere in Boston.”

“Aargh!  You fucking bitch!  I’ll kill him!” 

Deleria reflexively used her power to control her girlfriend.  “No! Don’t hurt him! I’ll deal with it, I just needed to tell you.”  She was surprised at her own reaction to Obsidian’s threat to Dan.  She never cared about anyone.    The raging villain visually relaxed, turned back, and nodded.  Deleria continued, “Obi, we gotta run before the cops come.”  Deleria dragged her soaked girlfriend into her car and sped away, peeling out on the slick road.
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