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Useless: Male Superhero in a Reverse World (Omnibus)

Book 1: The Rejected Hero


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.


Book 2: Moving Up in the Reverse World


Chapter 1

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

…

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

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

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

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

“I don’t know, Director.”

“That was a rhetorical question, you moron!”

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

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

…

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

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

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

“Wanna watch movies and chill?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Enlighten me.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

…

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

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

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

“How are you this good?”

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

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

“I’ll kick your ass. <hic>”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2

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

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

He waved.  “How’s it goin,g boss?”

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

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

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

“That’s a bad thing?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What?”

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

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

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

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

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

“If I did that, Joan, I’d quit.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh shit.”

“What?”

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

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

“Can you keep your work at Candycade?”

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

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

“Fuck you.”  She smiled sincerely.

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

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

….

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I don’t?”

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

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

…

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

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

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

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

…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Sally sneered quizzically at the word.  “Gloryhole?”

…

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

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

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

“Oh,  got it.  Bye, Physalis.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Slam!

Thud!

Slam!

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

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

Slam!

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

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

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

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


Chapter 3

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

…

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

“Hi!  This is Sally!”...

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

“I had a really good time.”...

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

“Hello?”...

“🙁You there?”...

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Really?”  She sniffed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“See you then.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Any friends?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Until you were murdered, you mean?”

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

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

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

“Cheating?”

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

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

“What if the man seduces her?”

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

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

Her face perked up.  “What?”

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

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

“You were afraid they would be hurt?”

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

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

“What conversation?”  She smiled nervously.

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

Sally gulped and went pale.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 4

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Sally raised her eyebrow.

“I guess not.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Practice?”

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

“Other powers?”

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

…

Sally walked around Dan, examining his posture. 

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

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

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

“Fine.” He turned around and braced himself.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

…

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

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

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

“Dan!?  I told you not to hurt him.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

…

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

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

They awkwardly smiled and laughed.

“So what did you want to talk about?”

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

“Why is that?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Would you two be heroes if you could?”

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

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

“You go to the club?”

“Why not?”

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

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

“No, actually.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 5

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sally Comet fought Emboss?”

“No, she was training him.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Whatever.  Why is it my fault?”

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

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

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

“Need to know what Sand…Cygnus?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Silvi, why is Sally here?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He grinned.  “Did you want a ride?”

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

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

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

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


Chapter 6

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

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

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

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

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

“Now, please let us go.”  He cried.

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

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

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

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

“Who the fuck are you?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Sir?” Dan called to the cowering victim.

“Y..yes?”

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

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

“She’s hurt?”  Dan interrupted.

“Yes, she sliced her arm.”

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

“You’re not going anywhere.”

The endless torrent of curse words was quite irritating.

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

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

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

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

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

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

…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Why what?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah!  You just pay them!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Dan!”  Sally yelled.

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

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

…

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

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

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

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

“How is she doing that?”

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Subcommander.”

…

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

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

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

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

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

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

“But?!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Book 3: Stolen by Reverse World Aliens


Chapter 1

Dan woke up hearing voices in his head.  At first, they were unintelligible, but soon basic words came to him in English.  The sentences were generic, like the sort of things you’d read in a language course.  The talking became faster and contained more words he could understand.  When the speaking became too fast, he felt like his head would explode; he opened his eyes and gasped.

He found himself lying on his back on a cushioned examination table.  He tried to get up but found his arms and legs simply wouldn’t move.  Dan tested all the parts of his body that could move, but found that only his diaphragm and the muscles in his face would work.  He could breathe, swallow, and look around, but he couldn’t really move his head.

The room was clearly alien in nature.  It was sleek, futuristic, and covered with video screens.  His eyes swung to a figure at a computer terminal.  The person in question was clearly an alien.  They had green skin with purple freckles and had two classic antennae.  Apart from that, she looked fairly human and actually cute.  The alien looked female, with shoulder-length dark purple hair; she had larger breasts and a more petite butt.  She wore big, round glasses that gave her a nerdy look.  The uniform she wore hugged her body and really complemented her figure.

She was typing intently at the terminal when she realized she was being watched.  She walked over to him in a shuffling, skipping gait like she was excited. 

She wiggled a little and bent over him, the uniform showing just enough cleavage to be sexy. “Hello, specimen 469!  I am Ensign Donadd.  It’s a pleasure to meet you.  Congratulations!  You have been selected for the Gatanaxian cross-pollination program!”

“I’m so happy,”  Dan replied, not even making the obvious statement to be let go. 

“Hey!  This is great.” She tapped on her tablet.  “You’re in the 99th percentile for acquiring language through the engram-implanter.  Well done!”

“How come I can’t move Donadd?”

She wiggled her nose and booped his nose with her finger.  “Because you’d likely tear me limb from limb and destroy the ship, silly head.  Your brain is under a very complex electromagnetic field that prevents signals from reaching your muscles.  Otherwise, you’d easily break out from any restraint we put on you.  Downing a military droid in only a few seconds was impressive.”

“I’m flattered.”  He signed.  “So what happens now?  You just keep me frozen forever?”

She nodded, and her antennae flicked.  “That is a possibility.  We’re going to monitor your brain for violent impulses and susceptibility to re-education.  If you flunk that test, yes, life will be boring until your balls stop producing sperm.  Then you get incinerated!  Isn’t that nice?”

“You’re mad.”

“You can’t take a joke.”  She stuck out her tongue.  “I’m going to put that in your file.”

“I take it you’ve abducted me to impregnate as many of your people as possible?  Why don’t you just take one of my nuts and leave me back on Earth?”

“Well, one thing is you’re impenetrable.  Literally, we’ve tried everything we have.  We can’t even give you so much as a papercut.  Secondly, Gatanaxians need more than just sperm.  I’ll have you know that my species is in the top ten list of creatures with high libidos.”  She leered at him and licked her dark green lips with a long purple tongue.

She bent over, and Dan realized he was completely nude.  He found that out because Ensign Donadd was lazily stroking his manhood.  The alien was a seven in hotness and a nine in cuteness, so he obviously responded to her stimulation.

She grinned devilishly.  “I love compliant specimens, 469.”

“Call me Dan.”  He closed his eyes and tried not to look like she was doing a good job.

When he opened his eyes again, he saw that she was blushing a deep green.  “No one’s ever told me their name.  I usually have to put a ball gag in their mouth.”  She looked at his penis.  “I think your penis is in the 80th percentile for size, but  95th in hardness.  Nice.”

“I take it you’re not a size queen?”

“You get some real monsters around here.  Big and floppy, and you have to do so much work to get them hard.”  She rested her chin on her hand on the edge of the examination table.  “Then they can barely fit.  Sorry, this girl just isn’t into that.”  She put her thumb on his dick hole and massaged it, causing the precum to come out even faster.  “I see you’re enjoying this.”

“You’re sexually assaulting me.”

“Oh no!  I’m hurting you so much.”  She started stroking in a figure eight pattern that made his eyes roll into the back of his head.  “Call the space police, I made this guy’s dick hard.”

“No… means…No,”  He gritted his teeth.

“Really.  What if I did this?”  She went out of his field of vision.  He felt a pleasant warmth and softness on his engorged cock, while his shaft still had a hand gripping it.

“I’m sucking your cock… Dan.”  She giggled before she made more slurping noises.

“Ah, fuck.” Ensign Donadd clearly was good at giving head.  His brain fought itself on how to respond. “Do you do this to every guy?”

“Nuh uhh,”  She said as she choked on his cock.  He tried to move any part of his body and found he could feel he could move the barest amount of his pinky toe.  Progress, I guess.  He thought.

He wanted to ask more questions, but he really liked the blow job.  Especially since she started humming while deepthroating him, he kept working his little toe, hoping to get more movement, and he also expressed his appreciation for her expertise.

“Donadd, your mouth is so fucking hot.  Do you fuck as good as you suck?  Don’t answer that, keep going until I blow my load.”

Donadd giggled again and went into high gear, taking him to the hilt.  She pet his balls affectionately as they constricted to the base of the cock.  She would then pinch his nipples and bob her head quickly.  A few more minutes of her mouth music pushed him over the edge.  The alien abductor was lucky she had her face all the way down his shaft when he blew.  The immense load streamed down her gullet, and he pulsed a tremendous amount of ejaculate directly into her stomach.  She suckled the cock like it was a cow’s teat, milking every drop of cum that remained in his urethra.

Donadd growled and climbed onto the examination table.  “Why didn’t you tell me you were going to cum!?  All that delicious semen of yours is now wasted!”  Her black eyes flashed in anger.  “I could have used that as your specimen!  I could have used it to...”  She pouted.  “Now it’s in my tummy.  I can feel it sloshing around inside of me!”

Dan was breathing heavily now at her aggressive posture and sexy talk.  His penis rose to attention, and Donadd could feel his thickness between her legs.  Her eyes opened wide before changing to bedroom eyes.

“Let my arms go, Donadd, I want to feel your sexy body with my hands.”

Donadd groaned before shaking her head.  She bent down and started kissing him adoringly.  They made out, and that only made Dan harder.  He tried backing away, but couldn’t move.

“Donadd… Donadd!”  He said, muffled through her kisses.  “Let me fuck your pussy.”

“I’m not allowed to.  It’s against regulations.  I’m only supposed to collect specimens.”  She was looking at him desperately, and she was shaking like a leaf.

“I don’t care if it’s against regulations, Donadd.  Let me do something to make you feel good.  I’m going crazy here.”

She put her head on his upper chest.  She smelled exotic and flowery.  “I do want you inside me, Dan.  It’s been a long time since I’ve done anything more.”

Her antennae were right at Dan’s lips.  He extended his tongue and started to flick her cute pink-tipped antennae.  She immediately gasped before moaning loudly.

“You fucking bastard!  How did you know I was twisted like that!?”   She started mewling.  “Suck it …. p please.”

“I’ll suck it if you put your snatch down on my fuck rod.  I’ll suck those head-clits of yours so good you won’t be able to think straight.”  He sincerely hoped this was the kind of dirty talk aliens liked.  “If you let me touch you, I’d rub them too.”

Donadd started panting.  “Yes!  I’ll do anything.  I’ll let you fuck my pussy, just don’t stop!”  She kicked off her white leather boots and pulled down her elastic futuristic pants, revealing two smooth green legs freckled with purple dots.

She kept her head right where he could lick her antennae.  The alien took his member and rubbed it against her purple labia.

“I want this so bad, Dan.  It’s not wrong to put it in, right?”

“Do it, Donadd.”  He started to suck on the tip of her antennae.

“Oh, Dan!”  She pushed down and impaled herself on his girthy human cock.  “It’s just right.  What were the chances?” She quickly started slamming her pelvis down on his crotch.

Dan played with her antennae before sucking harder and dancing the tip of his tongue on their tips.  He sucked them like they were nipples.

“I’m so perverted, Dan!  I love your fucking mouth when it does that.”  She started pinching his nipples.

“Don’t pinch my nipples.  I want you to cum first.”

Her moans and whining filled the room.  Instead of pinching him, she ran her fingers through his hair and tugged at it once in a while.

Her pace and intensity told Dan that she was already close.  He thought about it a little and then put her whole antenna in his mouth and sucked on it.

Donadd screamed in ecstasy and whimpered as she squirted all over Dan’s body.

“So fucking good.  So… fucking good, Dan.” 

Dan grunted as his balls churned and his essence shot up inside the alien’s twat.  His body could now be raised an inch or two off the table, which really helped him finally orgasm.  She kissed him repeatedly until she slumped onto his body.

A soft bell rang out.

Donadd yelped.  “Oh crap!  I have to report to the subcommander!”  She leapt off him with cum dribbling down her matcha colored thighs and proceeded to jam her legs back into her pants.

“So much for cuddling.”  Dan grimaced. His crotch was covered in drying fluids.

“I’m sorry.  I’m so sorry.  I’ll get back as soon as I can.”

“When will that be?”

Donadd shrugged.  “Subcommander may have dinner with me.  It might take a while.”  She came up and kissed him again.  “I promise I’ll make it up to you.”

Dan said nothing, knowing the next few hours in captivity would drag.

She hopped as she slid her last boot on when she left the room.  Then there was silence except for the hum of the engines and the air coming from the vents.

“I guess I’ll take a nap.”  Dan shut his eyes and tested his body again.  The mind shackles were loosening even further.  He could rotate his feet and hands.  The forearms were starting just to budge off the surface of the table.  He surmised that his body was growing a resistance to the immobilization as it had against Deleria’s mind control.  He was just dozing off when he heard the faintest sound of licking and felt the pleasure of a tongue cleaning the mess off his junk.  Dan’s eyes shot open, and he tilted his head forward just enough to see the white hair of a certain superheroine.

“Cygnus, what the fuck are you doing here?”  He looked around in desperation for a means to get away.

“I’m cleaning you up.”  The look on her face was pure seduction.  “Who would have thought we would finally be together like this?” She opened her mouth and took his cock deep into her throat.  He was instantly hard again.

“Stop it, Cyggi, I don’t want this.”  He strained his body, not knowing if he would orgasm before he freed himself.

She jacked him off while voicing her retort.  “Come off it, Dan.  That alien did the same thing to you, and I didn’t hear any screams.  Well, I heard hers, but none came from you.  Is it because you’re a little fuck boy who can’t keep it in his pants?”

“I’m not wearing any pants, Cygnus.  I literally couldn’t resist.”  He grimaced.  “This is different, you are going to free me anyway, right?”

“Not until I’m satisfied.”  She ducked down and started licking and sucking his balls.

Dan’s mind swam with conflicting emotions.  He initially didn’t want Cygnus anywhere near him, but now he thought about how Sandra would never have done the things that Cygnus was eagerly performing.  He remembered their budding relationship back in his old world,  the first awkward lovemaking.  His mind betrayed him.  Cygnus’s voice was Sandra’s voice; their bodies were the same.  Only the hair and the powers were different.

“Oh fuck that’s good, Cygnus.”  He gulped and then inhaled deeply.

“I knew you’d see it my way.”  She got up and straddled him.  “You’re not going to cum in my mouth, Danny.  Every drop of you is going right here.”  She put her hand on her belly.  “I’ve dreamt of this moment from the first day I saw you on that video.  Having a man that I can’t break inside of me just drives me wild.”

“No.  Not yet.”  He looked away.  “You got me too close.  If we do it, I’ll just blow.  I … I don’t want to disappoint you.  Take a ride on my face.”

Cygnus’s look at the start of his sentence was frustrated, by the time he finished talking, she was taking off her lower super suit and presenting her ample booty to his face.  Her pussy was trim and smooth, and Dan gave in to the moment and attacked her gash with his tongue.

“I’m sorry, Dan.  I can’t help myself.  Your dick is right here begging to be sucked.”  She choked his rod and sucked on his knob.

Dan tried to distract himself by working against the mind shackles.  It felt like his arms were stuck to the table, and every time he struggled, it came away a bit further.  Her clit was large and engorged, and he sucked on it and drove his meaty tongue down on it, causing Cygnus to moan.  He desperately wanted to grab her rear end and knead her buttocks.  He strained with all his might while he sucked on her clit, and then, just like that, his arms broke free.

His hands came down on her ass like a double spank.  This caused the white haired vixen to come up for air.  “Spank me, Danny!  I’ve been such a bad girl.”

He squeezed her buttocks, feeling the softness of the skin, the squishiness of the layer of fat over powerful glute muscles.  Cygnus’s body was essentially perfect.  She seemed designed to entice men.  He swatted and sucked and spanked.  His rhythm and pressure were just right because he could tell she was catching up to him in terms of reaching orgasm.

“Fuck my pussy with your tongue, Danny.  I’m so close.”  She started humming while she blew him, which was his secret weakness.  He groaned before sticking out his tongue as far as he could.  He then pulled her rump down on him and penetrated her with a fat tongue.

They both reached completion at the same time.  Dan felt her squeeze his head in her thighs and clamp down and pulse with her pussy.  Cygnus wasn’t so lucky and got her face and hair covered in his spunk.  Dan didn’t wait long before feeling frustrated at not getting to fuck that pretty pussy of hers.  He pushed her up and over before breaking completely free of his restraints.

“Won’t we trigger alarms?”  Dan muttered?

“Don’t worry, I have a knack for disabling them.”  She pointed to her head while scraping off the cum from her face.  “Damn it.  That was supposed to go inside of me, you jerk.  Hey, what are you doing?”

“I’m going to have you the way I’ve always wanted to.”  He took her and pushed her over the edge of the examination table face down.  Her legs reached the ground, and her round ass was there for the taking.

“Hey, wait, I never had sex like…..ahhhhh!”  Cygnus gasped as Dan slammed his cock, balls deep, in her sloppy pussy.  With one hand, he grabbed her waist, and with the other, he pulled her silky white hair enough to make her head pop up.  He furiously railed her.

“Dan!  Aaagh!”  She started to lose her mind.  His thrusts into her cunt made meaty slapping sounds.

“Your slit is tight, Cyggi.”  Her pussy was looser than Red’s or Sally’s, but he wasn’t about to insult a girl while his dick was kissing her cervix.  It felt right to be rough with Cygnus.  She didn’t deserve to have affectionate love.  Deep down, he still felt betrayal, and it showed in his fucking.

“Is this how you like it bitch?” Dan grunted, not slowing his pace.

“Yeah!  Just, ah, ah, ah, ah, like that, Danny.  You fuck me so good!  Fill me up with your cum, put a baby inside me.”  She reached around and pulled her ass cheeks apart to let him fuck her more deeply.

“I bet Dick Hazel fucked you like this every night.  Didn’t he?!  You fucking slut.”  He spanked her hard, leaving a red hand mark that no regular male could have done.

“Mmmmmwahhhhh!  No!”  She bucked up against him.  “Only you fuck me like this!”  She squirted all over the blue plastic leather of the examining table.  She started to whine and moan.

“Bullshit bitch!  I don’t believe a word your slutty mouth says.  I’m just another cock to you.”  He did tip-to-hilt thrusts, making her rock forward on each plunging of her hole.

“Don’t say that!  I can’t stop coming.  How could I go back after this!?  This cunt only craves your cock now.”  Her moans were no longer sexy but vulgar and primitive. 

“Say my name!”  He swatted her ass.

“Danny!” she squealed.

“Who makes you cum!?”  He swatted her again.

“Danny does!  Danny makes me cum!”

“Who owns your pussy now?”

“You do!  Aaaaaahgghhh!” She gave one last orgasm before going limp.

“Fuck!” He buried his dick deep inside of her and released a huge load right at the back of her canal, coating her cervix in a generous amount of superhuman spunk.  When he finished, he didn’t realize he was a bit teary-eyed himself.  He pulled out of her, and a thick, gooey stream of ejaculate poured out of Cygnus's now slightly gaping pussy.

What the fuck have I just done?  He put his back to the cold metal table and slid down, clutching his head.

“Danny’s pussy.  Danny owns my pussy now.”  Cygnus got on her back and hugged her knees.  Her face was covered in goo, tears, and streaked mascara, but her smile was genuine.  She hummed to herself in satisfaction as the spaceship flew further away from Earth.


Chapter 2

Dan had found something that looked like a tunic and got dressed; his suit was nowhere to be seen.  Cygnus eventually recovered from the rough lovemaking they had just enjoyed, but she was now always drifting into his personal space.  It was a little unnerving, but when he looked into her face, he only saw someone who was falling in love with him.

“Did you manage to find out where the bridge of this ship is?”  He tried to keep things professional now that he could move and put up some form of defence from her advances.

“No, I was watching over you, Dan.  I didn’t know what they were going to do, so I stayed and watched.”  She turned her toes inwards, betraying her embarrassment.

“Why didn’t you stop her?” He raised his eyebrow.  “Did you like watching an alien fuck me?” 

She got close and drew circles on his chest with her finger.  “Watching you have sex was such a turn on.  I was so Jealous of that green girl.  It sounded like you could understand what she was saying.”

“I think they drilled their language into my brain.  Come on, we have to figure out if there’s a ship map.”  The pair drifted off the ground and flew down the ship’s corridor.

…

Subcommander Corobo and Ensign Donadd were in the officers’ mess, eating Earth lobster and steak they had stolen with one of the drones while the main force was stealing men.

Corobo stuffed a morsel of lobster claw in her mouth and spoke at the same time.  “They call it surf and turf because it has aquatic and land animal protein on the same plate.  They’re quite amusing, these humans.”

The ensign tried to enjoy her meal, but Dan’s cum was slowly oozing out of her and making her crotch a sloppy mess under the uniform.  “I see Subcommander.  It is delicious.”

“So, how is the medical testing going on specimen 469?  I’ve been too busy arranging the repairs on the drone swarm to review your work.”

“He has shown himself to be impervious to any attempts to damage his body.  The only weapon that seemed to work was the military-grade taser, designed to stun creatures a thousand times his size.  The mind-shackling device was effective, but it required quite a bit of tuning to work properly.  It was as if he was able to disrupt the field unconsciously.”

Corobo wiped her mouth with a napkin.  “Interesting.  Keep me posted if he shows signs of possibly escaping.”  Ensign Donadd nodded.  “How are his conventional vitals?  Sperm count and the like.”

Donadd stumbled to find the words to hide the fact that the first of 469’s samples were in her stomach and between her legs.  “He’s as hale as they come.  His demeanor is extremely compliant to reeducation.  The specimen can even be affectionate at times.  I doubt there would be much value in reeducation.  The mind shackle was difficult to adjust at first, so I will be pulling my first sperm counts on my next shift.”

The ensign could see the subcommander’s disappointment.  “I had wished to send an entire report on the next telecom burst.  I suppose I can hold off another eight hours.  How are the other specimens, the mundane humans?”

“Ah, yes.  None of them required special examination.  The droids did all the work.  Two hundred and twenty-five breeding males.  All of them are within one standard deviation of the galactic average for fertility.  The average sperm count seems to be 12 percent higher, though.  They’re all in hypersleep, ready for processing when we reach the depot.”

Corobo thumped the dining table.  “If we didn’t have those damned superpowered humans hounding us, we could have pulled thousands of samples.”  She then shrugged.  “But that super male specimen easily outweighs that loss.  If the Gatanaxians can start producing offspring of that quality, we could really turn the war around and get our population levels back up.”

“I see.”  Said Donadd.

“And the last item for discussion is the ship.  How are the systems faring?”  The officer put her fork and knife together, and an android quickly swept them away, leaving a cup of blue-hued coffee.

“Despite the drone losses,  all systems are nominal.”  Donadd ate a forkful of asparagus.  “The loss of the military drone was significant.  I don’t think the standard drones can carry the heavy-duty tasers required to bring down Terran superhumans.  Perhaps we can reconfigure them to be faster if we sacrifice the knockout gas system.”

She continued.  “The ship is unharmed.  The Terrans lack any space combat capabilities.  I found several landing sites on their moon, and their ocean water is tolerable for the ship’s hull as well.  So if we come back better prepared, we could commence full male exfiltration.”

“That’s bang up work, Donadd.”  She raised her coffee as a toast.  “We sure pulled the fat out of the fire on this one.”

“Thank the automated systems, not me.  It’s just the two of us here; the rest are all robots.”

“But the androids and drones need proper guidance and insight—an insight you give.  I’m happy I chose you to be my second in command.  Being part of a supercarrier harvester is a big responsibility.”

“Yes, I know, subcommander.”  Donadd nodded.  “Ever since I got into secondary school, I wished to travel the stars seeking out new partners for Gatanax.  It sounded like so much fun.”

“But you also heard of the perks, eh?” Corobo winked.  “Always able to be the first to taste a new species?”

Donadd blushed.

“Don’t deny it.  It’s one of the reasons why you probably got the job.  Sexually testing everything that comes through the hangar can be a nerve-racking experience.  Remember the Taurans?”  Corobo rolled her eyes.  “Complete loss.  Zero compatibility in copulation and pregnancy survival.  Had to liquidate the entire sample set.”

“That was disappointing.  They seemed so eager.”

“Anyway, you get some rest and get that sperm sample in the analyzer first thing tomorrow morning.  I’ll see you later.”

Donadd got up and walked through the empty mess hall to the exit.  Androids bowed as she passed.  The Gatanaxian population had declined so much over the past few decades that robots had to serve in many non-critical roles on board anything but the front-line combat ships.

She pressed the button to open the door when she saw the face of her lover and a female Terran wearing an all white bodysuit.  The female’s eyes glowed white.

Dan put his finger to his mouth and pulled her outside.

“How many of you are there?”  Dan spoke in Gatanaxian.

“Just me and the subcommander.”

“I’m not talking about dinner, I’m talking about the ship.”

“Yes, the entire ship.”   Donadd started to shake.  “It’s all automated.  It’s just us two, you two, and the rest of the specimen set in the storage bay.  P…please don’t kill me.”

Dan relaxed his stern face.  “Don’t worry, I’m not a killer.  Give me a moment, I’ll come back with your friend.”

“She has a weapon.”

“I don’t care.”  Dan sniffed and went into the mess.

Corobo was smoking a cigar and looking out the star-filled porthole of the ship when she heard the door slide open.

“Donadd, was there something else you wanted to talk about?”  She turned around to see a Terran in a tunic at the other end of the mess hall.

“Get back to your room, specimen!”

“No.”

“I’ll be forced to liquidate you!”

Dan put up a curved version of his shield and floated quickly down the vast hall.  The alien drew a shiny pistol and started blasting.  The bolts of energy caused Dan’s forcefield to glow and shimmer, but he didn’t stop.

When he got within five feet of the subcommander, the pistol was smoking, and she had to drop it from the heat.  Dan noticed that she was trembling and had just wet herself.

“That’s pathetic.”  He made a face of disapproval.

“I know.”  She pulled what looked like a taser from her officer’s jacket when Dan wound up and bitch slapped her.  She sailed in the air to land on top of a dining table.

“Cygnus, we’re clear.”

The white haired supe walked in, pushing Donadd in front of her.

“We’re going to need something to bind her with.  Bind both of them.”

Cygnus looked at an android.  “I think these guys must have a good few feet of cable running through them.  I could tear it apart, and we could tie them up with the wires.”

Donadd gulped before speaking.  “There’s a security storage closet down the hall.  You can’t get in without my access.  There are weapons and restraints.”

Dan looked at her.  “Why are you helping us?”

“Easy.”  She smiled weakly.  “I’ve seen what you both can do.  I don’t want to die.  The ship won’t work without a Gatanaxian controlling it.”

“She’s Cygnus.”

Cygnus's ears perked up at hearing her name in the nonsense tongue of the Gatanaxian.

Donadd bowed.  “Ne plantha doruk Cygnus.  Kalamanth.”

“Uh, pleased to meet you too.”  Cygnus gave a slight nod.

Dan Fireman carried the subcommander, and the supes followed Donadd down the hallway.

The alien weaponry looked vicious, while the restraints seemed flexible enough to work on a monkey or an elephant.  Dan pulled a few off the rack and stuffed some more in his pocket.  He set the groggy alien and put the restraints on her.  Elegant metallic tendrils sought out the wrists and wrapped them in a silvery, unbreakable braid.

“Now do me,”  Donadd remarked. 

Dan raised his eyebrow but agreed.  When he put the cuffs on her, he saw her bite her lip and blush.

She looked up at him with longing eyes.  “I’ve always wanted to be tied up.  Just to see what it would be like.” Her antennae flicked nervously.

Dan shook his head and sighed.  “You are oversexed.  Now take us to the bridge.”

“Yes, Dan.”  She looked down in embarrassment.

After ten minutes of walking and taking the elevators, the four had finally reached the large control bridge for the supercarrier.  A wide, thick window let the humans see the incredible size of the supercarrier.  The stars moved as the ship moved faster than light.

“It’s massive!”  Cygnus marveled.

“How many people is she supposed to hold?  How many men did you intend to take?”

Donadd looked away.  “Eventually, all of them.  It looked like Terrans were easy to put into stasis, so we could probably hold a few million if we packed them tight.  We’d set up an automated harvesting base in a remote location.  The carrier would ferry the shipments to a space depot we’re currently heading to.   Complete depopulation of males would take years, but we’d get better at it and bring more ships.”

“Disgusting.”  Dan spat.

“Is it disgusting to keep your species alive?”  Donadd looked back at him defiantly.  “The universe is a dangerous place.  We needed to take from the neighboring civilizations enough so that we could prosper.”

Dan faced her and got close.  “Humanity then has every right to oppose you in every way.” He lifted her chin.  “Turn this ship around.”

“I’ll do it on one condition.” Her lips trembled.

“What?”

“That you let me live on Earth and guarantee my safety.”  She grabbed his tunic with her bound hands.  “If I do this, I can never go home again.”

“Mmm… mutiny.”  Corobo was finally regaining consciousness.

“What?” Dan muttered in her direction.

“This is a damned mutiny, Donadd.  I’ll have your fucking head.  I’ll have your family’s heads as well.”

“Nope, you’re coming with us back to Earth.  You’re going to be locked up for a long time.”

Corobo strutted to the captain’s chair and sat down.  She looked at him mockingly.  “Not if I have anything to say about it.”  She revealed a hidden control panel and mashed the big red button.  The Subcomnander and chair descended into a hole that opened up beneath her.

“No!”  Donadd yelped.  “I didn’t know the captain’s chair was hooked to an escape pod!”

Off the port bow, they saw a flash and a modest shuttle craft rocket away from the carrier.  It was starting to glow blue, as if it were going to travel faster than light in a different direction.  Ensign Donadd flew to a console and furiously worked the controls.  The bridge vibrated as the supercarrier's weapons hummed to life.

“Fire!”  Donadd yelled.  A dozen pink beams lanced through the shuttlecraft before the fuel tanks exploded.  Debris fell away from the carrier's hull, pushed away by the ship’s deflector bubble.

“You killed her!”  Cygnus yelled.

“Why did you do that?”  Dan grabbed Donadd by her uniform.  “Couldn't you have captured her?”

Donadd teared up.  “She was seconds away from going FTL.  That escape pod had quick warm-up engines.  There was no other way.” She started crying.  “You think I wanted to kill her?  I’m not a monster.”

Cygnus walked up.  “She might have sent a message to her leaders.”

Dan shook Donadd and said,  “Well, did she radio your bosses?”

“No.”  She went to the terminal.  “I’m not detecting any com burst.  She was likely too busy going to FTL.”

“What communications have you sent to your homeworld, Donadd?”

“From what I can remember, Corobo didn’t send anything yet.  She was still waiting for information about you.  I’ll check the logs to confirm.”

“So they must be waiting for a message.”  Dan held his chin.

“I think the only way to keep us safe is to give a quarantine warning.”  Donadd pulled herself together.  “I’ll then send them a last course plot showing a decaying orbit around Jupiter.  It’s rare, but I’ve heard missions go sideways like this from time to time.  If the war with the alliance continues, they might cover it up and act like Terra doesn’t exist.”

Dan explained this to Cygnus, and she nodded. “That’s probably the best we’re going to get under the circumstances.”  She looked at the supercarrier’s weapons. “If they return, our only defence will be supes.  Human technology couldn’t reach this sophistication in a hundred years.”

“Donadd, take us back to Earth.”

“Swear you’ll guarantee my safety.” 

“Promise never to harm Earth again.”  Dan looked deep in her eyes and held her. “Send the message and turn us around, and I’ll guarantee no harm will come to you.”

“I promise.  I swear it.  If you take these cuffs off, I can get started.”  She sniffled.

He took the cuffs off, and the tendrils of metal slunk back into their capsule.  The alien clung to Dan, hugged him, and cried.  “I’m sorry.   I’m so sorry.  I get to work right away.  It’s going to take some time to make the transmission look flawless.” 

Cygnus raised her eyebrow.  “That’s quite a reversal in loyalty.”

“What’s the alternative, Cygnus?  You risked your life to save me.  Do you just want to throw away the only opportunity to get back?  If you didn’t stow away, the Earth would have had a war on its hands, and I would have been forced to be a stud for the rest of my life, chained to a table.”

Cygnus’s pale skin blushed, and she bit her lip.

“Come on, Cygnus, get your mind out of the gutter.”

“Sorry Dan.  Don’t put pictures like that in my mind.”

…

Days later, the supercarrier got into a standard orbit around Earth.  The world’s radio antennas blasted out warnings, threats, and petitions for peace.  Donadd replied, giving a request for formal first contact, and the radio messages dropped to nothing.

“They’re talking amongst themselves.”  Dan muttered.

“Dan,  I need to do something if I’m going to go down with you.  Could you just come to the med bay and be with me?  It’s a short procedure, but I’m squeamish.”  Dan nodded and followed, leaving Cygnus in charge of the bridge.  The androids had picked up English and were rather polite to her.

Donadd lay naked on her belly in surgery underneath a giant surgery robot.  It daubed iodine liquid all down Donadd’s neck with a sponge.

“What’s going on?”  Dan asked.

“I’m getting a neural link to the supercarrier control network.”  Donadd shut her eyes.  “That way, I can control all the androids, drones, and the carrier without risk of anyone hacking in.  I’ll be in complete control.  We can’t let the wrong people get their hands on this tech.”  She dozed off after the surgeon robot injected a large needle into her green buttock.

“Nighty night.”

The robot proceeded to open up her back and replace three of her vertebrae with cybernetic replacements.  It placed the neck bones in a bag, and a hovering drone flew it away.  It patched her up and sprayed green replacement skin on her back. 

After a small injection again, she fluttered her eyes and got up, covering her nakedness.

Dan handed her her uniform.  “Do you feel any different?”

She thought for a moment.  “It’s like there’s a door in my mind, and behind it is a replica of the bridge.  There are intelligences on the bridge that I can talk to.  I can shut the door and cut them off if I want.  I can also control almost any Gatanaxian device.”  The surgeon robot waved its scalpel at Dan.  Dan waved back, making Donadd giggle.

“Does it hurt at all?”

“No, just a dull ache.”  She cracked her neck.  “Quick, let’s get to the shuttle.  I want more surf and turf.  I’ve set up the first contact meeting on Martha’s Vineyard.”


Chapter 3

Ensign Donadd, now just Xela Donadd, took another lobster claw and cracked it with an old-style shellfish cracker.  Dan, Cygnus, and Donadd were sitting at a dining table under a tent put up by the US Space Force on Chappaquiddick Island’s East Beach.  Martha’s Vineyard now had more military ships surrounding it than could be docked in San Diego.  The weather was pleasant, and the wind was not too strong this evening.

Donadd flicked her antennae as she dipped the morsel into hot butter and tossed it in her mouth.  The president gave an impatient cough.

Dan laughed.  “Ms. President, I’m very sorry, but our visitor just really likes our seafood.”

The elegant, aged woman smiled like a politician.  “That may be so, but now it’s time to discuss terms.”

Donadd chewed.  “Terms for what?”

“For humanity’s surrender, of course.”

The alien choked.  “Surrender?!  What are you talking about?”

The president scoffed.  “Don’t play innocent with me, Ms. Donadd.  NSA and CIA both confirmed with NASA that your supercarrier has enough firepower to destroy our cities and turn the top three inches of topsoil of the arable land into a toxic cocktail.  Your deflectors would stop our defensive weapons.  Humanity wants to survive.  What are your terms?”

Donadd looked at Dan and Cygnus, not knowing what to say, just being a junior officer.  Dan, who thought honesty was the best policy, came to her aid.

“Ms. President,  Donadd isn’t looking to conquer.  She’s looking for asylum.”

President Garum raised her eyebrow.

Dan continued.  “She wants to make amends for what she just participated in.” When he said that, the president seemed very confused, but he continued.  “She wants to return the people they abducted.  She’s willing to provide planetary defence using the supercarrier and to transfer peaceful technologies to humanity over time.  All she’s looking for is a place to live.  If her leaders found out she was still alive and the ship was intact, they might send ships to retrieve it.”

Donadd wiped her mouth.  “Gatanax is a parasitic race, taking males from other worlds.  But we abhor the level of destruction you describe.  Planets that can harbor life are so rare.  It would be like burning a forest after collecting some insects from it.”  She set down her cracker and tiny fork in the center of her plate.  “I may not be a good person, but I want to become one.”

The president relaxed a little and gave a faint smile.  She pointed to her chest.  “You’ve just added some years back on this old woman’s ticker.  Where would you like to live?  Montana?  Nevada?  Texas?”

“Boston, please!”  The alien patted her lap excitedly.  “I want to live with Dan.”

Cygnus craned her neck.  “I never agreed to that!”

Dan sighed.  “I guess it’s a bit late to back out of this deal.  He pointed up in the sky.  A giant rectangular ship floated past the moon.  “Her safety was a personal promise, and a deal’s a deal.”

Donadd giggled and hugged Dan.  “I’m so happy!  I’ll do my best.”

Just then, klaxons from the navy ships blasted warnings.  The Secret Service grabbed the president and ran down the beach to an ATV, kicking up sand as they flew back to a helicopter a hundred yards away.

The phalanx protection systems of the navy ships lit up the twilight sky with tracers, seeking out something and attempting to eliminate it.

“Get down!”  Dan put a dome forcefield over Donadd and Cygnus.  The superheroine slammed her hands against the shield, causing it to vibrate as she screamed from inside the bubble.  Donadd cowered under the picnic table.  Dan concentrated and focused his eyes.  He soon saw what the guns were trying to bring down.

He dropped the force field.  “Cygnus, it’s just…”

Wham!

Cygnus and Donadd saw something hit Dan, sending a great mass of sand into the air.  The two screamed, and when the sand finished falling, they ran to the edge of the hole.  Sally Comet and Red Berzerker were both hugging and kissing Dan at the bottom of the impact crater.

“Dan!  I thought we lost you forever.”  Sally cried and squeezed him tight.  Red had her arms around his neck and was kissing him on his ear.

“Girls, you didn’t have to pounce on me that hard.  That actually stung a little.”

Sally got on top of him and pushed him down.  The hole was filling with seawater.  “You were gone for so long!  I was beginning to lose hope!”

Dan was puzzled.  “So long?  We were only gone for a few days.”

Sally shook him.  “You were gone for ten months!”

“What?!”

…

“Ten months.”  Sister In Law pulled her tight curls into a ponytail and pointed at the computer screen showing the supercarrier in space and some graphs.  The group was in the Back Bay Blazers' command center.

“The supercarrier did go faster than light, but it took a while to get to that speed.  You spent a considerable amount of time accelerating at relativistic speeds.  The math is pretty involved, but it checks out.  We all aged faster than you while you went on that little jaunt.” 

Donadd shrugged.  “I thought everyone knew about time dilation.  It comes with the territory of interstellar space travel.”

“Well, most of us are taught it in high school.”  Dan laughed. “We just don’t fly in space at all, so we forget about it.”  He looked at Silvi and Sally.  “I’m really sorry you had to go through that.”  He hugged them.

Cygnus came up behind him.  “What am I, chopped liver?”

The two supes gave Cygnus a dirty look.

Dan didn’t want to say that he didn’t really need Cygnus’s help after all that she went through.  “Silvi, Sally.  Cygnus managed to free me when I was under some form of restraint based on mind control.”

Sally looked Cygnus up and down.  “So you had him all to yourself when he was tied up, huh?  Tell us what happened.”

Cygnus gave a cat-like smile.  “Wouldn’t you like to know?”  Before giving an air kiss.

Sally’s eyes glowed red.

Dan put up his hands.  “Look, it’s been a super long day, and we’re all exhausted.  Donadd and I have to head back to my place.”  The Blazers all looked at him like he was stupid.  He realized and sighed.  “Which has probably been given to some other gigolo from Cloud Nine, because I’ve been gone.”

They all nodded.

Silvi tugged Dan away from the group and sat him down on a couch, and plopped herself down on his lap to have a private chat.

“We wouldn’t have let you go anyway.”  She put her red hair behind her ear and started to nuzzle him.

“What do you mean?  Don’t I have a say in this?”

“Not anymore, sweetie.  Sally and I agreed on the way, you’re going to become a member of the Blazers, and that’s final.  We’re willing to make Donadd a member as well if that’s what you want.”

“But why?”

“I’m never going to lose you again.  Sally said so too.” She put her head on his shoulder.  “We need to protect you and keep you safe.”

“Won’t H & R throw a fit?”

“You saved humanity.  If anyone complains, I’ll shove my hammer so far up their ass they’ll taste iron.”

I love you, Silvi.  He thought about the words.  They rang out like a gong in his mind.  He grabbed her and held on like she was the only solid thing in the universe.  She melted into the hug as if she knew what he had just thought.

…

The veteran Blazers sat around Richard Hazel’s office at H & R.  Richard was having a hard time coming to terms with the new normal.

“No, that cannot happen, Sally.  We had this discussion before.  He’s simply not hero material.”

Cygnus turned on the television and changed the channel to WNN.  Dan and Donadd were shown shaking the president’s hand.  Then there was a playback of the captured video of the battle for Boston, showing Dan fighting the drones on his own.  The title of the segment was, ‘A man saved a woman’s world?’ She looked back at Richard.  “Your argument seems pretty weak, Dick.”

Richard’s face turned red.  “I see that my advice is being ignored.  You’re all sitting on a grenade, and you don’t even know it.  Can’t you see that this little shit can cause you to break up?”

Three of the four girls bristled at his choice of words.  They got up and walked out, leaving Sister-in-Law. 

Sister got up and walked to the desk.  “Richard, you fucked up.  We’re dropping H & R and looking for a new representative.  We may be supes, but we’re human too.”  She took a mint from a bowl on his desk and popped it in her mouth before walking out.

When she was gone, Richard lightly knocked his forehead into his desk at a slow pace.

…

Joan cackled and kissed Dan on the cheek before squeezing both cheeks with her fingers while she held a lit cigarette.  “It’s so good to see you back, Danny.  How are you doing?  When are you going back to Cloud Nine?”

Joan and Dan were sitting outside at a cafe in the North End.  Sally was sitting next to Dan and holding his hand.   Dan was a little weirded out by Silvi and Sally’s increased protectiveness when he got back, but he let it slide, given the circumstances.  The three of them wore sunglasses and hats to avoid being seen by the public.

“Well, you see, I’m done with that part of my life, Joan.”  He looked at Sally.  “The Back Bay Blazers have hired me as a new member.”

Joan raised both her eyebrows.  “Oh.  Getting too big for your britches now, huh?”

“That’s not it.”  He struggled to find the words.

“Don’t worry, Danny.  I’m only busting your balls.”  She chuckled.  “You hit the big time, and now you don’t need the money.  Oh!  Speaking of money.  You’ll need these.  I got these from the department of gender after the DNA samples were checked out.”  She handed him ten envelopes.

Dan looked at the envelopes that were addressed to his Cloud Nine apartment.  “What are these?”

“Your procreation bonuses.”  She punched the air.  “Who knew you’d be so fertile?”

“Fertile?  What are you talking about?” Dan shrugged.

Joan rolled her eyes.  “I keep forgetting you came from the land of sausage.”  She put her finger on the table.  “You get a substantial sum of money for every woman who has a live birth by your sperm. The bonuses go way up if she has a male.”

“But I thought supes were barren.  Something about their immune systems killing the sperm?”

Joan took a long pull on her cigarette and blew it towards the street.  “This wasn’t from your Cloud Nine work.  This was from your gloryhole days.  There are cameras everywhere at Candycade, and we have plenty of your DNA on file.  Believe you me, you’re a dad.  According to the Department of Gender, you are now the father of seven girls and three boys.  They were born while you were in space.  Those envelopes have enough money for you to retire in comfort; you could afford a beach house on the Cape.”

“Ten…children?”

“You made some middle-aged women very happy.  The Candycade is usually the place for women to have one last try at having a child.”

Sally squeezed his hand.  “Dan, you should be happy.  You did well!  So many women don’t get to have children, and you helped them.”

Dan’s mind churned, and after a few moments, he spoke.  “What do I do?  Having a child is a big responsibility.  Do I visit them?  Do I have to pay child support?”

Joan and Sally looked at him like he had two heads.  “Visit them?  Eww.  No.”  Joan shook her head. “That’s not how it’s done, Dan.  Most families don’t want the father involved unless there’s a marriage or a serious relationship.  Families don’t want a sperm donor involved, and especially not one from Candycade.”

“Oh.”  He stared out onto the street.

“The country takes care of its mothers and children, Dan.  There’s nothing to worry about.”  Sally tilted her head and smiled.  “We need as many children as possible to maintain the population. It’s been a struggle for years.  The measures put in place make sure men can help without the fear of entanglements.”

“Ten is a lot of children.”  He shook his head.

“You’re telling me!”  Joan cackled before having a coughing fit.  “If you kept up at the Candycade, you’d have been a millionaire in a couple of months.”

Dan looked at the two women.  “I know it’s only four, but can we go to a bar?  I need to get very drunk.”

…

Dan held his hands over his eyes as Sally and Silvi guided him into his new bedroom at the Blazer’s headquarters.

“Okay.  You can open your eyes now.”  Sally clapped her hands in excitement.

Dan let his hands drop, and what he saw amazed him.  The bedroom was massive.  The views from the window showed small sailboats zigzagging up and down the Charles River.  The canopy bed was two California king mattresses stuck together.  The walls were colored teal with white accents.  The real kicker was that it had a circular podium that had a super suit on a rack.

The suit was blue with yellow piping.  The material seemed a little thicker than the black fuck suit he used to wear.  The belt had clips that held a few of the restraints from the supercarrier.  One shoulder had 'BBB' embroidered with a shooting star logo underneath.

“Is this for me?”

The girls nodded, every one of them smiled, even Sister In Law.

He walked around the suit.  “There’s no mask.”

Silvi walked to him and grabbed his arm.  “There’s no reason to hide anymore, Dan.  Everyone knows who you are.  Your Emboss in the media, and you’re Dan Gadsen to us.  You’re part of the Blazers now.”

“Thank you so much, everyone.”  He started to choke up a little.  “You won’t regret bringing me on.  I promise.”

Dan heard the sound of high heels walking across the stone floor of his new bedroom.  When he turned around, he saw a familiar face.  The business-like lady wore a pantsuit and held a portfolio in one hand.

“Hello, Janice.”  Cygnus walked over to the woman and shook her hand.  “Thanks for coming.  Dan, you remember  Janice Hezeroff?  She was the woman who tried so hard to get you represented at H & R.”

Dan went and shook Janice’s hand.  “Of course I remember.  It’s good to see you again.  But why are you here?  I thought the girls dropped H & R and were in the hunt to find new representation.”

“When H & R refused to represent you, I decided it was best for me to strike out on my own.”  She smiled broadly.  “Hezeroff Talent LLC’s first big client is the Blazers!”

“Wonderful!”  He slapped her on the back.  “Good for you!”

Sally winked at Janice.  “See, I told you he’d be fine with it.”

Dan upturned his hands and explained.  “She was the one pulling for me, and she’s already done so much work with you all beforehand.  It’s a perfect fit.”

“My first order of business is to present my science team’s research on your powers.”

“Don’t I know my own powers?”

“Yes, but there’s something we think you can do but haven’t tried yet.  Let’s go to the briefing room first. I have my slides set up there.”

…

The briefing room had no more than 20 seats and was personal, like a home theater.  Janice stood in front of a display showing Dan’s body in a three-dimensional wire mesh.

“Dan’s powers come from the jump between his parallel world and ours, when he was subjected to heavy doses of tachyon particles.  These doses would have been fatal had he not been between worlds.  Basic superhero stuff, he’s strong, he’s impervious to damage,  he can fly, and when you concentrate, you have super hearing and sight.”

Dan nodded, not hearing anything new.

“You mentioned two times that you developed resistance to control over your will.  The first was with Deleria Tremens, and the second time was the mind shackle.”

Donadd’s antennae dipped.  “Sorry about that, Dan.” 

Dan waved her apology away, “You know we’re good.  Don’t worry about that anymore.”

“We think your resistance is related to your forcefield powers.  We hypothesize that your brain developed a permeable field that blocks attempts at control.  Think of it like an immune system for your brain.”

“Ah, I see.  So no mind control.  Got it.”

“And the last thing I wanted to bring up was your forcefield.  The science team saw that you’re getting finer control over the field, like the dome you put over Cygnus and Donadd a few days ago.

“Heh, don’t bring that up.  Cygnus is still angry at me for that.”

“Don’t nerf your teammates, Dan.”  Cygnus made a face at him.

“I was only trying to protect you.”

Janice put her hands up to calm them.  “We think you can develop your powers much further in this direction.  There’s a possibility to fully encase an object or person in a sphere of the field and move it at incredible speeds.  This may prove invaluable in situations where you need to move vulnerable people or objects away from a disaster.”

“How big can I make the field?”

“We don’t know.”  Janice shrugged.  “The nerds say you should practice hard to develop this power.  You can travel at Mach 2 when you fly at max speed, but whatever you’re carrying will be battered to death by the wind.  We also see the possibility of cutting through doors much faster than bashing them open, and of using it as a battering ram.  The possibilities for this power seem endless.”

“I’ll get started as soon as I can.”

Janice stepped down, and Sally took her place on the presentation dais.  “So our plan for the near future is to get Emboss and Donadd integrated into the team.  I want Dan to go on patrols with each of you except for Donadd.  Dan, I want you to observe and take orders from your teammates.  No heroics yet.”

“Sidekick, got it,”

Sally smirked.  “For now, I guess.”

Donadd raised her hand.  “What will I be doing?”

“You will be spending a whole lot of time across the river at the Institute of Technology as well as in DC.”  Sally interlocked her fingers.  “The Feds want to understand the carrier and drone capabilities you have.  They want to introduce you to FEMA and the Coast Guard and see how you can work together.  You may end up saving more lives than all of us combined.  ”

Donadd smiled wanly.  “I guess that’s OK.  I would have wanted to work with Dan, though.”

“You’ll have plenty of Dan time after, don’t worry.  Just make sure you get a drone ride home to Boston, he’ll be here.”

The alien’s face perked up after hearing that.  “Thank you, Sally.”

“Once you two get through this, Janice will start giving you some training on how to deal with the public and the media.”  She winced.  “And then the worst part.  We’re all going to have to do  interviews now that Dan’s a part of the team.”

The girls all booed and threw balled-up wads of notebook paper at Sally.  Sally zapped them out of the air with her eye beams, causing a smoke alarm to go off.

“Sorry, it’s a reflex,”  she muttered before trying to disable the beeping alarm.


Chapter 4

One of Dan’s favorite things was waking up with his hand firmly planted on the really nice ass of a cute girl.  When he opened his eyes, he saw Silvi’s naked body lying next to him, face down and turned away from him.  Her bottom was smooth and soft, and he gave it some light massaging.

Last night was the first time the two had slept alone together since Dan had returned from space.  Silvi made love like someone who thought the world was going to end; they collapsed from exhaustion, unable to hold each other for another moment.  Now it was morning, and the sun started to peek through the blinds of his new bedroom.

Dan’s hand roamed over her fit body.  There’s no true, perfect female form; there were several.  Silvi was the ideal example of a cute redhead.  Dan and Silvi had gone through a lot, and she had always been a good friend and lover.  The times they spent together at Cloud Nine were incredibly fun.  Some nights, she would just like to cuddle and talk about the day.  Other days, she wouldn’t say a word and let her body do the talking.

Dan didn’t bother resisting his sex drive and moved to cup her breasts.  His manhood instantly rose after he started gently rolling her nipple between his fingers and thumb.  His mouth moved to her ear and nibbled it.  She barely moved, so he thought that she must be asleep.  He now moved his hand lower to her belly, which had the ridges of a six-pack. 

He spoke quietly into her ear.  “Do you know how sexy you are, Silvi?  I want to touch you every time I see you.”  He kissed her neck for a few moments. “You’re one of the sweetest girls I’ve ever known, and while I’m sorry we didn’t meet in the best way possible, I’m still lucky to have met you.”

Silvi woke up and said, “How can a girl sleep when someone’s sweet-talking them this much?”

He moved her top leg in such a way that her foot was now behind his calves, her trim red rose was completely exposed.  His hand made firm circles around her pubis, making her moan and sigh.  The fingers then sought out her gem and stimulated it to attention.

“Silvi, I’m right here.  I want you.”  He curled his middle finger and found the already engorged wrinkly tissue of her G-spot.  The hooked inner stroking of her vagina was slow and deliberate.  Her womanhood was drenched with fluids, making the job of stimulating her even easier.

“Silvi, are you ready for the man who loves you?”  He kissed the back of her neck as he inched down lower by a few inches, still fingerbanging her pretty pink pussy.  He scooched down so his pecker had a better angle of entering her.

His member was dripping clear, viscous precum, begging to be stuffed where it belonged.  He lifted her leg slowly and nuzzled her vulva with the slick red head of his penis.  After a few teases, he thrust up and entered her inviting warmth.

Her moans became higher-pitched and even cuter. “Yes, Danny. Right here.  Mmmmph mmm.”

He continued whispering in her ear.  “I can’t help myself, Silvi, you’re too cute.  I have to fuck you.”

“Dan… you’re so gentle this time.”  She gyrated down on his pole.

“Do you want more?  Do you need a hard fucking?”  He squeezed the inside of her lifted leg with the hand he was keeping it up with. “Or do you want it slow?”

“Mmmmph.  Fuck my pussy hard.  Silvi wants it hard.”

He pulled out of her and rolled her onto her back slowly.  Her eyes fluttered open in the morning sunlight.  He paused for a moment to admire her exquisite and unique beauty.

“I love you, Silvi.”  He plunged into her all the way in.  Silvi accepted every inch of him.  At the same time, her eyes opened wide, and she gasped.  He dipped his head down to suck on each of her breasts for a few moments, which made her buck and mewl.

She wrapped her arms and legs around him. “Break me with your cock you stud!”

The man had held back for so long this morning that he didn’t think twice about her command.  He hammered her vagina with blindingly quick strokes that only a superheroine could handle.  A growl came from his mouth while he clenched his buttocks to give a more forceful thrust. Silvi cried out as she was forced to orgasm in such a rapid manner.  Dan’s foreplay and sex talk had primed her to accept this fast fucking.

“Aaaarrrhhh! Coming!”  Silvi’s cunt clamped down on his cock and sent a stream of fluid up and onto his pelvis. She was now panting as he was only quickening his thrusts. She held onto him and tried to get his attention. “Dan,  look into my eyes when you come.”

Dan nodded and locked eyes with her.  When he was about to explode inside of her, she put on a look of complete adoration. “Dan, I love you too.”

“Argh!”  He managed to keep eye contact for a few moments with her loving eyes as he pulsed thick gobs of semen against her cervix.  It filled her up, and she pulled his head down and kissed him and held him close.

Dan thought to himself.  I am so hooked on her. “I love you so much, Silvi.”

“I’m so happy, Dan.”  She giggled.

“Damn.”  He flopped to her side.  “I’m serious, though.  I want a deep relationship with you.”  He wrapped an arm around her and brought her close.

“I do too.”  She rubbed his belly.  “We gingers have to stick together.  And before you get any old-world ideas in your head, I’m fine sharing you with other women.  Just don’t go back to Cloud Nine or Candycade.  Is that a deal?”

“That’s a deal.”  Images of Sally, Cygnus, Donadd, and Delereia flashed in his mind.

Sally flopped on him, mashing her perfect tits onto his ribs.  “My parents were married, but Dad had a few official mistresses.  Our barbecues were more like family reunions, but they managed to make it work. I think we can too.”  She gave him a peck on the cheek and hugged him.

The pair heard a knock at the door.  Sivli and Dan got under the sheets. “You can come in if you like, whoever it is.” He yelled out.

Sally Comet poked her head through the door. “Rise and shine, sleepy heads!  I’ve got the first patrol with Dan today!”

…

Sally Comet led Emboss down the path of the Charles River Esplanade, desperately wanting to hold his hand.  She had heard Dan and Silvi’s lovemaking through the walls of the Blazer’s headquarters and deeply wanted to think that could be that way with Dan as well.

“How do you like your first patrol, Emboss?”  Sally put on her best smile.

“It’s quite pedestrian, shouldn’t superheroes fly?”  The pair walked down the pavement, drawing looks from just about everyone, even the dogs. “I feel self-conscious.”

Sally waved her hand to dismiss the thought.  “You get used to it after a while.  If you’re walking down the street in full uniform, most people know you’re on patrol and only come when they need help.”

“Shouldn’t this be one of the safest places in the city?”  Dan laughed. “It feels more like a date than work.”

Sally blushed.  “Would that be so bad?”  She made a face at him. “I thought I’d start you off nice and slow and work you up to harder patrols.”

“Don’t misunderstand me, Sally, I’m loving this, and being here with you.”  He patted her back.  “I’m blessed to be taught by the strongest supe in the world.”

“Stop it.”  Sally punched him and sent him flying a good twenty feet, almost knocking him into the dirty water. “Oh my God! I am so sorry.”  She ran over and offered her hand. “Are you okay?”

Dan took her hand and got up.  He started laughing hysterically while he wiped the grass and dirt off himself. “You didn't hurt me at all.  Maybe my pride got bruised. I guess I can’t let my guard down around you at all.” 

Sally frowned. “Yes, you can. Maybe I’m just a little nervous taking on and training the first male superhero in front of the whole world.  She pointed up the river, indicating the helicopters and drones that were following them.”

“I can bring them down if you like.” He winked.

“So can I.”  She glowed her eyes. “It’s super bad press when you destroy cameras.”

“Got it. See, I’m already learning from you.”

They then heard a massive explosion.

“I think it came from Mass Ave.”  Dan looked around, seeing a column of smoke on the other side of the river.

“Follow me, get a bird’s eye.”  She leapt up into the air a thousand feet.  Dan was close on her heels.

“Tell me what you can see, Emboss.”  Sally looked at him.

Dan concentrated. “I see lots of smoke.  Several civilians are injured, maybe a fatality.  I see about a dozen robots, like mecha.  They seem to be fighting a supe.  Obsidian?!”  He turned to Sally. “We have to help her!”  His urge to jump into the thick of things was almost irresistible.

“OK.  Quick plan.”  Sally took on the mantle of leader. “I’ll disable the mecha while you get every civvy out of there.  Be sure to keep their spines straight; your forcefield should help with that.  Bring them across the river.  Call in the fire department and EMTs.  Let’s go!” 

Sally broke the sound barrier, and Dan had to keep up.

…

“What the fuck were you thinking, Obi!”  Deleria Tremens held a massive plasma rifle and braced it with the hood of a car and let a few rounds off, trying to hit a mecha.

Obsidian fought against the machine that was her quarry, hammering it with her fists. “You wanted us to be good girls, Deleria, so I did what any hero would do.  No one breaking open a lab at the Institute of Technology using robots is a good person.  I’m stopping them,”  She punched the mecha’s head, cracking its camera module and setting off a smoldering fire on its head.

Deleria squeezed off a few more rounds, lasering off the mecha’s arm and leg, finally bringing it down.  The chest of the robot opened up to reveal a woman in a jumpsuit and a rocket pack.  She launched herself before Obsidian could get a hold of her.

“Coward!”  Obsidian raised her fist to the sky.  She ripped the plasma rifle out of the mecha’s other arm and handed it over to Deleria. “Here’s a fresh one.”

“Thanks.  There’s still plenty of them.” The goth’s eyes went wide. “Get down!” 

Dee tried to get Obsidian to duck, but it was too late.  A bolt of plasma turned the car they were hiding behind into an exploding bubble of liquid metal.  The pair of would-be heroes were sent flying, impacting into the brick wall of a dormitory.

Deleria’s ears rang out from the explosion, and she couldn’t hear a thing.  Amidst the smoke, she saw pairs of red beams lance back and forth.  She then saw a caped heroine flying around, smashing mecha like they were made of tinfoil.  The machines either exploded or opened up, having a pilot rocket off to escape.

She was just about to pass out when she saw a man in a blue suit hover over her and Obi.

“Dan.”  She mumbled. “You’re back.  You saved us.”

Emboss raised his hands and put a force field under the two women, taking off a millimeter of pavement underneath them to avoid hurting them.  They were then flying over the river.

“Let’s get you somewhere safe.”  He said with a wink.

…

Sally flew over the river to talk with Dan after Sister In Law arrived with the cops to arrest the few attackers who didn’t manage to get away.  When she got there, there were dozens of ambulances lined up taking the casualties that Dan had gotten out of harm's way.

“Emboss.”  Sally touched down behind him and put her hand on his shoulder. “Good work!  It was nice being able to not hold back on those mecha punks, knowing that you had my back with the civvies.”

“Sally.  We need to talk.”  Dan looked uncomfortable.

“What is it?” She turned him around.

“Obsidian and Deleria likely have warrants out for their arrest.”  He pointed to two unconscious girls dressed in black. “They were the first ones to fight back against the mecha.  “They need medical attention, but if they go to a hospital, they’ll get arrested.  Deleria looks like she has some nasty third-degree burns.”

“Emboss,  … what are you asking me to do?”  Sally’s eyes darted between the girls and Dan.

“I’m asking for permission for Donadd to bring over the medical drone and take them to the Blazer’s headquarters.  Give them a few days' rest.  They were trying to get back on their feet when I last saw them.  I wanted to hire them when I wanted to become a vigilante.”

“It’s not right.”  She stammered. “Please don’t ask me to do that.”

Dan’s eyes got wet.  After a brief moment, he turned away from her and started walking to the nearest ambulance that had just pulled up.  “Miss!  Miss!  These two need help; they’re badly burned.”

The doors of the ambulance swung open, and a stretcher came out.  Another ambulance pulled in behind the first.

Sally walked up behind Dan. “Emboss.”

“Yes, Sally.” 

“I’m sorry.”

“I am too.  I know they’re good girls deep down.”  Dan muttered. “I can’t force you to go against your morals.”

“Promise me,” Sally whispered.

He turned around and shook his head.  “Promise you what?  I know I shouldn’t have asked you to do that.  I’m the one who should apologize.”

“Promise me that they won’t do evil.”  She took a deep breath and steeled herself. “Take responsibility for their conduct, and I’ll let them stay at headquarters. If they commit any crime, I’ll have them in lockup so fast they’re heads will spin.”

Dan looked at Obsidian and Deleria. “I promise.  I take responsibility.”

“Okay then.”  She smiled and took his hand.  “I’m willing to go out on a limb for you because I trust you.”

He took her hand and kissed it.  “Right.”  He put a finger to his earpiece.  “Donadd?  Yeah, It’s Emboss.  That’s my supe name. Donadd, it’s Dan.  Do you have my location?  I have two women wearing black clothing who are very badly injured.  Can you bring the medi-drone from Blazer HQ?   Two minutes?  Thanks!”

He turned to Sally to thank her, but she was already gone.


Chapter 5

Dan walked into the central kitchen at Blazer HQ and started making a couple of sandwiches for lunch.  Today, he didn’t have to do too much work because he didn’t have a patrol scheduled.  The kitchen was well stocked with produce and healthy choices.  Sally made sure that there was no junk food around. 

He saw Cygnus’s purse on the counter, which was tipped over.  “You’re always making a mess, Sandra.”  He walked over and began collecting the makeup and other items, putting them into the purse.  What struck him was the prescription bottle amongst the other items.  He just wanted to dump it in the bag, but he wondered what a superhero would need any medication for.  Supes were never sick.  The prescription was for cyclosporine.  He tossed it in the bag and went back to making his turkey on rye.

A couple of moments later, Cygnus flew into the room and grabbed the purse.  For a moment, she looked at Dan with a hint of suspicion. She then replaced it with a cheery smile.

“How’s life treating you, Danny?  Are you ready for patrolling with me?  It’s coming up soon.” 

Dan smiled.  “Yeah, I’m looking forward to it.  What did you have in mind?”

“Oh, I was thinking of doing some ocean patrols.  There’s been some illegal fishing off the coast, hurting local businesses. Foreign ships come and overfish and ruin the ecosystem.”

“Oh, that’s interesting.”  He gave a thumbs-up. “If you send me some notes, I’ll be prepared out of the gate.”

Cygnus clapped her hands. “I’m so glad!  I’ll drop you an email.”  She slung her bag over her shoulder. “Hey Dan, did you happen to look through my bag?”

“No, it was just tipped over, so I put the makeup that spilled out back in it.”

“Right.”  She winced. “I’m such a klutz.  By the way, I wanted to know if you were doing anything for dinner tonight.  I could grab some Kelly Rogers Roasters.”

He cut his sandwiches in half and went to the fridge for a couple of spring waters. “I’ll have to take a rain check, Cygnus.  I was going to play nurse to Obsidian and Deleria; they’ve been resting up, and I figured they’d be bored by now.  How about tomorrow?  I can make your favorite, Chicken Piccata.”

She blinked. “I’ve never had it.”

Dan blanched. “Right, sorry.  That was… anyway, what’s your favorite?”

“No!  I want to try it.”  She approached him and leaned against the counter. “Maybe it is my favorite, and I never knew it.  Look, I gotta run.  When did you think about having dinner tomorrow?”

“Six thirty?”  Dan shrugged.

“Great!”  She stole a kiss from him and strutted out of the room, showing off her assets. “I can’t wait.”

…

Sister in Law's stomach was starting to growl as she controlled a pair of remote manipulators, trying to get test wires soldered to a scorched chunk of a mecha.   Her hands were getting jittery, and she decided to take a break.  Walking to her desk, she pulled out a granola bar from the top drawer.  She was about to open when she heard a knock at the door.

“Come on in.”

Dan poked his head through the door. “I figured you’d be getting hungry by now.  Fancy a sandwich?”

“I’d kill for one.”  She got up and took off her lab coat, which revealed her toned, dark brown arms.  While she was washing her hands, Dan’s eyes roamed over her body.  He never dated a black woman, and his mind wandered.

She flicked the water from her hands into the sink and reached for a towel. “If you’re thinking what I think you’re thinking.  And you are.  I’m single and hetero.  I’ve never gotten anywhere with men because I intimidate them.”  She walked over, took a sandwich from his plate, took a bite, and looked at him with her almond-shaped brown eyes. “Do I intimidate you, Dan?”

He gave an embarrassed smile.  “I don’t think so.  I’d like to be your friend.”

She smiled back, then covered her mouth and spoke.   “If you help me get data out of that hunk of junk, I’ll be your best friend forever.  Every one of the attackers had a cyanide capsule in their tooth, so we couldn’t interrogate them. I’ll need your help to crack the security system.   But first, I’m going to eat your sandwich.”

…

After a few hours of hacking the mecha’s computer systems, they had made some real progress. 

Sis gave a thumbs up. “You’re not such a bad hacker after all.  We’ve almost got this figured out.”

Dan nodded in thanks.  “I’m nothing compared to you, Sis.  You know so much about everything.  I feel like I’m along for the ride.” 

While they were talking, the decryption algorithm they were running finally hit the jackpot, and a trace log spewed characters across the terminal they were working on.

Sis pointed.  “Nailed it.”  After examining the log, she shook her head.

“What is it?”

“Hera.”

“The goddess?”  Dan questioned.

“No, the international crime syndicate. Looks like the group had hired these girls to break into the Institute of Technology to steal what data they could find on something called ‘Project Equality.’”

“Project Equality?”  He shrugged. “Never heard of it.”

She started saving the data from the computer. “Word on the street that it was some program set up by the Department of Gender to bring the population of males in line with females.”

“Was it bioresearch? Fertility treatments?”

“When I started poking around a while back, H & R stonewalled me, told me I couldn’t look into it further.  Looks like Hera is interested in it as well and wasn’t going to take no for an answer.”

“So is Hera just in it for the money?” 

“No, something more sinister.  They deny the personhood of men and seek to deny their rights.  There are rumors that they are working on a means of complete mind control.”

Dan muttered, “That’s pretty disgusting.”

Sis nodded. “And that’s why we’re going to stop them.  I’m going to ask Sally to see if you can get an interview with the Secretary of Gender, Ms. Snow.”  She pointed at Dan.  “If anyone can get information out of her, it would be the first male supe.  I’ve tried to get information using my own ways.  Perhaps the next step would be to go through the front door.”

…

Dan sat in bed, propped up against the headboard, with Obsidian and Deleria under each arm, watching the 80s classic vampire movie ‘The Lost Girls’.  Dee said it was her favorite film, so he had brought it from the library for them to watch.  Donadd’s medi-drone had done wonders for the burns that Deleria had suffered, and after only a couple of days, they were almost back to full health.  The pair had taken up the guest bedroom on a floor below the main dorm rooms of Blazer HQ.

“It must be hell trying to find virgin male blood in this world.”  Dan pointed at the screen with his finger. “Those blood sucking chicks would have had a much easier time in my universe.”

“Was your world paradise, Dan?”  Obsidian reoriented herself and put her hand on his stomach, trying to do it casually, but failing.

“No, far from it.  No matter what the situation is, humanity will find a way to make things worse.”  He looked at Obsidian’s hand.  He was also surprised that they wanted him to sit between the two of them.  Obi was definitely much friendlier since he returned from space.

“Right, but could a girl have a reasonable shot at getting a guy?”  Her hand wasn’t light on his stomach, but had the weight that indicated that it really wanted to be there.

“If a girl put in the effort to take care of herself and was even remotely outgoing, they would eventually find someone.”  He looked at her gothic tomboyish face. “A large percentage of men would find you irresistible if you flirted with them.”

“Stop it, Dan.”  She blushed and squirmed,  rubbing parts of herself against him, causing him to stir.

Dan turned to Deleria.  “Dee, you’re dating Obi.  Tell her how good she looks.”

Deleria sighed.  “Dan, Obi, and I are friends with benefits.  We’re really good friends who take care of each other’s needs when urges become too distracting.  We’ve talked about this after I kidnapped you.  Obi agrees.  If we had a chance with a man, our relationship would likely become purely platonic.”

Obi scoffed. “Like that would ever happen. Her hand started to make small circles on his belly.  When I was young, I had a crush on one of the two boys in my math class.  I managed to get enough courage to give him a confession letter.”  She heaved a great sigh. “He threw it in the trash in front of everyone.  He didn’t even open it.”

“What a dick!”

Obi nodded and pressed her cheek into Dan’s chest. “Now, years later, the first man to ever show me and Dee kindness is a boy supe.  Even after all the things we’ve done to you, you still offered us a chance at a job.”

Dee giggled and kissed his neck, “And then you had to go and get abducted by aliens.  Talk about rotten luck.”

Obi continued.  “You don’t know how much I wanted to work for you, Dan.  To be your… servant.”

“I’m sure Sister in Law could put you to good use in her investigations.”  I’ll have a chat with her.

Deleria slid out of bed; she was wearing a simple nighty during her recuperation. She walked slowly to her purse and fished out a few items. “When we heard you came back, we went a little crazy.  We promised we’d get back to you somehow and either keep the relationship going or at least find closure.  We thought that these would best represent what we were looking for.”

She came back and showed Dan what they had bought.  There was a silver ring with two black stones set in it, and two silver chokers that each had a single black stone. One of the stones was black, and the other was black but iridescent.  “This stone is obsidian for Obi, and this one is black opal for me.  This ring has both stones set in it. This is going to sound crazy, Dan, but would you put them on us and then wear the ring?”

Dan looked at Deleria and then at Obsidia.  Obi’s eyes were pleading, and Dan recalled how she just opened up about her rejection.  “This looks pretty serious, girls.  I’m a member of a supergroup now.  That may mean not a whole lot of time for you two.”

Obi clutched him.  “We don’t care, we want you to be our… You know.”

What the words implied stirred something deep inside Dan.  A sense of domination and urge to protect.  These girls had experienced a whole lot of pain trying to get out of the hole they were in.  Dan was their lifeline, a rope cast down to help them get out of the darkness and be good.

“So what does this mean when I put these on you?”

“Everything.” Deleria blurted. “No limits, we’re yours utterly and completely.”

He looked to Obi, who simply nodded in agreement.  This wasn’t something born out of a few days, but almost a year of deprivation and longing.

He took the ring and slipped it on his pinky and looked at it.  It was elegant and tasteful for a man to wear.  Deleria’s hands trembled as he took the chokers from her.  He clipped one around Dee’s neck, and she visibly relaxed, like a weight was lifted off her when she had been claimed.

Obi was propped up on the bed, breathing shallow breaths as he approached with the stiff necklace.  He kissed her gently on the mouth, and she eagerly accepted it.  While they kissed, he clicked the choker around her neck.  She moaned when she heard the sound.  When he pulled away, the look on her face was one of complete gratitude. “Thank you.”

Dan flopped down on the bed again and pulled them close to squeeze them.  He didn’t know what the three of them now had, but he was in it for sure.  He wondered how eager they would be to serve him.

“Obi.”

“Yes, Dan?”

Dan spoke in a low voice.  “Have you ever touched a man’s penis before?  A real one?” 

“There were a couple of gigolos at some parties we went to,  Dee and I.  I never had the guts to get close, though.”  She licked her lips.  “Why?”

“Unzip my pants and take it out.”  He smirked. “You should get a look at what you signed up for.”

Deleria smiled with glee as she saw her best friend gulp in fear.  The goth tomboy reached out cautiously to Dan’s trousers.  She used two hands and unbuttoned and unzipped him.  She breathed ragged breaths as her hand slipped behind his boxers.  Her hand found a girthy, hardening warmth and pulled it out.  Obi’s eyes went wide at seeing his manhood.

“It’s big.”  She treated it gently, as if it were precious to her.  She didn’t ask, but reflexively gave the throbbing pecker the light strokes that would stoke it to full attention.

Dan teased her.  “It likes you, Obi.  It wants to be your friend.  Do you like my little guy?” 

She nodded vigorously.

“It wants to know what you plan on doing with it on your first encounter.”  He sighed. “What are you going to do?”

“I … I want it inside of me so bad!  You don’t know how long I’ve waited for this moment.”  She pulled down his pants as fast as she could and got out of her sports bra and panties.  Her body had the same pale complexion as Deleria’s, but she was more toned than Dee, who had a bit of meat on her bones.  She got up, swung her leg over him, and prepared to mount him.

Dan looked at Deleria.  “Dee, did you want to ride my face?”

“No, it's only fair that Obi gets you all to herself for her first time. That's the way it was for me.”  She smiled in a way that made it clear she did not want it to be true.

“Ready?”  He looked at Obi, who was staring at his penis.

“I think so.  How do I start?”

He reached in between her legs and tested her.  “You’re about as wet as they come. If you just guide it in, we should be fine.”

She took his manhood in her hand and rubbed her slit with his head.  When it was slightly moist, she adjusted herself and slid down his cock until she felt something.

Dan nodded reassuringly.  “That’s your hymen, Obi, it’s gotta break before we have sex.  Sit down with more pressure until it pops.  Then you should be able to take me all in.”

“Mmmh.  It’s poking me.”  She sat on him.

“Here, let me help.”  He grabbed her rump and pulled down progressively with more force.

“Ahhh!” She yelped as he felt her hymen break. She slid all the way down with her buttocks resting on his thighs.  She inhaled in hitched breaths.

“That was a tough one.  You just take your time and start rocking when you feel ready.”  His hands moved over her body to soothe her.  She looked scared, but after a few moments, she started to rock a little.”

“I feel full down there, Dan.  I can feel you inside of me.”

“Do you like it?  Having your master inside of you?”

The word master seemed to make her move faster instinctively. “I do.  I can feel it all the way up here.”  She pointed to a point below her navel.  “I’m so happy I lost it to you, Dan.  I want to kiss you.”

He pulled her down, making her yelp.  He put his mouth on hers and grabbed a handful of her short hair.  Her smaller breasts mashed into his pecs, and he rocked his cock in sync with her motions.

Deleria was mesmerized by her girlfriend's deflowering.  Obi had always taken control, and they never used dildos when they played, always eating each other or using magic wands.  Dee’s fingers found her vulva and breast, and she played with herself while Obsidian enjoyed her first real cock.

“Do you want to ride me till you finish?”  Dan whispered in her ear.

“Yes, Dan, it feels really fucking good right now.”  Her fanny bounced like a basketball, sliding up and down his fleshy love pole.

Dand and Obi had their first makeout session while they fucked.  She definitely wasn’t inexperienced in that department, and they sucked on each other's faces.  Dan got into the kissing and lost himself in the moment.  His hand grasped her ass and helped her go faster.  He pulled her head back and sucked greedily on her neck, making her moan.

“Ughhh, mhaaa. Ha ha ha.” Obsidian’s hands grasped the bed sheets and twisted as Dan’s penis found all the sensitive spots in her canal.

The couple kept up the pace, and Dan focused on delaying his orgasm so she could have hers first, which was easier to do since he was on his back.  He looked into her black colored eyes and smiled. “Obi, you feel so good on me.  Your pussy is gripping my cock.  I want to come inside of you and fill you up.”

This sent Obsidian into overdrive, since she desperately wanted his jism filling her insides.

“Dan,  I feel something coming.”  She nuzzled him as if she wanted protection from whatever was coming.

He pushed her up so he could tease her nipples in those last few moments.  Her perky breasts were tipped with hard red nipples that resisted his gentle pinches.

“Fuck my pussy, Danny.  Aaah.”  Her back arched, and Dan could feel the familiar clamping down on his dick that meant Obi had gone over.  Her body convulsed with erratic movements, as if she was getting shocked with electricity.  Dan was surprised, as this was his first real experience with a thrasher.

Her jerky motions stimulated enough nerve endings in his cock to set the process of orgasm in motion.  He bucked as much as he could to get a good orgasm.  Each upthrust caused her to yelp and whine.  He released a fountain of hot love custard inside of her.

“I can feel it.  I can feel your cum in me.”  She forced his hands off her breasts and went back down to make out with him again.  She undulated her torso on his body, relishing the exquisite sensations from her first hetero intercourse.  He embraced her and realized that behind that tough exterior lay a fragile, beautiful soul.

“You were amazing, Obi.”  He pet her hair and pecked her cheek. “Don’t let anyone say you’re not beautiful and sexy.”

She moaned in satisfaction and rolled off him to his side.  Within a few moments, Deleria wiped his crotch down with a hand towel and then started to suck the tip of his wang, knowing just what to do to get him hard again.

“It’s my turn now.”  She looked at him hungrily.

…

A couple of hours later, Dan managed to clean up and get to Sally Comet’s suite.  Sally had been standoffish ever since the Institute of Technology incident.  He would always manage to see the heel of her boot leaving through a doorway before he fully entered.  Sally’s senses were just as keen as Dan's, if not keener. 

Dan knocked, but no response came.  He had a hunch she was inside.  His hand hovered over the doorknob for a moment before it dropped to his side.

“Sally.  I’m really sorry I put you in a tough position.  I apologize for doing that.  I’m going to work hard to regain your trust.  Obi and Dee promised me they would be on their best behavior from now on.  I talked to Sister-in-Law to see if she ever needed their help.  I don’t want to hound you.  If you want to talk, you know where to find me.”  He left something at the foot of her door. “I’m leaving now.”  He put his hand on the door one last time before walking away.

After he was down the hall and far away, Sally opened the door to see what he had left.  It was a bouquet of red roses with a note attached.

She picked it up and read the card. “Oh, Dan, you bastard.”

The card read.

To the world’s best superhero, Sally Comet.

From her number one fan.

- Dan Gadsen.


Book 4: Shadow Of Hera


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.”


Book 5: Dimensional Reckoning


Chapter 1

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes!  Oh god, yes!”

“Dr. Maw!”

“Huh?  What?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“But I’m not finished.”

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

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

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

…

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That’s robbery.”  Obi spat.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What have they learned?”

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

“Why?”

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

“So they didn’t find anything.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Who?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 2

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No!”

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

“Ahh, no!”

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

“Ah, no!  I can’t take this.”

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

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

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

She moaned in protest.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You can’t take me at full power.”

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

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

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

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

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

…

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

“That was intense, Danny.”

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

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

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

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

“You promise not to kidnap me?”

“Cross my hearts.”

…

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

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

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

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

“You can tell me anything, Donadd.”

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

“P..pregnant?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How long is Gatanaxian gestation?”

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

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

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

“Donadd?”

“Yes, lover?”

“Quit talking science and kiss me.”

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


Chapter 3

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

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

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

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

The agent nodded. “Be my guest.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m sorry?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What the fuck is this?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter 4

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

…

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

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

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

He grinned, “Have you ever danced before?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Then why did you…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

…

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

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

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

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

…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m following you, aren't I?”

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

Dan and Cygnus hungrily kissed each other in the dark.  She tried to fish his cock out of his pants, but he yelled in her ear. “The only place my little guy belongs is inside of your belly, you wanted to get pregnant, right?”

Cygnus melted in his arms. “Then how do you want to get started?”

Dan pushed her onto a leather couch.  Getting on top of her, he peeled away her dress from her shoulders to let her tits free.  She moaned over the music, and he massaged and licked them.  Cygnus’s tits really were incredible, large and firm, topped with button-sized nipples on top of perfectly sized areolae.  He sucked on one and pinched the other.  One woman who was jilling to a threesome turned and looked their way.  She drifted towards them and sat on the same couch, not bothering them, but not looking away.

I guess this is going to be a performance; it comes with the territory of being in a nightclub orgy.  Dan focused on Cygnus and lifted up her skirt to find out that she had not worn panties tonight.

He wagged his finger in her face. “You sure are presumptuous.”  Cygnus bit her lip as his head moved to her pussy.

“Oh fuck!  You're sucking my whole vagina. Grrrrhh!”  Cygnus cradled his head as he worked furiously to bring her to climax.

The girl next to them was fucking herself with three fingers shamelessly.  “Holy shit!  This guy is going down on her.  I’ve only seen this on streaming.  I didn’t think a guy would do it on his own.  Faye!!! Come get a load of this slut!”

“He’s not a slut!  He’s my man. Aaah!” Cygnus protested, but didn’t bother moving at all from her position.

He fluttered his tongue over her clitoris with hummingbird speed strokes.  He didn’t want to finger fuck her in a public place, so he alternated with tongue plunges into her canal between clit teasings.  His hands continued to tease her freed tits.  Soon enough, she crunched her abs and screamed over the music. “Fuck! I’m coming!”

Two other girls watching made similar statements.  The feeling of being watched while loving Cygnus was conflicting.  He felt like a porn star on one hand, and on the other, he wanted to keep moments like these private.  He was glad phones were banned in this room.

“How do you want to be bred, girl?”

“I don’t know, you’re good in every way.” She giggled with her fingertip at her lips.

He took her ankles and pulled them all the way up near her head. Looking dead serious, he yelled. “Keep them there!”

Her eyes were dilated, and she nodded deeply while Dan fished his dick out, already rock hard.  He placed his hands on her thighs and plunged his rod deep inside of her.  Cygnus wailed in pleasure. A few more women walked over and started to play with themselves.

“My my my, looks like we have a dommy daddy.”  One girl said.

Another retorted.  “He must be a gigolo; no man likes being on top.”

Dan shook his head in disbelief.  “Take my cock!” He yelled as the base beat of a new song shook the orgy room.  He plunged down, smashing his balls against her.  Cygnus held her ankles and flung her head from side to side as she visibly jolted from each forceful thrust.

“He fucking her so hard!”

“He, he, he must be on performance-enhancing drugs.”  A curly redhead called out. “Woooo!  Go boy!  Breed that bitch.”

A curvy woman in a Betty Page haircut yelled to her friend. “I think I found my new kink.  Hey boy, what’s your name?”

Cygnus started to clamp down on his dick with a force only a superheroine could manage and only a supe like Dan could handle.  Her high-pitched squealing was audible over the techno music.  Now, even the girls riding the other men in the room were looking over while they bounced on their partner’s cocks. The other men seemed frustrated at their loss of attention.

Dan managed to maintain it for another couple of minutes but decided to stop when Cygnus started to tear the leather of the couch with her fingers.  He let go of her thighs and held her.  Cygnus wrapped her legs around his waist as he released an amazing amount of cum inside of her.  She cooed and kissed him with her plump, cherry-red lips.  One girl orgasmed at the sight of their embrace.

“Have you had enough, my girl?”  He spoke in her ear?

“We’re only getting started!  How about we do it doggystyle on the roof?”


Chapter 5

Gordon Frass scrunched his nose as his date for the night extinguished her cigarette on an ashtray next to her bed.  He had met this dusky redhead at a nightclub earlier and hit it off. She wore hippy clothing with bell-bottomed jeans, a headband, and John Lennon sunglasses.   They danced for a while, and she laughed at his jokes.  When her girlfriends drifted away, and he had bought her enough drinks, she asked him if he wanted to see her pet iguana. 

He looked around.  Her apartment reeked of marijuana and cigarettes.  Posters of the Jimi Hendrix Experience and other rock and roll bands of the sixties and seventies covered the walls.  She even made him screw her with the black light on.  He had to close his eyes to avoid seeing the walls, fearing what he might see in the purple light.

He bit his fingernails and wiggled his toes, lying in bed next to her.  When Gordon felt there was enough awkward silence, he got up, put his pants on, and thanked the hippie for a wonderful night.  The redhead waved at him and smiled, but said nothing.

Walking out the entrance to the building, he stopped dead and widened his eyes.  In front of him stood Orlea, a short, muscular blonde with black colored eyes.  She had her hands in the pockets of her jacket.

She raised an eyebrow. “So this is your office, sweetie?”

“Hey, honey, I was just bringing home a work colleague after some drinks with the team.  He’s drunk out of his mind.”  He laughed and started to walk down the street. 

She followed.  Orlea’s face was blank, and she blinked. “I thought we could have had a nice romantic meal; I had everything prepared.”

“I told you not to wait up for me, darling.”  He kissed her head.  “You know how busy I am.”

“I know.” 

“Now let me hail us a cab and… Orlea.  What are you doing?”  Gordon raised his hands as he saw the barrel of a snub-nose revolver point at his face.

“You’re a liar and a cheating son of a bitch, Gordon!”  She poked him hard in the chest with the gun, backing him up into an alleyway.

“What are you talking about?”  His eyes searched high and low for onlookers on the empty street. “I would never cheat on you.  I told you, I was simply dropping off a work friend.  She was drunk.”

“I thought you meant he, Gordon.”

“I’m sorry I made a mistake, Orlea.  I tend to be jumpy when a gun is pointed at my face.”

“But mistaking a he for a she is a bit much, don’t you think?”  Orlea’s eyes began to tear up. “Gordon, I don’t get it.  I gave you the best years of my life!  My mother told me to move on after three years.  But I held out hope.”  She wiped her nose with her free arm.  “Then you start up with your long work nights and business trips.  I never see you anymore.  I’m not an idiot.”

“I’m climbing the corporate ladder, Orlea.  You know this.  I was just made VP of research and development.  Look, baby, why don’t you put the gun down, and we can discuss this?  I can listen to everything you have to say.”  He approached and gingerly reached out with his hand.

“Get away from me!”  Tears were now pouring down her face. She cried for a few seconds, and then, like a switch, she stopped and stood upright.  “Goodbye, Gordon.”  She cocked the hammer of her revolver.

At that moment, a black hole opened up under him, and Gordon fell through it. Orlea fired off a shot and grazed Gordon’s scalp before falling completely through the hole and having it close up again.  Orlea stood there for a moment before walking over to where the hole was and gingerly tapping the ground with the toe of her shoe.

Her hands started to shake, and she jammed the pistol back into her coat.  “I’m going crazy.”

…

Gordon fell for a long while.  He felt weightless, but the air he had been breathing fell away from him, and he started to asphyxiate.  He tried reaching for his throat instinctively, but he noticed how his arms slowed down.  Around him were wisps of lavender light that formed a dimly lit tunnel coursing through space.  He saw galaxies fly past him through the faint lavender-lit tunnel.  He fell faster and faster until the galaxies in front of him started to turn blue, and the galaxies behind him started turning red.  Just as he was about to pass out, the tunnel flashed white.

…

Tanya was nothing if not resourceful.  After the first transdimensional kidnapping happened,  she learned that she needed a trampoline surrounded by a few dozen large mattresses.  The first subject hit the ground a bit too fast and cracked his skull on the concrete wall of the super collider tunnel.  She had a few of her controlled men carry some king-sized mattresses into the super collider tunnel.  Dr. Maw said she wanted to stay at this extraction session and then leave with three of the men.  Right now, they were guarding the doors, pistols in holsters, and looking straight ahead with no expression.

She stopped counting the attempts that night.  Her two kidnapped research scientists were looking a little green around the gills after her henchmen had to zip up so many corpses.  She didn’t understand why they were so lily livered; she even covered the body bags with white sheets.

Now she was sure the next attempt was going to be successful.  She gave a thumbs up to Dr. Moarly, looking through the hood of the transdimensional scope.  A minute later, Dr. Moarly nodded to Dr. Maw.  Maw selected the coordinates sent to her from the scope and pressed the giant red button that Tanya had bought expressly for this purpose.  At that instant, a black hole appeared in the ceiling and a man shot from it, down into the trampoline.  He kicked frantically during the rebound and then landed softly.  Tanya was on him in an instant and stabbed a needle into his neck.

Seeing the needle slip under the skin, Tanya was elated. They didn’t have to throw this one back up through the hole that was just closing.  When she saw that the man only became very sluggish and wasn’t knocked out cold, she was glad the dose was oversized.

Tanya pointed to her briefcase.  “Dr. Maw, hand me that bag, would you?”   The doctor walked quickly with it in hand and popped the clasps for Tanya to lift the lid.  Inside were eight control pucks. Activating one, she pressed it into his neck.  The middle-aged man screamed as a thousand electrodes snaked through the flesh and bone of his neck.  Tanya knew she was now in control when the man blinked three times and then stood up.

“Computer, what is the name of the subject?”  Tanya got up, opened her tablet, and started recording.

The man opened his mouth and spoke haltingly. “Subject’s name is Gordon Frass.”

“Is Gordon a sociopath?  Is he a criminal?”

He blinked.  “Gordon does not recall any periods of incarceration, nor criminal activity.  He does have a considerable number of engrams involving infidelity.” 

Tanya laughed. “It never ceases to amaze me how all the other universes have men as the randy ones.”  She looked back at the scientists, who were looking at a computer screen. “What are you looking at?”

“Dr. Moarly’s latest adjustments gave a thirty percent increase in temporal accuracy.”  Dr. Maw stood up from the monitor. “Looking at the recording, the man would have been dead a second later.”  Tanya gave a thumbs up.  Dr. Moarly smiled and nodded.

“One final question for the night.  What are Mr. Frass’s superpowers?”

The computer made Gordon’s eyes close, then reopen.  “Calculating tachyon impregnation percentage levels.  It looks like he achieved thirty-two percent of the levels reached by Mr. Gadsen.  Fast muscle twitch fibers show significant enhancements, and brain regions for motor control are also showing massive reconstruction.”  The man tilted his head. “I believe Gordon is fast.”

Tanya raised her eyebrow. “How fast?”

The controlled Gordon raised his eyebrow. “Shall I perform an experiment?”

“Please do.”  Tanya pushed at her cuticles and sighed.

Gordon ran out of the room and came back a minute later, breathing heavily.

“So, how fast?”

“Gordon’s body wasn't being pushed to the maximum, as I have been given orders not to damage the collider.  I refrained from breaking the sound barrier in the tunnel.  I believe this body can reach speeds in excess of one thousand miles per hour.”

Dr. Moarly exclaimed. “Mach one point three!  Simply amazing.”

“So…”  Tanya grinned. “Are you fast at everything?”

“I believe he is, Tanya.”  The new slave looked at his master. “Why do you ask?”

She turned to Dr. Maw.  “Doctor, would you like to take Mr. Frass out for a test drive?”

The doctor covered her mouth and gave a short laugh. “Well, if it’s for the cause of science.  I’d be willing to….”

Tanya yawned. “Use the break room. Gordon!  Do not break this woman.  She’s very important to the mission.”  She looked at her minions and clapped.  “We’re done for tonight.  Men, we’ll need you to get a van for the failed test subjects.”

“Yes, ma’am,”  They responded in unison.


Chapter 6

Richard Hazel starred at the supergroup he once used to manage.  The control puck monitored and controlled the situation, and it noticed elevated levels of cortisol.   Dick started to tap his pencil and fidget with his knees.

“All of this is preposterous.  I have never even heard of a ‘Project Equality’ in my entire career here in H & R.”  He laughed. “And even if it existed, why would I collaborate with Hera to steal its secrets?  I’ve worked with all of you for years.  You know me.”

The computer saw Sister in Law smirk at him and write in that infernal notepad of hers. “After the Blazers left H & R, were you not in financial trouble?  Didn’t more groups follow suit?”

“A minor setback.  The Gortinson Group has seen our expertise and experience and has signed on.  They provide much more assistance than a certain group of backstabbers.”

The computer grew concerned at its host's hostility.  It extended a few more electrodes into Richard’s amygdala and suppressed that region of the brain.  He relaxed a little, but his fidgeting continued. “I apologize, that was petty.”

Sister in Law raised her eyebrow.  “So what business is the Gortinson group working with you on?  It seems like their thumbs are in a lot of pies.”

“I’m not at liberty to discuss business involving our clients.  You wouldn't have wanted that if another supergroup asked about you.  Am I right?”

“Yes, that’s true.”  Sister smiled.  “I guess I’m going on a fishing expedition?”

Richard clapped his hands. “Finally!  You’ve come to your senses.  Now I’m a very busy man, as you may remember.  I have so many clients these days, I don’t know how to handle them all.”

Sister raised her hand, in it she held a phone. “Just answer me this one question.  Can you explain these statements?” 

She tapped the screen, and the computer recognized its host’s voice. “You’re so funny, Enola…Ha…How many men did you intend to bring into this universe?”

The computer went into high alert.  His phone was across the table, and its transmitter only worked for a few miles. The computer AI couldn’t notify its commander that it was compromised.   It forced Richard to speak, making it sound robotic. “Did you have a warrant to spy on me?  What you’ve done is illegal.”

Sister clicked the button again. “We’re not the police, Richard.  We’re only here to stop you and Hera.  Tell us what we should find when we raid the Paris servers, Richard.”

The computer assessed the threat levels.  In a vain last-ditch attempt, he pushed the intercom button on his desk. “Ms. Vain, please call security.”

He looked at Cygnus, who was wagging her finger. “It’s out of order, Dick, and so are you.”

Richard stood up.  “This conversation is no longer profitable.  I have to go now.”

“Get back!”  Dan yelled.   He outstretched his hand, and a translucent blue bubble appeared around Richard.  A curved chunk of his desk and a circle of flooring were cut, sending splinters on the inside and outside of the forcefield.

Richard looked at Dan and put his hand against the field.  “You cannot stop us.”

The group winced as they saw Richard explode inside the bubble, coating the inside surface with a substance similar to mincemeat mixed with shreds of clothing and ash.

“Ugh, gross!” Cygnus winced.

Sister turned to Dan, “How did you know?”

“I know Morse code. What?  I’m a nerd.”  He said while he maintained the field. “Dick was tapping out NECK and CERN.  I figured something was controlling him when he started acting funny.  What’s a CERN?”

Sister got up and approached the floating meatball.  “It’s a nuclear research organization in Europe.  Hera must be using the facility to conduct the transdimensional kidnappings.”

“So we’re going there, right?”  Sally said.

Sister shook her head.  “While time is of the essence, we need to get more information from Gortinson’s servers in Paris.”  She looked at the hovering meatball.  “We’ll also need to explain this to the cops; it’s a good thing I turned on my video camera in the last few moments. Dan, how long can you hold that forcefield? We’ll need to get a kiddie pool to hold Richard.”

Dan laughed. “Sister, you always think of everything.  I’ll hold it for as long as necessary.  Richard managed to find a way to get a message to us in the end.  He wasn’t all bad.”

…

Deleria and Obsidian strolled into the front office of the Gortinson Group, brimming with confidence.  In front of them sat a thin older lady in a security guard uniform.  As they approached, the lady frowned.

“How may I help you…Americans?”

“How did you know we were from the US?”  Obsidian smirked.

“You all walk like brutes.  And from the way you’re dressed, you have no business being here.  Please leave.”  The lady returned to the magazine she was reading.

Deleria rapped the desk with her hand loudly.  This made the guard scowl at her.  The moment they made eye contact, the guard’s eyes vibrated slightly.

“We’re here to talk to the IT personnel about their servers’ expired warranty.”  Deleria smiled.  “Can you please take us down to their server room?  Our entire sales team is here.”  The rest of the Blazers appeared through the entrance wearing hoodies and sunglasses.

“Yes, of course, mademoiselle.”  The guard bowed and fetched her key card. “Right this way.”

…

Sister in Law sat at a terminal in the server room with her comrades.  The whir of the ventilation systems was almost deafening.  In the corner of the room, the old guard sat with her colleagues, and they were all playing a game of war.

“Holy dogshit.”  Sister shook her head. “It’s all here, and everything has an H & R watermark on it.  Hera’s been picking up whatever scraps of information about project equality and has reconstructed the program at the collider at CERN.”

Sally looked over Sister’s shoulder. “Apparently, the US government stopped the program after they abducted you, Dan.”  She dragged a file from the terminal over to her tablet to examine the data herself. “The means of extraction meant that there was a high chance that abductees would have sociopathic tendencies, each one of them getting subjected to the same tachyon particles that created your powers.”

Dan shook his head, looking out the window onto the Paris city skyline. “A goddamn supervillain factory.”  He turned to them. “Does that mean I’m…”

Cygnus grabbed him and hugged him. “Don’t be silly, Dan.  You’re a good guy.”  She looked at him and frowned. “I’m a little shocked you would even think that, after all the good you’ve done.”

“Right.”  Dan nodded grimly. “So ‘Project Equality’ was merely a kidnapping program, targeting individuals with a high likelihood of dying.  They realized they were going to capture supervillains and dropped it like a hot potato.  Why did Hera restart it?”

Sister raised her hand. “Hera managed to develop a mind control system.  Computers were installed in the subject’s spinal cord, keeping subjects docile and under their thumb.  Just like Richard.  He’s a Dick, but I don’t think he’d willingly be a minion.”

“He tapped out that message, trying to save himself and us.” Dan thumped a table with his fist. “That was the only way he could get past the computer’s monitoring.”

Sally shrugged. “But Dan's skin is nigh impenetrable, and he’s also resistant to mind control.  How did Hera figure out how to get these control pucks installed?”

Sister frowned.  “From this file, it looks like their first experiments either resulted in death or ‘immediate return through the portal’.” 

Cygnus growled. “Those monsters.  They sent back supervillains to their host universes.  A world with no superheroes to fight an invulnerable sociopath.”

Sally’s eyes flashed red. “We have to stop them.”

Dan started walking toward the door. “Sally, why don’t we get Donadd to send drones down to CERN.  It looks like we know where they are holed up.”

Sister raised her hand. “Why not catch them in the act.  They’re scheduled for another extraction session in…. four hours. Damn, it’s happening tonight.  If we sneak out of here, Hera won’t know we’ve compromised them.  I’ll cover our tracks, copy the data, and destroy what they have here.  This knowledge is dangerous.”

“Why copy it?” Dan raised an eyebrow.

“We don’t know if they have backups, and we need all the information to fight them.  And I never burn evidence.”

Sally balled her fist. “Let’s get Donadd to drop some drones around the particle collider when the sun goes down and monitor.  Whoever enters is a suspected Hera agent.”

“What about local authorities, Sally?”  Cygnus shrugged. “Do we tell them?  Local supergroups?”

Sally waved her off.  “We can’t risk notifying Hera. We go in silently, hit them hard, and end this monster machine.”

Deleria looked over to the Hera guards in the corner. “You didn’t hear a word of that. Got it?”

“Yes boss.”  They all kept their eyes on the cards.


Chapter 7

When Donadd’s shuttle arrived at CERN in the middle of the night, the first thing they noticed was that the power was off.  Sister in Law handed out night vision goggles to everyone except for Cygnus, Sally, and Emboss.  Deleria and Sister in Law had donned full-body armored suits.  Donadd landed the shuttle behind a copse of trees, and the Blazers disembarked into the night.

Donadd was about to leave with them when Sally stopped her.  “We’re going to need you to take this shuttle off the ground and monitor the situation from the air. Stay above the cloud layer. If we need to retreat, it’s better if you’re flying already, and we can’t risk having it blown up by Hera.”

“Right. Did you want me to have the drone fleet on alert?”  Donadd replied.

“Keep them in orbit, that might alert them.  I’ll keep you informed if the situation changes.”

The Blazers sans Donadd sprinted towards the research building that the server data had indicated was the location where the kidnappings were taking place.  As they approached a hurricane fence topped with razor ribbon, the flying supes carried over those who couldn’t fly or leap.  Deleria snuck in a hug and kiss when Emboss carried her over.  Emboss gently squeezed back.

Getting into the facility was fairly straightforward.  They flew up to the roof of the office building and went into the building through a roof access door while Cygnus disrupted the alarm system with a wave of her hand.

Sister whispered to Sally. “The control room is seven floors down this stairway.”  She pulled out two nasty-looking blasters from her hip holsters. 

“New toys?”  Dan asked, raising his eyebrow as they made their way down the staircase.

“It was a present from Donadd.  Don’t worry, these are set to stun.  If I fire off a few shots in succession, they ramp up to kill and finally vaporise.”  She replied.

“Just don’t get hurt.  You’re the brains of this operation.”

Sally flicked Emboss in the ear with enough force to rip off a normal person's earlobe. “Quit flirting, we’re on the clock.”

“That actually hurt!”  He replied, laughing.

A spray of automatic rifle fire stopped their banter and made some of the Blazors press themselves against the walls of the stairway.  Emboss simply floated down to the bottom of the staircase and encountered two women security guards.  They had lights on the end of their guns.  He let the bullets ricochet off his body, causing one guard to drop as a bullet hit her in the foot.  The second ran out of bullets and then tried running for the door, but Emboss put up a field in front of it, blocking her path.

“Mon pied!”  The wounded lady screeched.

Sister in law vaulted down the last set of stairs and unclipped a packet of super-coagulant. She tore it and jammed the contents into the wound.

“We’re going to cuff you; that stuff will stop the bleeding.”  Sister ripped the walkie-talkies from the pair and noted the frequencies they were using.  She crushed them afterwards and used Gatanaxian handcuffs.

“Where are the Hera agents!”  Deleria yelled at them.

The wounded guard spoke in a heavy accent. “Down the hall about thirty meters, they’re in a glass office overlooking the supercollider.”

“How many supes do they have?”

“I don’t know, something’s gone wrong.”  The agent started to whimper.

Sally kneeled down. “What happened?”

“We heard screams, and then the power went out!” She said, “We were just paid to turn a blind eye.”

Sally moved them into a corner and said. “Don’t make a sound.  We’ll let the police know you’re here once this is over.”She turned to Dan.  ”Emboss, I want a force shield up as we progress down any hallway from here on out.”

“Right.”

Emergency lighting flooded the corridor with a dull red glow as they continued to the control room.  Emboss’s shield slightly distorted the group’s view as they walked.

A scream rang out in the hall in front of them.

Sally shook her head and said. “We have to move; people are getting hurt.”

They sprinted to the office.  The large space filled with electronic equipment, control panels, and desks was dark and quiet.  The team fanned out looking for anyone.

Emboss heard Obsidian over his earpiece. “Found them in the north east corner of the lab.  Or what’s left of them.”  He quickly dashed to find the rest of the group standing over a group of corpses.  They found one woman stylishly dressed, sporting black hair, as well as two scientists and several men who looked like they should have been models.

Deleria shook her head. “What the fuck is wrong with their ears?”

Sister said, “Don’t go near them yet, let me have a look.”  She knelt down and pointed a pen-sized camera and light at the ear of the scientist. “It looks like something had burrowed into the ear.  I’m turning on the camera.” She put the pen’s tip inside the wound. “Looks like complete cranial evacuation.”

“What?”  Emboss asked.

“Something sucked out her brains.”

Deleria shuddered. “Who the fuck would do something like that?”

Sister turned off the penlight. “Something that must have been resistant to the control pucks and was able to fight back.”

“Well, shit. Donadd?  Donadd!”  Sally said while pressing her fingers to her throat.

“Yes Sally?”

“Send the fleet down here as soon as you can.  Make sure no living creature leaves the building we’re in unless told otherwise.”

Donadd’s voice crackled. “I’m on it.  ETA is in five minutes, I need time to deorbit them.”

At that point, Emboss started to notice a blur running around the lab before he got punched in the gut, surprising him.  He didn’t move an inch, but this strike was definitely superhero-level strength.

“Looks like we’ve got a speedster, people,”  Dan yelled.

Obsidian scoffed. “I don’t see anyone.”

“Well, I’ve just been punched twelve times in the past few seconds.  Someone is here.” Dan said.

“Let me handle this.”  Cygnus raised her hands and emitted a cloud of diffused phosphorescent plasma out into the room.  The group heard a grunt, and Emboss saw the blur slow down enough for him to put up a bubble around it.

The group gathered around the bubble to observe what Emboss had snared.  They saw a man looking around in all directions, darting his gaze instantaneously here and there.  His arms and legs were a blur.  A few moments later, he stopped and passed out.

“What happened?”  Sally said. “Why is he unconscious?”

Sister replied. “Emboss’s forcefield is hermetically sealed; the man must have burned up the oxygen inside the bubble quickly, trying to escape.”

Sally waved to Emboss.  “Dan!  Drop the field, it’s killing him.”

Dan grimaced. “I don’t like this.  There’s no telling what he’ll do.”  He waved the field away, and the man dropped naked to the ground.  Sister was on him in a moment and slapped cuffs on him.  Examining his neck, they found a control puck.

Sister looked at Cygnus. “Girl, you’re always so good with computers. Could you pop this off him?”

Cygnus stared at the nude man.  Her eyes glowed white, and then a puff of smoke exited the computer, and the man seized up, straining the alien handcuffs but not breaking them.  He then collapsed. “I can’t remove the computer, I only broke it.  From what I can sense, he’s going to need major surgery to remove it.”

The man started to squirm as he recovered.  “Get this fucking thing off me!  We have to get out of here!  There’s a fucking monster on the loose!”

Sally placed a firm hand on his back. “Speak calmly, and we’ll all get out of here quickly.  Who was controlling you?”

“Tanya.”  He replied, pointing to the dead brunette. “One moment, I was getting shot by a crazy girlfriend, the next, a thousand needles went into my neck and controlled my body.  It made me fast.  I’m sorry, I tried to kill you, man.”

Emboss walked to him. “What’s your name, sir?”

“My name is Gordon, Gordon Frass.”

“Once we get that computer off your neck, we can let you go.  Can you tell us about the monster?”

“Tanya and the two scientists were pulling men through a hole in the ceiling, saying it was transdimensional or something like that.  They threw a couple back up through the hole.  The guys they kept were really strong; one could fly.  But the last one, the guy started turning into black slime, and the computer couldn't control him.  He managed to kill everyone except me. My computer went into survival mode after the monster killed Tanya.  That’s when you came in.”

“Where’s the monster now?  I think we can handle him.”  Sally said. “I’ve dealt with worse things.”

“He went into the tunnel.”

“Shit.”  Sister muttered. “That tunnel goes on for kilometers.”

Sally pointed to Cygnus and Emboss.  “You two go east.  I’ll head west.  He couldn’t have gone far.

…

Sally dared not break the sound barrier in the tunnel with so little space for her to fly down.  The same few meters of magnetic equipment flew by every second.  She was about to turn around when she flew into a netting of black slime.

She stretched the slime, and it let go of the tunnel to wrap itself around Sally.  The heroine could hear it communicate with her in her mind.

“Why are you trying to kill me!  I told the Judge that I was only performing that research for the good of mankind!  I felt the electric chair start, and then I fell into this place.  That bitch tried to take control of me.  I showed her.  I know everything about Hera.  Her brain was delicious.  I’ve eaten so much,  I know so much now.  I never thought raw brain would taste so good.  How does your brain taste, girl?”

Slime entered her nostrils and her ear canals.  It slid under her eyelids and her supersuit.   Whenever Sally tried to pick it away, the slime would simply cling to her fingers and crawl up her arm.  When it slid under her panties, she screamed.  A gob of black slime entered her mouth, poking her soft palate, trying to find a way into her brainpan.  Sally bit down hard.

“Bitch!  That hurt!  You’re a tough nut to crack.  Maybe your eyes are softer.”  Tendrils attempted to slide around her eyeballs but were making slow progress against Sally Comet’s invulnerable body.

At that moment, Sally was completely covered by the slim. She wondered if she should use her laser vision on herself.  It was the one thing she was too scared to try.  Was her skin more powerful than the beam?  Or would her vision slice off an arm?”  She started to feel nauseous as every inch of her body was now covered by that wriggling black wetness.

“Holy shit, Sally!”  She could hear Emboss’s voice.  Save me, Dan!

“Don’t touch it!”  Cygnus yelled.  “This is a job for a blaster.   I’m sorry, Sally, this is going to hurt… a lot.”

Sally felt intense heat all over her body, and white light showed through her eyelids.  The black slime screamed incoherently and withdrew from every crack and crevice of Sally’s body.  Her suit was torn to shreds and half eaten by acid.  Emboss reached for her and pulled her away from the roiling mass of black goo.  It had turned itself into a lump and was racing down the curving corridor of the collider, squealing like a pig.

“Aaaaargh!”  Sally screamed, and her eyes glowed bright red.  She let forth searing beams of energy and cut the thing repeatedly.  Chunks of concrete started to fall from the ceiling as her rage cut through the roof and walls of the tunnel.

“Sally, stop!  Let me catch it with the beam.”

“It dies now!”

“No!  You don’t know if the beams will kill it!”  As they ran down the hall, the creature was now nine football-sized slimes, each squealing and fleeing by slinging itself down the tunnel.

Sally saw a ball of force envelop her, and she wailed in frustration.  She didn’t hold back, and wide white beams poured forth from her eyes, trying to break her force field cage.  Down the tube, she saw Dan run and put up a second field just as the slimes were about to jump through a drain set in the floor.

“Stop it, Sally!  I can’t keep up two fields for long!”

“Let me kill it!  I can do it!”

“Sally, do you trust me?”  Emboss held one hand out to Sally, another towards the black slimes that were reconstituting each other and swirling around, trying to find a way out of the field. “I need you to trust me this one time.  Your eyes only cut it, it’s still moving.”

Cygnus yelled at Sally.  “Would you listen to the man!  If your lasers can’t kill it, I doubt my plasma can either.”

She maintained the blazing white hot beam for a few seconds longer, the beam sputtered out, and she then collapsed on the floor of the bubble.  Emboss immediately dropped the field around Sally, and the field around the slime intensified.

“I don’t have much time.  I’m exhausted.”  Emboss fell to his knees.

“Danny, I’m coming!”  Donadd’s voice rang out in his earpiece.  The concrete wall of the collider tunnel blew out, and a drone poked its robot head through the hole. “Get in!”

Emboss stumbled, holding the force field ball in his hands. Sally’s all-out efforts to breach his field had him completely gassed. “Donadd, whatever you’re gonna do, do it fast.”  The hatch closed behind him.

“I’ve got you, honey.”  The drone backed up and then rocketed upwards.  It broke through the clouds, and then its path curved into low Earth orbit.   Emboss could see the lights of Europe below him.

“What are you doing?”  The black slime bubbled and swirled. “You can’t kill me!”

Donadd showed up on the monitor in the drone.  “If he can survive being thrown into the center of the sun, I’ll eat my hat.”  She looked at Emboss. “Dan, I’m going to need to vent you into space once we hit dawn.     You can move the force field fast, right?”

“Yes I think so.”

“When I let you go, shoot the creature as fast as you can in the direction of the sun.  I’ll come pick you up.”

“You can't do this!”  The black slime screamed in Emboss’s mind.

“I can and I will.”

Donadd's voice sounded distorted over the comms channel.  “Five, four, three, two, one!”  The sunrise showed through the window of the drone.  The cargo hatch opened up, shooting Dan into the vacuum of space.  He winced as he aligned the fading forcefield with the blinding white light.  With his last ounce of power, he accelerated the creature to relativistic speeds towards the sun.  He could hear the thing screech in his mind as it rocketed away.

Glowing hot plasma started to appear around him as he tumbled back to earth.  “So this is what reentry feels like…Couldn’t even kiss the girl at the end…I’m useless.”  He thought as he blacked out. 

…

Dan heard a familiar voice in the darkness. It was sweet and earnest. “Dan!  Wake up, boy!  We’ve got to get you to a hospital!”

He groaned and shielded his eyes from the intense sunlight, but looking up, he saw Cygnus looking at him and smiling.

“You saved me!  How’d you go so fast?”

The blonde smiled and said, “High emotions and new powers go hand in hand.  I went almost mad thinking we lost you.  I found I could fly much faster than before.”

“How bad is it? How badly am I wounded?”

“I don’t see any burns. I caught you at 90,000 feet.”

“How did you find me?”

“Sister-In-Law did the calculations, and then I just followed the sonic boom.”

“Why is it so cold?”

“Your body held up pretty well, but your hair burned up on reentry, as well as your suit.  I’m sorry, but I think we’ll have to pick up some clothes before the news shows your hairless body on the television.”

Dan looked down at himself, “In the meantime, can I borrow your cape?”
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