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      Guilty.

      “Guilty?” I said, then turned to my lawyer, Jorge, unable to comprehend what was happening. “Did he just say guilty?”

      Jorge leaned in and whispered, “Now, Chad… don’t make it worse.”

      “Worse than guilty of murder?” I asked, my heart thudding in my ears. “Fuck you!” I turned to the judge, already wishing I wasn’t saying the words as they left my mouth, but unable to stop it from happening, “And fuck you too!”

      This wasn’t happening. I wasn’t standing here, shouting at a judge and my lawyer, cussing them out while the jury that had just decided my fate watched on. Only it was, and now those sons of bitches felt vindicated, surer of their decision than ever simply because I used the words “Fuck” and “You.” And because I was losing my shit.

      Rightly so! Who the hell wouldn’t if they were just found guilty of a murder they didn’t commit?

      Fuckheads with batons and guns had me, dragging me from the courtroom as I shouted, spittle spraying from my mouth. I think my arms were flailing, and I might’ve even hit one of them, and then I remembered something about the death sentence coming my way—or maybe it was life, I didn’t care. Neither one of them was acceptable, because I was innocent.

      The worst part? I knew the killer. Considering the fact that he was my brother, yeah, you could say I knew him quite well, though we’d drifted apart since he went off to the military. I’d been on my way back to the office when I saw Drew, ran over to ask what he was doing in town, and followed him into the bank.

      I scanned the room and spotted him lunging into the path of some girl as a larger man shot some sort of blast her way. My only thought at the time was that my brother was being the typical hero, and was going to die for it. Only, then he’d stepped forward and slammed his hand into the man’s chest, an act that had blasted the guy to bits. Or so we assumed, as there hadn’t been a shred of the man left. There might have been a flash of light, an image of a woman reaching for Andrew before he vanished. It happened so fast, even I wasn’t sure I believed that part.

      There was no way I’d give him up in this, but it wasn’t just loyalty. Sure, I’d have my eyeballs pulled out and replaced with my balls before giving him up, because he was blood. But my refusal to rat him out also had to do with the fact that they’d tell me I was insane.

      Whatever had killed that other man, it hadn’t been a simple gun or bomb or whatever they were trying to say I’d used. I saw that blast of energy come from my brother and nearly pissed myself—okay, there was a trickle of piss for sure—and then he was gone. My brother was gone!

      One minute I was there, staring at my brother with a slack jaw and a bit of pee in my boxer-briefs, and the next he was nowhere in sight and everyone was pointing at me, shouting, screaming, and it was chaos.

      And it had all led to this moment. This horrible nightmare that had resulted in days of a court trial, eye-witnesses pointing at me and saying I’d done it, and me having no argument except for the truth.

      Truth, as it was clearly proven, didn’t mean a damn thing.

      If you’ve ever been sentenced to death, or life in prison, for a crime you didn’t commit, you’ll understand me when I say that what followed was all a blur. All I really remember was the hallway spinning, a pounding on the right side of my head, and multiple trips to the bathroom—mostly to vomit.

      It was a like the feeling you get when someone takes a baseball bat to your nuts, and you know one of those testicles just died, never to return. Now imagine that but never stopping.

      Well, then take the opposite of that. What’s the opposite of that, you ask? I’ll get there soon. Suffice it to say, I went from an extreme low to an extreme high very quickly.

      My head cleared in the transport bus, me on my way to spend the rest of my life in prison. We were just turning down Central, an odor like burnt toast in the air when shots sounded, and the driver swerved.

      I remember seeing a rocket launcher and then recognizing a face from the truck next to us—Lenny, one of my adopted dad’s associates, and then the explosions started. Best I could figure, this was my escape. Somehow, people involved with my dad were trying to break me out, which didn’t make sense in any way, but when the bus went flying in the air, tipping over and about to slam me into the concrete, I knew they were failing.

      Whoever was trying to break me free had just killed me.

      And then it happened, the moment that would change me forever. When I say change, I mean FUCKING CHANGE.

      Concrete was coming up fast, that damn smell of burnt toast growing stronger, and I noticed that my feet were asleep, or maybe I was having a stroke or something because then it felt like my ass was asleep, and a second later the side of my face.

      Do asses fall asleep when you have a stroke? Hell, at the time I had no idea what was happening, but then the crash came… and blackness.

      It wasn’t death, I knew that much. There was too much pain for that to be the case. And yet, it wasn’t the sort of pain you’d expect from a crash. It was like someone had pulled out my soul and then jammed it back inside me again.

      At least the smell was gone, only now there was something in the air that made it feel sparse, with a cold, staleness to it. My body was so cold.

      When I looked around, I saw gray, metal walls. No windows. I was on the floor, the floor was also metal and I was…holy shit, I was completely nude! Yeah, lying on a metal floor without any clothes would definitely explain why I was cold.

      Where the hell were my clothes?

      My muscles ached as I pushed myself up, yelping as my balls touched the cold floor. At least that act helped me to stand faster. Now that I was standing, I got a good look at myself and saw no injuries.

      I blinked, arching my back to look behind, but saw nothing out of the ordinary—just my ass and legs. Bare ass, mind you. No matter how hard I thought, I couldn’t understand why they would rescue me from that crash and then throw me into prison… naked. I mean, at least a robe, or whatever they use in hospitals, right? I’d have preferred an orange jumpsuit, really. Some kids in high school had started a cool kids club where orange jumpsuits were the thing, so I could get into that.

      But no, the only thing in this room was me, my oddly hard cock, and my nude ass. No bed, no toilet. Nothing but walls, a ceiling, a floor, and the door.

      “Hey!” I shouted, doing the only logical thing and pounding away on it. “What kind of perverted ass, ear-fucking prickstick takes a man’s clothes like this?!”

      I pounded again, then took a step back and glanced around, figuring there must be cameras in here, some way those sick fucks were getting off on this.

      Nothing.

      Except something forming in the corner. Small at first, emerging from the metal like a little ball and then expanding until it became the size of my fist, like a small metal orb floating there. I cocked my head, confused, and glanced around. Next, I covered my crotch.

      “I’ve had enough of this.”

      “Unfortunately, we’re just getting started,” a voice said.

      I blinked, trying to decide if that had actually happened. With a glance back to the door, I contemplated the idea of someone out there speaking, or maybe it was through a speaker in the room, but I saw nothing.

      “You’ll have your answers soon enough, but we need to move,” the voice said. It was calming, distant, yet there with me. Coming from the metal ball, I considered?

      “Whoever you are…” I started to say to the ball, only I stopped as a laugh responded.

      “Don’t talk to the ball, it makes you look crazy,” the voice said. “I’m communicating through your head, and as I mentioned, we don’t have much time. My associate has been able to get you help, at least until we figure out what your powers are. Do you accept?”

      “The hell? Do I accept what?”

      With a sigh, the voice said, “Do you accept our help? Without it, there’s no way you’re getting out of there.”

      “I—well, that doesn’t leave me with much choice. Except that I don’t know where I am.”

      Silence followed, then, “It’s better if you see for yourself, but first you have to leave that room. Last chance, or we send you back. Do you accept?”

      With a lick of my suddenly dry lips, I steeled my nerves, swallowed my desire to answer with another “Fuck you,” as I’d recently grown accustomed to doing, and said, “I accept.”

      The ball opened up before me, projecting a screen of light, and it said: Level: One. Moniker: None. Status: Civilian. Special Powers: None. Notes: No clothes. Select Wardrobe?

      “Is this thing asking me to select clothes?” I asked.

      “Just select the option, you’ll see,” the voice replied.

      I was getting spooked, but the emotion wasn’t as strong as my desire to get out of there and find out what the hell was happening, so I reached out and touched the screen. It was more like touching air, but the selection was highlighted, and several outfits popped up. Most of the options looked like battle armor, another one was a suit, and then finally the one I was looking for.

      “A t-shirt and pants?” the voice asked.

      “Yes please,” I said and hit confirm. “Oh, and underwear?”

      The metal shimmered, changing colors, and then came at me. I tried to dodge, stumbling back, conking my head on the wall, and then the ball had me. I don’t know what I’d expected, but it wasn’t for the ball to hit me and start morphing. It slid across me like liquid metal and I opened my mouth to scream, then quickly closed it as I remembered all those movies where the liquid metal goes into the person’s throat, and then the eyes. Luckily, it stopped, and when I looked down I was wearing a shirt and pants, or so it seemed.

      A quick touch showed it still had a sort of metallic texture but had done a fairly good job of meeting what I thought of as clothes. It almost had a spandex feel. I checked, and sure enough, I was also wearing a pair of gray boxer-briefs.

      “When you want to change, just tell us and we’ll make it so,” the voice said.

      “Us? Us who?”

      “No time for that, but soon. Now, go to the door.”

      I glared at nobody in particular, wondering if I was going to have a heart attack at the fact that a metal floating ball had just attached itself to my body in the form of clothes and I was hearing voices in my head.

      For now, I was surviving, and even the headache had gone away.

      “We’re adjusting your heart rate, or trying to,” the voice said. “Doing our best with compensation methods built into your biotech suit.”

      “Bio… ahhh,” I said, all the pieces coming together. Okay, not at all actually, but at least I’d heard of biotech and the like. Clearly, I was in some sort of privatized prison I hadn’t been aware of. Maybe a new test subject or something.

      “It can’t form weapons or anything like that, but working with you as a conduit, and through your mind, we’re able to help it do the simple moves, like this fake clothing.”

      “You’re not in my mind,” I protested.

      “Chad, you’ll have to trust us, for now. Just… believe me when I say we need you as much, or more, than you need us.”

      I scratched my head, just behind the ear, trying to make sense of all this. The biotech clothes were very comfortable, almost as if they weren’t there at all.

      “Now, go to the door,” the voice said. “There’s at least one prisoner on that planet who we believe will join the fight. You need to get to her, convince her to fight, and then see if you can find others.”

      “Fight? I mean, I guess a prison break isn’t a bad idea, considering my sentence otherwise, but—”

      “No,” the voice said, for the first time growing frustrated. “Listen, we know you didn’t kill that man. It’s… much more complicated than you realize. The quick version is that the man was a supervillain, one with plans against Earth, just as he and his associates moved against us and the Citadel. Another supervillain has just taken over the living prison ship that you’re now on, and we’re relying on you to form a team to stop them.”

      “I…” My head was spinning again, the urge to puke rising up.

      “Trust us!” the voice said, “go for the door, now!”

      With that, my hands clenched into fists and I spun, throwing myself against the door, and heard it click a split second before I reached it. Metal pulled back, clipping me slightly in the shoulder as I stumbled past, and then I was out of my cell, in a hallway with numerous metal beams, and arched glass far overhead. And past all of that, where maybe I’d expected to see the stars or a blue sky, I was able to make out what looked like a fluorescent green planet off in space. For a moment it blinked out, and then I realized it was because a spaceship was flying past, and I nearly fainted.

      “Chad, you aren’t on Earth. You are here, with us. You’ve accepted the charge, now pull yourself together and do exactly what we say, or you will die. Do you understand?”

      I gulped, clenched my hands into fists, and said, “Point me to him.”

      “Her,” the voice corrected. “The prisoner is a female, one they call Charm. She’s your only hope to make this work, so try to make a good first impression. If you make it, that is.”

      “Just point me in the right direction, or shut up.”

      A moment’s silence followed, then, “Glad to have you on board, Chad. You’re going to go straight, then through the first door on your left. Can you handle that?”

      I was getting pissed, and more and more devoted to getting some answers, so when I replied, it was firm, solid. “Fuck yes, I can,” I said, and then took off at a sprint. It was ‘go’ time.
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      All around me, chaos broke out as I charged through the door on my left. It was like I’d entered a madhouse, with level upon level of metal walkways crisscrossing, stairs and ladders leading up and down, and what I had to guess was a prison riot going on. Or maybe more a prisoners’ celebration of freedom.

      “Whatever you do, don’t stop,” the voice in my head said. “Don’t talk to me, or you might draw attention. Just keep moving.”

      I kept moving, doing my best to ignore this insanity.

      A woman ran past on a platform overhead wearing what appeared to be a metallic bikini, complete with chains wrapped around her arms, and spikes emerging here and there. She was laughing, shrieking in exhilaration as she disappeared from view. My legs carried me across the walkway, right past a man as he shoved a woman up against a wall.

      That almost got me to stop, but I remembered the warning and then saw over my shoulder that the woman had turned on him and slammed him back, lifting a leg so that her skirt fell back and her bare ass was exposed. I saw a glimpse of what looked like her taking his cock and preparing to stick it in, but that’s all I needed to realize what was happening.

      “What the fuck is this place?” I asked, confused, pushing on to the door at the far end.

      “Who’re you talking to, boy?” a large man said, stepping in front of me. His eyes lit up with fire, and I stumbled back. Maybe if you were used to someone’s eyes igniting into flames you wouldn’t have been so scared, but I’d never seen anything like this before. For me, the craziest experience I’d ever had was watching Letha tear open a man on that show Planet Kill, or maybe the time Fireshot had gone up against the other offshoot of Mantis, and had her head torn off by barbed wire. That shit was disgusting, but hard not to watch. Hell, not a person I knew back on Earth didn’t tune in to PK, but even with all of the badassery there—and it was all real, mind you—nobody had fucking eyes of fire!

      “Didn’t we tell you to not talk to us?” the voice in my head said as I skidded to a stop to avoid this guy. “Want to check out this guy, just think it.”

      “What cell you come from?” the large man asked, eyeing me like a pork chop. “You don’t look so familiar.”

      In response to my curiosity, that stats window popped up again and read: Moniker: Drakonis. Status: Supervillain, imprisoned. Special Powers: Fire, Healing. Notes: Big ass dude. Run

      “One more time, boy,” the man said, and then his head lit up. It wasn’t just a glow, it was fire emerging from his nostrils, mouth, ears, and then consuming his flesh and all, and he charged me like a flaming bull.

      I turned back the way I’d come, screaming like a little girl, and stumbled right into the two who were fucking. I swear something hard brushed against my arm as I tossed them behind me, hoping it was a weapon and not his dick, and then I darted into the doorway past them.

      A glance back showed the large man trying to stop, but it was too late. The attack meant for me caught the dude with his dick out, the latter bursting into flames. He shouted in rage, ran over the edge, and wings sprouted from his back as he flung himself over. Not that it did him any good to have wings, he was still on fire. He took off into the air until he hit the next walkway up, head first, and fell. And fell. And fell.

      Finally… thud. Distant, deep below.

      All of that chaos from a moment before—all the cheering, roaring, shouting—it all stopped at this, followed by a horrible moment of silence. The woman turned to me as the fire vanished from the big guy’s face. Her eyes didn’t turn to fire, but they might as well have with the horror and hatred piercing me.

      A quick glance brought up the screen, and I saw her name was Chains, but then I was interrupted by the voice in my head shouting, “GO!”

      I was off, not daring to risk another look back.

      “We’re going to pull out your entrails slowly and eat your fucking skin off while you watch, you piece of shit!” the woman’s voice rang through the halls, joined by more cheers and more shouts about crazy things she would do to my balls, something about my anus, and then more threats from others too, who seemed to be joining in for the sake of it, not even knowing what had happened.

      I wasn’t even really sure what had happened.

      “These are the criminals?” I asked, whispering between breaths and hoping I’d be heard.

      “All supervillains, all locked up for horrible crimes.”

      “And why the fuck can’t you save this place, or stop them, or whatever it is you’re asking me to do? What about all of the other superheroes? Where are you during this mess?”

      “I didn’t want to tell you yet. It… might scare you.”

      “The hell? You don’t think this is scaring me?” I shouted, forgetting myself, only then realizing I had no idea where I was going.

      “Turn right, next door.” The voice was silent, then added, “We can’t help, we have to rely on you for this, and are calling on other heroes for other missions.”

      “And you’re going to tell me why?”

      “If you’d shut up and listen,” the voice said. “The why is very simple—because we’re dying. We were a group of superheroes sworn to protect the galaxy from the villains, to ensure they didn’t escape into the other galaxies or come back to Earth, where we all originally came from. But one villain escaped, not from here, but somewhere far worse. He’s made a move against the Citadel, the building on our planet that amplifies our powers. In our last act of defense, we were able to keep him from taking it, by sacrificing ourselves. The result will be a new round of heroes, a new round of protectors. We’re hoping you’ll be one of them.”

      I just ran. What does someone say to something like that? For the next few minutes, I followed orders until finally, I came to a normal walkway—one that was carpeted and clearly hadn’t been a prisoner area before this.

      That’s when it really hit me, because not only did I see the fluorescent planet from earlier, I saw a fleet of ships, more planets beyond them, asteroids floating, and in the far distance there was the unmistakable sight of the Milky Way. Holy hell, this was definitely not Earth or the prison I was meant to be in.

      The only logical explanation was that I wasn’t going crazy. The voice in my head really was from some dying superhero—and part of saving the galaxy, maybe even the universe in some contributing way, was up to me.

      “Where’s this lady?” I asked.

      “Are you sure you’re up to it?”

      “I’m not promising to be a hero,” I said. “Come on, me against that? The guy had a head of fire. But… I’ll do what I can. At least talk to the girl.”

      “Good, because she’s right behind you.”

      I spun, eyes searching, but all I saw was a wall. My frown should’ve made it plain how annoyed I was, but oh yeah, they couldn’t see me. Whoever they were.

      “There’s nobody th…” I started, then saw the ripple in the air, the change in the way the metal moved at just under eye level. “…ere.”

      “Who sent you?” a female voice asked. It sounded like it was right in front of me, from where I’d seen the ripple.

      Having seen the info screen on the others, I willed it up for her and the screen popped up for only me to see. Moniker: Charm. Status: Supervillain, imprisoned. Special Powers: Cloaking, charming. Notes: Don’t call her foxy.

      “Foxy?” I asked, more to myself, and then—

      BAM!

      Something hit me on the nose and I fell back, red spots in my vision, and then saw a woman who was as sexy as they came. Her cute little nose was framed by narrowed, yet large, green eyes. Thick lines of eyeshadow—or maybe it was natural—framed her eyes. Her outfit clung to her perky breasts and hips, not leaving much to the imagination. Then I noticed something furry behind her, and started scooting back, stammering as I pointed, “Watch out!”

      She turned, and when she looked at me again the annoyance in her expression was clear. That’s when I noticed the furry ears sticking out of her hair—not human ears. More like those of a fox. And when she turned to walk off, I saw that the thing I’d thought to be a monster or strange alien was, in fact, a bushy tail.

      What. The. Fuck.

      “Way to go, hotshot,” the voice said.

      I pushed myself up, clearing my head. “What should I call you?”

      “What?” the voice said.

      “So that I can tell you to go to hell. I need a name.”

      “That’s really not funny, considering… you know, how close we are to death. You can call me Xin, though.”

      “Xin, like sin?” I shook my head. “Wow.”

      “No, Xin like Jin, actually,” Xin replied. “And you’re losing your one chance at surviving this place. I advise you to get up.”

      “You said ‘we’?” I pointed out as I stood, rotating my neck to listen up.

      “Ah, yes. The reason you can see the information on the others there, and get your biotech clothes. Call her Lamb.”

      “Wait, so… I’m wearing her?” I glanced down at my crotch, suddenly feeling very odd about the whole situation.

      “Not exactly, more like her essence.”

      “I’m not sure that’s much better,” I replied, adjusting my crotch and then freezing mid- action.

      “She says to not ever do that again.”

      I felt the blood flooding my cheeks even as the voice said he was joking. Not funny at all. Done with this, I turned in the direction I’d seen the foxy lady storm off, and followed. There was no sign of her, but at this point, I knew from the character info that she had cloaking, so I knew what to look for.

      A shimmer at the far door.

      “Wait,” I said, picking up the pace.

      She uncloaked and turned to me, still glaring. It took me a second to process that bushy tail and those ears again, but I did my best not to look, instead focusing on her cute little nose.

      “Stay back. I bite,” she warned me.

      “I’m not trying to hurt you,” I replied.

      “You, hurt me?” she laughed, but then looked around, cautiously, as if people might have heard her. “Listen, bub, there are way scarier monsters in this place than you. I can tell that much with a glance.”

      “Hey,” I protested. Of course, she was right, but she didn’t have to rub it in. “For your information, I just took down some guy with wings.” I didn’t add the fact that it was while running for my life, or that it was by accident.

      “That could be one of three people that come to mind,” she replied, eyeing me suspiciously. “And I highly doubt that you’d be able to get to any of them.”

      “Yeah, well it happened. Done. And now his buddies are after me and I think you’re the only person I can trust in here.” I glanced back for effect, trying to hide the panic that was creeping into my voice. It was like I was realizing the truth of it all as I was saying it. Some crazy motherfuckers were going to hunt me down and destroy me—probably after some insane torture. Damn, I was so fucked.

      “Why me?” she asked.

      “What?”

      “For all you know, I’m as crazy as they come. Every one of us here is a supervillain, right? That’s what the judges said, anyway. So how do you know I won’t cut off your head and suck out your spinal fluid?”

      Oddly, the way she pursed her lips after saying that made me think of her sucking something that was very much not my spinal fluid. And then I had both images mixing around in my mind and was very much confused.

      “A little help here?” I said to the voice in my head.

      The foxy lady blinked, opened her mouth to respond, and then sighed. “Follow me.”

      “You had it under control,” Xin said in my head. “Keep up the good work.”

      The foxy lady stormed through the next doorway. I couldn’t help staring at the way her outfit hugged her ass perfectly, the way her hips swayed with each step, and the fluffy tail protruding out from just above her ass.

      “You’d better be staring at my ass and not my tail,” she said, and I looked up to see she had been watching me over her shoulder. She stood at a point where some pipes ran along the wall, turning into part of it. With a shove, she pushed the wall open—a secret passage!

      “Staring at your ass… is okay?” I asked, guessing I’d go for that option.

      She cocked her head, assessing me, and then shrugged. “What’s your name?”

      “Chad,” I replied, moving closer to her, wondering why we weren’t going into the secret passage yet. We needed to get away from my pursuers—if they were really coming.

      “Chad.” She frowned. “Don’t give me that fake-ass Milky Way shit. Your hero name.”

      I blinked, trying to process that. It made sense, I supposed, if everyone here had some sort of powers—and she had said they were all supervillains—then they’d all have hero names, of a sort.

      “Breaker,” I said, a verse of an old song popping into my head. I’d wanted to say Heart Breaker but figured that first part wouldn’t add to the reality of it being a superhero name.

      “As in breaker of chains? Or breaker of rules? Societal norms?” She grinned. “I like it.”

      “Sure, thanks… And you are?”

      “Not sure if I should trust you,” she said, furrowing her brow as she analyzed me.

      Something clicked, and a red light flashed from the darkness of the open wires and cables above, then vanished.

      “Did you…?” I started to ask.

      “Shit,” she said, picking up the pace. “You’re not the only one with enemies around here.” Scurrying sounded, as if moving down the walls, and she motioned for me to keep up. “You might have a chance to show me how you got that name pretty soon, Breaker.”

      “Right. Of course.” My tongue seemed to stick to the roof of my mouth as I thought about embarrassing myself trying to defend her. I wasn’t completely helpless—at least I’d studied Shaolin Kung Fu growing up. I’d gotten quite into it too, loving the various animal styles the most. But that had been years ago, and lately, I was more of a lover than a fighter. “This enemy of yours, how serious are we talking here?”

      “She hates me,” the woman said. “I kinda charmed her bitch into spilling food all over her in front of everyone.”

      “As in, like a stupid prank?” I asked. “That’s what you’re using your powers for?”

      She glanced back and shrugged, then motioned me down a side passage, narrower than the previous one, and shorter. We had to be much closer, and I noticed how she smelled like peaches and cream popsicles. When she took the lead, that perfect ass was right in my face, her strange tail waving around.

      That’s when the tail brushed against my face, little hairs tickling my nose, and I couldn’t hold it in.

      “Ahh—” I started to sneeze.

      “Don’t you dare,” she hissed glancing back, wide-eyed.

      “AHHH-CHOO!”

      She face-palmed, standing there with a hand up, waiting. Just when she was about to motion us on, the scurrying returned. My lady friend turned, barely able to do so in the tight chamber, and grabbed me by the shirt, pulling me close enough that I could see myself reflected in her eyes. Her lower lip jutted out when she was mad.

      “If you’ve just killed us by sneezing, I swear to Oram you’ll be eating steel before me, got it?”

      For some reason, my eyes couldn’t move away from those lips. Instead of giving her the answer she seemed to want, I placed my hands on hers, smiled, and said, “We’ve got this.”

      “You’re… sure?” She went from pissed to intrigued.

      “Whatever happens—oh, SHIT!”

      Behind her, the red light appeared, followed by two more.

      Three little metal creatures came at us. They had long beaks like birds, moving like one fluid piece of metal with arms that had long hooks on the end. As one, they leaped for us, and I did the only thing I could think of—as she started to dodge and cloak, I threw myself at her. Together we crashed through the metal paneling of the wall, and I was up in a minute, slamming it back in place with a thud as those things came at it.

      For a moment I thought we were safe, but then the scurrying sounded again, coming from all around, and metal started to seep in from the side of the walls.

      “Move it!” she shouted, already up and running again.

      We were in a larger room, one that led to a corridor filled with open prison cells. Those metal bastards followed, and then a face formed from the metal floor—a woman, laughing. Since my lady friend jumped over it, I did the same, but then paused, turned back, and had an idea. As one of the metal bastards came at us, I tried out my old ax-kick. Leg up, leg down, right on top of the little beast. The result was to catch it mid-air and slam it right into the metal face on the walkway. Its metal beak jammed into the floor and a screech sounded from somewhere distant as the face vanished—but the little robot thing was still stuck, as if the metal had been welded around it.

      One down, two to go.

      “Holy fuckballs,” the woman said, staring at me like I was a new man. “Two left.” Her eyes lit up with excitement as she watched to see what I would do.

      Unfortunately, I was out of ideas. I grabbed her hand this time, taking the lead, and our feet pounded across the walkway as we ran past cells. They were mostly empty, except for a large man sitting with his throat slit in one, and another with—as far as I could tell from the quick glance I gave them, and of course, the double take—two women sixty-nining.

      “What happened to this place?” I asked as we turned a corner, those scurrying robots not far behind.

      “Most powers were blocked,” she replied, pulling another door shut behind us, this time spinning a dial there and then hitting a keypad that locked it in place. “It wasn’t until Ranger did his thing, effectively freeing everyone, that our powers returned.”

      “And the guards?”

      She shook her head. “No guards. The prison, see, it’s a machine, but it’s like it’s alive. Or was—hasn’t shown any sign of life, or much else, since Ranger got involved.”

      We tore off down the hallway, hoping that was the end of our interaction with those robots.

      “Ranger’s the main one?” I asked. “The guy freeing you all with the idea that all the supervillains will join him to fight and take down the Citadel?”

      She eyed me. “You seem to know a lot for someone who was playing so stupid back there.”

      “I wasn’t playing stupid,” I defended myself, only then realizing it wasn’t much of a defense. “I mean, I’m still learning a lot here. Like, Ranger—that doesn’t sound like a villain’s name.”

      “It wasn’t, or rather, he wasn’t always a villain. Most of us aren’t. I hear he’s going by several names now, but I’ve been stuck in here, not exactly the most popular girl. My powers are fairly limited compared to most—such as Metallica, our friend who provided those robots. She can basically make metal come to life, form it into animate objects.”

      “And Ranger’s here?”

      “Not yet,” she explained. “He essentially told us to gather an army to follow him, while ensuring all those who refused are killed before he arrives. Hence, that big guy back there with his throat slit. Ache, they called him, and he would’ve been one of the first allies I searched out. Now I know… no good there.”

      “Damn, I’m sorry.”

      “We’ve got bigger problems,” she said, pulling to a stop. There at the far end of this hall, the remaining two robot creatures were squared off against us.

      “Back this way,” I said, pulling back the next door over, as we dove through into another open area with yet more walkways. As the robots charged I couldn’t help but wonder how many damn cells there were in this place.

      That could come later, though, because the damn robots had caught up, leaping toward us. One had managed to latch onto the woman’s tail, causing her to freak out, twisting and yelping, while the other one sprang at me.

      What else could I do but throw myself out of the way, right at the woman? My weight knocked her over and I landed on top of her, spinning to see the robot go flying over the side, much as the villain from earlier had done.

      My lady friend was under me, shouting, “Get it off, get it off!” and at first I thought she was talking about me, then I realized that the last robot was still on her tail, now using its sharp claws to climb toward her face.

      I lunged forward, grabbed it and spun, slamming its beak into the grating of the walkway. For a moment it struggled, but when it realized it was stuck, it froze like a statue and then the red vanished from its eyes.

      “She’s pulled back her energy from it,” the woman said, her voice strained, and I looked down to see that my weight was still entirely on top of her. It didn’t hit me to move yet, and she smiled. “You kind of sacrificed yourself for me. That doesn’t happen in a place like this.”

      “I’m not exactly from here,” I admitted and found myself staring into her beautiful green eyes.

      “Do you mind?”

      “Right, sorry.” I pushed up, feeling the heat rise to my cheeks as I realized that the motion had caused my hips to press against hers. Rolling off now, I ran my hands over my face, then hopped up.

      She lay there a moment longer, eyes moving along me. “You don’t look like you belong here, honestly.”

      “Should that be interpreted as a compliment, or…?”

      Her smile was playful, her lack of an answer annoying.

      “I… still never caught your name, you know,” I said, helping her to stand.

      “Charm,” she said with a wink, and then blew into my face. I wasn’t sure if I saw actual pink air coming at me, or just imagined it, but a moment later I was walking through a dark passage with no idea where I was going. Flashes of metal that twisted and moved around me, images of her ass… that tail… and then I blinked, and she was standing in front of me, staring at me. She snapped her fingers.

      “With me, hotshot?” she asked.

      I glanced around, taking in the room that was similar to the first one I’d arrived in but with a higher ceiling and windows near the top. It also had chairs, a bed, a sink, and toilet.

      “Charm…” I said, recalling the last thing she’d said to me.

      She nodded, then grinned. “It’s how I got my name.”

      “Oh, like as in you just charmed me.” My head was still foggy, but now it was all starting to fall into place.

      “Couldn’t have you seeing how to get into my secret lair,” she said with a wink. “Again, I’m going to ask this, because you really don’t seem to belong here. Who sent you?”

      She pushed against my chest so that I fell back into one of the chairs. It tilted back and I thought I was going to fall, but she caught me by the collar of my shirt, holding me there at a slight angle, leaning in close. So close, in fact, that I could smell the sweet, cherry scent of her breath. It reminded me of a hookah I’d once smoked, only without the cotton-mouth feeling that had followed. Those green eyes were moving back and forth from mine as if that would help her get the answers she needed.

      “Am I allowed to say?” I asked Xin.

      A silence followed, during which she stared at me like I was crazy.

      “I just demanded you tell me,” she said. “Of course you’re allowed. What? You’re weird.”

      “It’s just that… I mean—”

      “Don’t,” Xin said.

      Dammit. I stared, clenched my jaw, and said, “Why?”

      “Because I’m not going to help someone who won’t give me the answers!” she said, flabbergasted.

      “You mean me, I assume?” Xin said. “Sorry, stepped out for a bit—we have a few heroes in training, such as yourself, and I’m losing energy here, so trying to get them all spun up. Listen, you can’t rely on me. You probably don’t want to mention me, is what I meant, because most of the supers you meet will likely hate me, or at least assume I’m an enemy. So… yeah, I advise you keep it quiet for now.”

      All while he was talking, my eyes were moving across Charm’s face. I was trying to look thoughtful while also processing what Xin was telling me.

      “You’re not going to leave me, are you?” I asked, wondering if that could work for both of them.

      She leaned in, noticing when my eyes darted down to her perfect, perky breasts, and smiled. “Tell me who the fuck you are, and we’ll see.”

      “Yes,” came Xin’s response.

      “Wait, what?” I said.

      “I’ll check back in, and if you really need me I’ll be alerted, if I haven’t moved on from this world by that point. But yes, there’s not much more I can do here. Lamb’s essence will stay with you, but don’t worry, I was joking before. She’s basically passed it on to you, at least until you say you don’t want it anymore. So… good luck.”

      As his voice faded, I realized Charm had been talking too. Damn, it was hard dealing with two people when one didn’t know the other was present, in a sense.

      “…kick you in your fucking nutsack, you little prick,” she was saying, clearly having worked up a bit of a temper as I’d been apparently ignoring her. “You tell me what the hell I want to know right now, or so help me—”

      “Wait, wait,” I said, holding up my hands.

      Wrong move—she took it as a sign of aggression, letting the shirt go. My chair was still off balance and now fell back. I saw her ears, the ceiling, and then—crack! My head hit the ground, and I lay there moaning.

      Suddenly a hand was on my balls, but not in a pleasant way. She was squeezing as she knelt beside me.

      “One wrong word here, and they pop,” she said, and her other hand went to my throat.

      Oddly, this hot fox lady taking control like this, pinning me to the ground with a hand on my balls, turned me on. I felt my chest twitch and then the pressure in my pants, and her eyes went wide. She must’ve noticed, as she pulled back, releasing the grip on my nuts.

      “Sorry?” I said.

      “It was a threat, not me making a move,” she said, frowning. Her eyes, I noticed, had moved down to my crotch, and when I looked down I saw why. The clothes that Lamb had made for me, if you could call them that, apparently had no interest in hiding my bulge. Either she hadn’t ever dealt with this and hadn’t considered it, or thought it was funny. Perfect, I thought as I assumed it was the latter, supers with a sense of humor.

      “What exactly is happening right now?” she asked.

      “I’m apologizing,” I said, trying to ignore what was going on down there and the way her eyes kept staring. “We started off on the wrong foot. I’m from Earth, and all I know is I was on my way to prison for a crime I didn’t commit, when I almost died. Instead, I ended up in this crazy prison place, and I can’t explain it but I’m here to stop something terrible from happening.”

      “Right,” she said, and then poked my boner through my pants.

      I just stared at her, confused.

      “But this,” she said, poking it again. “What’s happening?”

      “I’m not following, but this—can you stop that?” She had poked it again and I moved away, more out of confusion than anything else.

      “It’s hard,” she said, looking at me with worry. “Is it supposed to do that?”

      “My… penis?” Saying it sounded so out of place.

      She blushed.

      “Sorry, hold on,” I said, pushing myself up to a sitting position against the far wall. “What exactly is happening here?”

      She gulped, glanced around, and said, “Can I see it?”

      “What the fuck? A second ago you were about to kill me. Sorry, maybe I’m still under your charm or something, but did you just ask if you could see my cock?”

      Her smile didn’t make sense, until she said, “Oh, my charm, great idea.” This time when she blew at me, the air was redder.

      All my worry seemed to go away, and suddenly I wasn’t looking at a crazy supervillain fox-lady—I was looking at the exact same lady but without inhibitions. Everything about her that had been alluring a moment ago was now amplified, and I could almost imagine my hands gripping her red uniform and tearing it off to expose her perfect breasts, and then burying my face in them.

      “Can I see it?” she said again.

      This time, I didn’t see any reason not to. Admittedly, my head was cloudy and I felt kind of drunk, for some reason. I stood, found that these biotech clothes worked like real ones, and pulled down my pants.
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      Charm’s eyes went wide and her breathing deepened as she stared at my cock. Her chest rose and fell in a way that made my throbbing dick stiffen beyond belief.

      “This isn’t right,” she said, suddenly turning away and sucking in air so that the effect of her charm was pulled back from me. “It’s an abuse of my powers. I shouldn’t have.”

      A moment passed as my head cleared, and then I realized that I was standing there with my pants around my ankles, my massive erection exposed and pointed right at her. I quickly pulled up my pants and stared at her in shock.

      “What’s happening, here?” I asked.

      She looked at me sheepishly, bit her lip with a glance back at my crotch, and then sighed as she plopped back onto the side of the bed. “You must hate me.”

      “What? I don’t… I don’t even know you,” I protested. “Sure, you threatened to pop my nuts, then basically drugged me so that I exposed myself… all very weird… but I don’t hate you. Hell, at least you’re not charging after me with your head on fire.”

      “You met Drakonis?” she asked, suddenly fascinated. “Was it amazing? Was he like the legends say?”

      “It was, like, a brief instant of him trying to kill me,” I said, shaking my head. “Can we stay on topic here?”

      “Right.” She sighed, then laid back on the bed, filling me with a whole new set of fantasies that I quickly tried to push aside. “As I said, I’m Charm. There’s a lot about me you don’t know—”

      “Like everything,” I said.

      “Right. Well, here’s the quick version—went to the all-girl academy for superheroines, Supraline’s, since my parents gave me up at an early age. Guess they didn’t understand the ears and tail, go figure.” She glanced over at me, looking vulnerable. “Things happened, I ended up here. There you have it.”

      “Things happened.”

      “Yes,” she nodded, looking away. “Things happened.”

      “And… this?” I asked, pointing back at my crotch as I attempted to hide my massive boner.

      “You can take care of it if you want,” she said, gesturing to the sink.

      I laughed. “Excuse me?”

      “If you want, I’m just saying. Go ahead.”

      “I mean, no, I don’t need to…” It was bursting and my head was swimming with lack of blood, so maybe I did, but I wasn’t about to do that in front of some stranger. “What I’m trying to ask is WHAT THE FUCK?”

      “Oh.” She sat up, leaning over so that her forearms rested on her thighs. “I’d never, you know… and at the academy, nobody talks about it. I mean, the other girls did, but not so much to me. Not with the ‘Fox-freak.’ That’s what they called me, you know. I had friends but always felt one layer detached. So anyway, I knew about balls being a weakness—who doesn’t? Especially with a few fights here and there against boys in the streets over the years. The rest of it though… is news to me.”

      “Wow,” I said, running a hand through my thick, black hair. “Back home, I doubt there’s a woman who’d not know about… this.”

      “Thanks for making me feel even better.”

      “I didn’t mean it like that.”

      “Your turn,” she said, turning back to me now. “You still haven’t told me what you’re doing here, not exactly.”

      “I was hoping you could help me, or I could help you,” I admitted. “If I understand this correctly, there’s a supervillain who’s granted all of those imprisoned here freedom and power if they help him.”

      “And you want in on that?” she said, practically spitting with disgust.

      “No, I want to stop it.”

      She froze, contemplating me, and then smiled. “Me, too.”

      “So… you’re in?” I asked, unable to believe it.

      “More like you’re in,” she replied. “What do you think I was doing out there? I was trying to figure out my first move. I think we need allies, and I have just the woman in mind.”

      “Allies with supervillains,” I stated. “You’re sure?”

      “Everyone’s in here for a reason,” she replied. “Myself included. I think we can trust her—if we can convince her to join.”

      “Great!” I said, my excitement mixed with the fear of this actually happening. We were going to partner up to try and take down a space prison full of supervillains.

      “But before we go…” She eyed me, her mouth moving slightly as if she was trying to figure out how to say something, then she pointed at my crotch again. “You really should take care of that.”

      “They go away eventually,” I said, glancing around and feeling very awkward.

      “Maybe you should get pants that cover it up better?”

      “Not an option right now,” I admitted. She had a point though, as this thing didn’t seem to be going away anytime soon. Especially not with her staring at it.

      “Just… I won’t look.” She bit her lip again in that cute way she did, and I noticed her teeth were more pointed than most people’s. Scary… and for some reason, even more arousing. What the hell?

      I sighed, feeling very weird about the whole situation but agreeing that a nice release after all that stress felt right.

      “I don’t suppose we have any lotion?” I joked.

      She cocked her head, shrugged, and said, “What’s lotion?”

      “Just… never mind.”

      “You need some charm, to make it less awkward?” she asked.

      “Actually,” if I was going to do this, a bit of her charm couldn’t hurt.

      “You don’t want me to watch, do you?” she asked, hopeful.

      My first reaction was to say no, but then I said. “Give me the charm.”

      She smiled, leaped up, and blew red into my face. As soon as it hit all inhibitions were gone and I was a free man. I mean, my pants were off and I was free, my hand on my cock. For a moment I stood there, watching the excitement spread across her face, and then I realized this wasn’t right. It didn’t make sense. Maybe it was the charm talking, but I took several small steps over and said, “Do you want to try?”

      Her eyes went from excited, to horrified, to intrigued in the matter of a second. Her hand rose, slowly, then stopped an inch away from my cock, as if touching it would burn her.

      “You’re sure?” she said. “This doesn’t… I don’t know, lock us into marriage or anything?”

      I laughed. “No, it doesn’t. And I’d prefer it if you do it. Guys often do.” As far as I knew, the charm was working its magic. Words like that didn’t normally come out of me. I’d had my share of hookups, but I’d never before asked a girl to whack me off within ten minutes or so of meeting her. Judging by the lack of disgust on her face, she wasn’t offended, and that meant I had no reason to worry. In fact, the whole situation was turning me on even more, if possible.

      She licked her lips, then reached with one finger, gently caressing the side of my shaft. Her finger was kind of cold, making my back arch and my breaths come out heavier. After she reached the base, she took it with her whole hand, then held it, frowning.

      “Like this,” I said when I realized she didn’t know what she was doing. Taking her hand in mine, I began to guide her, stroking up and down, faster and faster. After a moment, I took her other hand and had her cup my balls. Sure, in the back of my head I knew we had a bunch of supervillains to take down, but we were secure in this cell, better forming our bond.

      It was definitely the charm, I realized, but I didn’t care. I doubt I would’ve been brave enough to get her involved without it, and right now there was not much more I could think of that would be better. This prison place wasn’t so bad, so far.

      Warmth rose up in my calves and spread through me as my muscles tightened, then I felt pressure in my hips, my cock throbbing. Her eyes went wide again as she watched it grow to the point of exploding, and I tried to tell her to watch out, to move out of the way or grab a tissue, but it was too late.

      Yup, I got it all over her chest. She was clothed, but still.

      She sat there, watching a drop more seep out, and then looked down at the cum on her.

      “Wow,” she said, and then smiled up at me. “That was amazing!”

      “Yeah?”

      She grinned, nodded enthusiastically, and said, “Now lick it off of me.”

      “The fuck?” I said, stepping back, my cock pulling free from her hand. “No way!”

      “Oh, I just assumed…”

      “No,” I insisted. “No amount of charm will ever make a guy, or a straight guy, anyway, okay with that.”

      “Okay,” she said with a laugh, and then wiped some from her chest and looked at it. “Kinda gooey. Smells like,” she sniffed it, “chlorine and… a hint of pineapple?”

      “You have pineapple here?” was all I could think to say.”

      She laughed. “Back home, yes. But not in prison.”

      “Maybe you should… wash up?”

      The charm was wearing off, and the craziness of what had just happened was only now starting to hit me. I certainly hoped Xin hadn’t been paying attention. Charm stood and went to the sink, starting to wipe water across her uniform to clean it, and after a moment she groaned and started pulling her top off.

      I turned away, embarrassed, and she giggled. “After what I just did?”

      “It’s still… I don’t know you, do I?”

      A glance over my shoulder revealed an ample amount of side-boob. Her back was muscular, not hairy at all as I’d thought might be the case, what with that bushy tail and fox ears.

      Suddenly she stopped, turning to me with a horrified expression. Her breasts—a perfect example of the perky variety, not too big, but enough to fill a hand each—seemed to stare at me, calling for me to come over and lick her nipples, maybe even nibble a bit.

      But the look on her face stopped me cold.

      “I’m so sorry,” she said, then covered her nipples with her free hand. The other was still holding her top, water dripping from it.

      “Sorry… for what?”

      “I took advantage of you,” she said. “And what’s worse, I should’ve told you this… when I use the charm on others, it kind of works on me as well. A side effect, I guess you could say?”

      “Oh.” It kind of sunk in, but not fully. “So what you’re saying is, it’s sort of like you got me drunk and got yourself a bit drunk, and we fooled around?”

      She nodded, horrified, and all I could think about was taking that hand off of those perfect tits and rubbing my face in them.

      “Um, I hardly think that’s the worst thing to ever happen,” I said. “Back on Earth, there’s stuff like roofies, and… What?” She was biting her lip, then started laughing. “Are you okay?” I asked.

      “Oh, man, you should’ve seen your expression. Come on, I may’ve never touched a dick, but I’ve dealt with my share of them. The non-penis kind, I mean, guys who are dicks. And women told me all about them. Sure, on my planet there’s the death penalty for roofies and rape and all that, so it doesn’t really happen, but I’m familiar with the idea, and I know damn well that I shouldn’t feel guilty about giving you a blowjob.”

      “Handjob,” I corrected her.

      “Oh?” she blinked, confused.

      “Are you fucking with me?”

      “No, I’m not fucking you… right now. Is it always this confusing?”

      I took a deep breath, frowned, smiled, and then laughed. “I really don’t know if you’re messing with me. Like, joking… again.”

      She held up her hands, boobs shaking slightly as they were revealed again. “I swear, you’re confusing the fuck out of me right now. Did I give you a blowjob, or fuck you? My sistah from another mistah, Lima, told me that’s when you take that and put it in here,” she gestured to her pussy and I felt my cock start to harden again, “but… is that wrong?”

      “It’s right, but for some reason ‘fucking with someone’ means joking with them, in a sense.” I shook my head, unable to believe I was having this conversation. “And a blowjob… it’s where you use your mouth. Handjob means your hand.”

      She arched an eyebrow. “I see. Sounds kinda… gross?”

      “Hey, I wouldn’t do it, but some women love it.”

      She nodded, absorbing this, then glanced down and covered herself again, blushing. “I was serious though, about the charm. It affects me when I use it on others. Shit, you think I’d be letting you see my breasts otherwise?”

      “Is it that big of a deal, considering?”

      “Yes.”

      She glanced back at me, then to her shirt, and frowned before tossing it to me. It sloshed, and I hoped the cum was gone.

      “Matter of fact, you wash it,” she demanded.

      That made sense. It was my cum on her shirt, after all. She reclined back on the bed, arm still across her chest, the other working her hair behind her fox ears as she glanced at the door.

      “Some people say I’m scatterbrained,” she stated. “That I get sidetracked easily. Case in point, your cock. We were supposed to be figuring out how to get Twitch on our side.”

      “The villain you think can help us?” I confirmed, taking the two sides of her shirt and rubbing them together under the water.

      “Exactly. I don’t know, maybe it was the charm effects from before, maybe my scatterbrained nature.” She glanced over, smiling. “Or your raw sexuality.”

      “Are you mocking me?”

      She laughed. “You’re cute. I’ll give you that.”

      “I thought so.”

      “Not mocking,” she corrected, “just pointing out that your superpower isn’t the ability to seduce. That was all on my side.”

      I frowned, liking to think that part of this whole bit of the crazy situation had resulted from my charm. My ability to seduce foxy women. A glance back, and she saw that I was frowning.

      “What?” She noticed my eyes glance up to her ears, even though I looked away immediately. Standing, she came back over and took her shirt, then wrung it out with her chest away from me. This, however, had the unintended effect of causing her bushy tail to brush against my cheek.

      I startled, and she noticed.

      “Fuck you,” she said, giving the shirt one more wring before moving to the door and putting it back on. It was hard to pull over her head since it was still very wet.

      “Let me help,” I said, but when I went to her I couldn’t help but stare at those perfect breasts again. My cock pressed against my pants, and when she got the shirt down, she noticed.

      “Huh,” she noted, frowning at me, “charm must be gone. No fascination this time.”

      “Should I be insulted?”

      “Welcome to the club, if you are.” My silence was answer enough, apparently, because she spun on me, finger in my face. “And to answer the question in your head, no, getting a blowjob from me was not bestiality.”

      “Handjob,” I corrected, and she shoved me back.

      “If I say blowjob, it was a fucking blowjob!” she shouted, then put a hand to her mouth, glancing around. Finally, she lowered her hand and the frown returned. “Good, nobody heard that.”

      “I’m not saying I wouldn’t love a blowjob,” I said, trying to turn the situation around again. Hey, I’d take getting dirty with her any day over going back out there into a crazy space prison where all the prisoners were running around wanting to kill me. A man has to try.

      “You… weren’t thinking the B word?” she asked, looking horrified.

      “Bitch?” I laughed. “Of course I was starting to, but—”

      “No,” she interrupted. “Bestiality, because of, you know, the tail and ears.”

      I gulped. “No…?”

      “Oh.” She stared at me as if debating whether I was telling the truth, then shrugged. “Good, because it’s not. As I said. If you must know, and I’m only telling you because I like you and think you’re cute, it’s part of my superpowers. I’m not half fox or wolf or whatever.”

      “Like your charm?”

      She nodded. “When I was three, they started growing. Well, I was born with the ears, but the tail… Then I disappeared one day when the kids were making fun of me, and that’s how I learned about the cloaking power.”

      “And the charm thing?”

      She grinned. “A girl at the Academy was trying to kiss me, I let out a breath that came out blue, and she got super depressed all of a sudden and backed off. Not that I have anything against kissing girls, just not her.”

      I nodded as if I understood. “And these… powers? Where do they come from?”

      “The sun of our planetary system gives us powers,” she said. “That’s what people assume, but who really knows.”

      “Do we know what powers Twitch has?”

      She licked her lips, then scrunched her nose. “You know, I wish I did. Damn, that would help. All I know is I’ve heard she’s super powerful, the one you want to call if you hope to escape this mess. And yes, I’ve been planning my escape since the day I was sent here. And no, I’m not telling you what for, at least not yet.”

      “Fine, so we go after her. Lead the way.”

      “Me?” she laughed. “Sugar, I’m going to tell you this one time—I don’t know shit about this place other than what I’ve been able to learn in the few hours since we were released. What I do know is in which direction that information can be found, and how to get there, kinda. You up for it?”

      “I think so.”

      “That’ll have to do. And who knows,” she winked, then ran a hand across my crotch as if by accident, “maybe when we’ve ditched this bitch and found Twitch, I’ll find out what a blowjob is all about. The real version, I mean.”

      Dammit, I was stiff as steel again.

      She giggled, opening the door and leading the way out of there, leaving me very confused about whether she was being serious or not. As soon as we stepped out from the room, however, all playfulness and excitement were replaced with horror.

      “You in there, Fish?” the woman from earlier shrieked, her laughter echoing off the metal walls, followed by a clanging, growing closer and closer.

      All I could think about was her, pulling my spine out like a fish’s, then devouring my flesh.

      Charm, however, took me by the hand, glanced into my eyes with a look of excitement, and said, “Come on, this’ll be fun.”

      We ran, me stumbling along, confused, her with her wet shirt and bushy tail hitting me as we went. The sound of laughter and clanging grew louder by the second. For a brief moment, I understood that look in her eyes. The sense of adventure took over, and I was ready for it.

      Still terrified, but also excited.
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      We charged through the tunnels she was familiar with, but soon she was slowing, unsure if we were going the right way. More than once we each had to take turns pissing in unoccupied cells. The lights flickered, the walls creaked, and occasionally I would catch a glimpse of space through far-off windows.

      “Any idea what we’re looking for?” I asked, my heart thudding, my feet tingling with anticipation.

      “First, making sure we don’t get caught by any of them,” she replied. “Second, signs of Twitch.”

      “And like you said, you don’t know where she is… right?”

      “No, but I have ideas about where to start.” She saw the worried look on my face and rolled her eyes. “Relax, big guy. I’ve got you.”

      She started on down the halls again, so I just stuck close by, giving her enough distance for her tail to swish back and forth, as it did when she was nervous.

      My friends were probably back home right now, tuning into their favorite show, Planet Kill. Sometimes I used to visit Donnie, this guy who I knew from way back when we used to work construction in the housing projects of the ghettos, but he’d changed. All he did lately was watch the Planet Kill spinoff, Abaddon. That shit was sick. I mean sick like you had to be majorly twisted to be into that, and most regions outlawed it. Crazy guys and psycho bitches, all killing and fucking, and loving that the cameras were on them. He’d paid off a few people and gotten an illegal connection to the feed, and now his house smelled like cum and nachos.

      So maybe I didn’t miss Donnie much, but I was starting to wish I was back there with my old buddies, drinking my boy Loma’s homemade brew while looking out at the space stations high above Earth.

      Then again, back then I didn’t have Charm. In fact, the last time I’d hooked up with a chick—even for a handjob—had been over a year ago, if I remembered correctly. Yeah, this foreman at the factory where we worked to put new mining equipment together. She’d made some joke about the drills. I think I said some stupid remark like me loving the idea of drilling compared to what we were doing, but she’d misunderstood, she thought I’d made a joke about drilling her. I wish I had!

      It worked out though, her taking me around back and jacking me off right there, just to watch me cum. Not so different from this little interaction with Charm, I realized, as we moved down another dark hallway.

      I still remember the way my boss had stared intently at my face, as if trying to memorize the expression I made as I finally ejaculated all over the oil stains and spare parts tossed out there. When it was over, she had shrugged, wiped her hand on my pants, and then gone back inside to get to work.

      Strangest thing to ever happen at that boring-ass job.

      And an actual lay? Shit. A year or two before that. Life was too busy, everyone too focused on getting out of poverty, or getting wasted to forget how poor they were. Not me, but the dating pool was extremely limited.

      Apparently, all I had to do to get a date was get wrongly imprisoned for murder, almost die on the way, and then get pulled into another galaxy.

      Why hadn’t I thought of that years ago?

      I laughed to myself at the thought, and Charm glanced back at me, moving her tail out of the way.

      “You laughing at me?” she asked.

      “No, just thinking about my situation.”

      “Oh, good.” She held up a hand, and then I saw it too—shadows moving ahead, meaning we’d found someone or multiple someones. “No more laughing,” she hissed, then motioned me to the left, where she gestured to the ceiling. Here it was a long way up, with multiple ledges along the way. “Get me up there, then I’ll pull you up?”

      “I don’t know if you’ll be able to lift me.”

      She snorted back a laugh, then eyed me. “Perhaps you didn’t feel my super grip back there? Want another go?” She jokingly made a jacking-me-off motion, then winked and said, “Just shut up and lift me. You’ll see.”

      With a heave, I had her up, and a moment later she was lying down on the ledge above, reaching for my hand. My eyes darted to her thin arms, but I shrugged, giving her the benefit of the doubt.

      Suddenly I was off the ground, flying, coming up to land on top of her as she turned to catch me.

      “Whoa there, tiger,” she said with a grin. “Why so eager?”

      “That was just… your strength?”

      “Maybe get off of me and then we discuss?”

      “Sorry.” I rolled off and started to stand, then hit my head. “Damn!”

      She rolled her eyes again, motioning me to go. It was a small area, one that was just tall enough to crawl through. At least I was in the lead, so that tail wouldn’t keep brushing my face. At least, I thought this was a good thing until I felt something tickle my ass.

      “Whoa,” I hissed, turning as much as I could. “I’m trying to keep my voice down as much as possible here to avoid getting found out, but… really?”

      She frowned, looked embarrassed, and then indicated her pointy fox ear. “It wasn’t on purpose.”

      “Your… ear just tickled my ass?”

      She bit back a laugh and nodded. “Sorry? Next time, I’ll make sure it’s on purpose and not my ear.”

      “Um… no, no tickling my ass. Let’s just avoid that.”

      “Sure,” she said with a wink.

      “No, don’t do the ‘say yes, but wink at the same time’ thing, okay? Not on the ass stuff.”

      She nodded, but I still wasn’t sure she got it. An ex had tried that on me once, and it had even kinda felt good in a weird way. But then she wanted to take it to the extreme, showing up at my flat with a strap-on and something for me to bite down on when it hurt.

      Fuck that. I made a rule that day that my asshole was off limits in sexual encounters. Not knocking the guys who like that stuff, but it wasn’t for me.

      Charm was careful not to let her ears poke me in the ass again, though she made a couple of comments about what a nice ass I had. She asked if my balls just hung straight down when I crawled like this, or whether they somehow stayed close to my body, and then she started telling me a story about how once she’d been playing some sort of sport with her superheroine friends back at the academy, and how one of the other girls had gone to catch the ball, but her hands heated up with all the excitement and the ball popped on impact.

      “That’s a girl you don’t want fondling your balls,” she said with a chuckle.

      I paused, turned to her, and said, “You’re kind of obsessed with balls.”

      “What?” she tried to frown while smiling, but couldn’t manage it. “Listen, all-girl academy, then this place? Imagine if you’d not been allowed near chocolate your whole life, and suddenly you have it in front of you, dangling—I assume—inches from your face as you crawl through a prison to fight super powerful jerks. Of course you might think about those balls, those same ones that were in my hand not long ago. Chocolate. Balls. Not so different, really.”

      “You must have weird chocolate where you’re from,” I said with a shake of my head. “Because on Earth, chocolate is a rare delicacy and nothing at all like balls.”

      She shrugged. “I bet your balls taste like chocolate.”

      Instead of responding to that, I just frowned, shook my head, and motioned for her to go ahead. There was no way I’d be able to keep crawling like that, knowing she would be staring at my rear and package, thinking about my balls.

      As she passed, I understood my mistake and why she’d had those thoughts. Aside from the tail, my view was of her tight ass, perfectly formed, and her clothes even gave me a nice view of the mound that was her pussy. Then there was her scent, a scent that I was starting to realize had a perverting effect on me. I couldn’t smell that and not imagine myself scooting forward and nuzzling up against her pussy, sticking out my tongue and letting her rub up against it.

      Damn.

      “How far?” I asked, trying to focus on the supervillains and the fact that they were going to try and kill me. Normally that would be a thought I’d try to avoid, but at the moment I knew it would keep me focused.

      She paused, arched her back, and sniffed. The sight was even more alluring, and I wanted to whimper. My hand even started to reach up in my desire to caress her, take her right there, but I breathed deep, withdrew my hand, and told myself to grow the fuck up.

      I wasn’t some horny teenager. This wasn’t a love-fest porno or even a live stream of Planet Kill. This was my life on the line here. Back home, I hadn’t even really liked the action moments of watching Planet Kill. When I’d studied kung fu I did so for discipline, for the art of it, and because it made my abs tight. Violence was for people like my brother. Yet, here I was, up against a whole prison ship, or station, or whatever the hell I was on, and all I could think about was this woman. It was almost laughable, if not for it being so terrifying.

      “Up ahead,” she finally said, “not far. Maybe twenty feet.” For another moment she didn’t move, then added, “Why are you breathing so heavily?”

      “I’m not. Go.”

      Loud clanging on metal sounded from ahead.

      “You sound like you’re breathing really heavily.”

      “Can we please…?” I held my breath, and she shrugged, moving forward again.

      We stayed silent, knowing that the enemy was so close. The passage narrowed, a blue hue seeping in from the edges of the wall paneling on our left. When we reached the edge of our current ledge, she held up a hand, gesturing me back.

      Below us, off to the right, was a group of people, though from this angle I could mostly just see their shadows and feet. We made our way along the ledge, moving until we were in a bit of an alcove and had a better view.

      There were at least four of them there, maybe more out of sight. One of them was a woman who leaned against a wall, playing with a ball of fire in her hands. Another woman was transforming herself, shifting back and forth between her human form and that of what looked like a dragon. The two men were watching, one toying with a knife, and then a third walked into view and started arguing with the man with the knife.

      “This is why we haven’t seen as many prisoners in the halls,” Charm explained, as one of the men pounded on the door and shouted obscenities. “They’re forming cliques, each falling behind whoever they believe to be the strongest supers. I’m guessing these are laying siege to some other group, figuring that if they can defeat that group’s leader, the supers following him or her will then turn to them, as they’ll have proven they’re more powerful. It’s how Ranger works—with a set hierarchy of rules.”

      “My brother would’ve loved him,” I said. Not wanting to get sidetracked and seeing the curiosity in her face, I said, “And what about Twitch? Would she be around here then?”

      “I’m not sure,” Charm said. “But we have to try.”

      “If we can even reach the location. They might have people surrounding it.”

      “Ah, but you forget,” Charm held out her hands and vanished, then reappeared a second later. “Cloaking. You might have to stay back and wait, while I go and look into it.”

      “What if you run into Metallica? Will she not be able to sense you?” I asked. “Or me with Chains, I don’t know if I want you to leave me alone.”

      She took a breath as if trying to stay patient. “Listen, Breaker, you know we have to find her, right? I mean, if we want a chance at getting out of this place, we need her.”

      “Meanwhile, the enemies that this Ranger villain wants on his side… they’re down there trying to kill each other off?” I asked, peering down at them. “I don’t understand.”

      “What’s confusing? They want to rip each other’s balls off.”

      “First, not all of them have balls.”

      “Not half as big as yours, anyway,” she said with a grin, then put a hand on my leg.

      “Wh-what’s happening right now?” A shift in my pants told my mouth to shut up, just let it happen.

      She shrugged. “Kinda hot, isn’t it? All those killers right there, us here, so close and yet… they can’t touch us.”

      “So, the danger thing turns you on,” I said, nodding. “No charm this time?”

      A shrug and she said, “Would that make it less awkward?”

      “I think we should find Twitch, honestly.”

      She frowned, then smiled. “Oh, I mean, I don’t think she’d be into it, but we can ask.”

      “Not what I meant,” I replied, but my mind filled with the image of Charm and a beautiful woman both going down on me at the same time. I had to admit, that didn’t sound so bad. Still, “Not what I meant at all.”

      She frowned, fingers moving up my leg, brushing the side of my crotch.

      “You’re not worried?” I asked. “I mean, what if she’s hurt, or trapped in some war like this?”

      Charm laughed, watching the bulge in my pants move. “You’re so cute when you’re worried.”

      With that she lunged at me, pressing her lips against mine as she fumbled with my pants and a second later had my cock out. Her lips and tongue tasted like her breath had—cherry hookah without the smoke—and for a second I forgot that there was a supervillain standoff going on below us, not very far away at all.

      When I opened my eyes, she was staring at me, kissing me with her eyes wide open.

      “What?” I asked.

      “Just fun to watch the way your face moves when I do this,” she gripped my cock hard, and my left eye twitched as my muscles clenched, “or this.” Then she stroked it, slow, then faster than a non-super would’ve been able to, and my mouth dropped open as my abs clenched and I moved forward.

      “Maybe we should see what kind of faces you make,” I said, and scooted closer, my hand moving to her crotch.

      She slapped the head of my cock and scooted her hips back, then brought up a finger to wag in my face. “Nu-uh.”

      “Wait, what?” I had to remember to keep my voice down as confusion welled up. “You’re kissing me, playing with me,” I glanced down at my massive erection, fully exposed, “and you don’t even want a gentle rub?”

      “A gentle…?” She held her hand to her mouth to keep from laughing. “Listen, Breaker, I just don’t know you that well yet.”

      I frowned, gestured to my cock with both hands, and said, “Um…”

      Apparently, the mood was ruined, because she grimaced and said, “Yeah, you might want to put that away.”

      “I’m sorry, is it because I wanted to touch you too?”

      “It’s a bit presumptuous,” she said, “that’s all. Kinda ruined the mood.”

      “Holy shit.” I tucked myself back in, feeling the pain of it pressing against my pants, and grumbled as I turned back to whatever was happening down there. Apparently, someone had appeared and tried to blast the guys with plasma but ended up killing one of the women. The others charged the door, pushing through.

      That’s when the screaming started, followed by shots, explosions, and the sound of wind. Then silence. Whatever had happened, it was either over real fast or the team was moving in deeper for the true kill. It had me curious, but I knew the real focus was on finding Twitch.

      Coming to know her later, it shouldn’t have been a surprise at all that she was the one to find us.

      “I was wondering when he was going to put that thing away,” a voice said, and then the wall to my left vanished. Crouching there, watching us with a look of amused annoyance, was a woman with green hair in a green outfit similar to Charm’s red one. There was something about her face that made her beautiful, but it was more a sophisticated, rich person sort of beauty—not cute or hot, but beautiful.

      As I stared at her, I processed what she’d said, putting it together with the wall disappearing.

      “Oh my God,” I said, eyes going wide and darting from her to Charm.

      Charm shrugged. “I kinda figured she’d be around, or at least come back soon. This is kind of her spot.”

      “Her… meaning Twitch?” I asked. “You pulled my dick out, knowing she might be here?”

      “She is still here,” Twitch said, “and don’t worry, you had nothing to be ashamed of.”

      “I—I didn’t say that. It’s not what I meant. It’s beside the point!”

      “Voice, lower it.” Charm reminded me.

      I spun on her, about to explode, but she pointed to more villains who had just arrived below. I ground my teeth, glaring at her.

      “If you’re not embarrassed by it,” Charm asked, “what’s the big deal?”

      “Seriously?” My eyes found Twitch, and she shrugged.

      “I didn’t want to interrupt you two,” Twitch said. “That said, I’m not going to pretend I wasn’t looking. Like I said, nothing to be ashamed of. You’ve got yourself a grade-A cock there, big guy.”

      “This is very weird,” was all I could think. “Please tell me Xin isn’t listening… Xin?”

      “Xin wouldn’t be caught dead here,” Charm said, confused. Her eyes went wide and she turned to Twitch. “Oh, no—I swear to Oram, there’s no Xin here. I didn’t bring him, we weren’t followed.”

      Twitch had instantly put up her hands and pink, translucent screens appeared. She was frowning, glancing from the screens to me as what looked like code flew across them. I looked back to Charm, but she was staring at Twitch’s screens with an excited fascination. My best guess was that she’d heard of this power—if that’s what it was—but never seen it in person.

      Finally, Twitch bit her lip, swiped a hand through the air so that the screens vanished, and then nodded my way.

      “You’ve got some connection to him, but he’s not here,” she said. “Explain.”

      “What the hell were you doing?” I asked.

      “Answer me, and I’ll answer you.”

      Not being sure how much to trust her yet, I remembered I had my own screens of a sort, and pulled one up about her. The difference was, she couldn’t see mine.

      Moniker: Twitch. Status: Supervillain, imprisoned. Special Powers: Altering Physics. Notes: Proceed with caution.

      “Altering physics?” I asked. “How does that work?”

      She blinked, her eyes running across my clothes, and then pulled up a pink screen—just one this time. “Son of a bitch. What you just did, I’ve only known one person who could do that, and she’s one of the Elders like Xin. So I ran a search for Lamb, and strangely, it points at you. But not the full amount, it’s like… faint traces of her.”

      “Hold the fuck up,” Charm said, turning to me. “Are you actually Lamb in disguise? Was that a fake dick?”

      “What?” No, no!”

      I had been too loud, apparently, because shouting had started below and a shot of fire hit the ceiling nearby.

      “Looks like you two are with me, at least until I get some answers,” Twitch said, and she motioned for us to follow her. As she walked, she pulled up more of those pink screens and looked like she was typing in the air. New commands popped up, numbers scrolling, and then a wall went up in front of us while the one ahead split for us to walk through before closing behind us. My heart thudded as I tried to understand this, pushing myself forward.

      This shit was crazy, but I was glad to be on her side—even if just temporarily.
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      Holy shit,” I declared, amazed at what was happening as, yet again, Twitch used her screens in unbelieveable ways to make a temporary hole in a wall for us to walk through. “Is this what that altering physics thing means?”

      “It’s not exactly altering anything,” she replied. “Although, I can. To a degree. It’s like programming my surroundings to work a certain way. Your turn.”

      “I…”

      Charm turned to me with a ‘go on’ expression, and I sighed, realizing I needed to trust these two at least, or I was screwed. Especially since Xin was apparently off helping other supposed heroes get up to speed.

      I told them all I knew as we stormed through openings and more holding cell areas, then paused outside a mess hall where more noise was coming from.

      “Damn,” Twitch said, holding up a hand for us to stop, then gesturing us back while she put up a fake wall. “You’re saying they’ve chosen you… you, to be one of the new Elders?”

      “And when I do this,” Charm said, reaching out nonchalantly and rubbing my crotch. “It’s kind of like I’m rubbing Lamb, at least while you’re clothed?”

      “No to that,” I said, then took her hand and shoved it away. “And maybe a break from that for two secs?” Turning back to Twitch, I ignored Charm’s giggle as I added, “I don’t know about all this Elder talk, I mean, I’m not old at all, and…”

      “And…?”

      “I don’t exactly have any superpowers.”

      “The fuck?” she said, but smiled.

      “You knew?”

      “I saw it when looking up your code, if you want to call it that. Well, no active powers, but, actually there was something there that didn’t make sense. I figured it was a glitch or something. No powers though, right?”

      “Right.”

      “Then yeah, probably a glitch.” She didn’t look certain, but nodded to herself. Metal clanging sounded ahead of us, then scurrying like before.

      Charm instantly went into cloak mode, but grabbed my arm. “Twitch?”

      “Let me guess, your friend Metallica?” Twitch asked.

      “That’d be my guess.”

      “Stay close.” Twitch made another hole in a nearby wall, but already those robot things with their beaks were moving in through the hole, and Twitch cursed. When she turned the other way, more of them arrived.

      “She shouldn’t be able to make so many,” Charm protested. “Unless…”

      “She’s joined up with Amplifier and his gang,” Twitch said. “But we’ll have time to hypothesize later. Right now we need to get out of here. Her pink screens were flashing, hands moving across them, as first one robot transformed into a metal jumping bunny, then another.

      “What the fuck?” I asked.

      “I’m doing the best I can,” she countered. “I can hack them. Doesn’t mean I can completely change them. No matter what shape they take, they’ll still be under her control.

      “So why give them mouths or legs at all?!” Charm said.

      Instead of answering, Twitch made the next few into cute bunnies without mouths or legs, but still, they continued to come. Then, from the far end of the hall, a woman stepped into sight. There was no doubt that this was Metallica—she was wrapped in metal that swirled around her as she moved, likely there to protect her from harm. With a smile, she swept her hand out. Small shards of metal flew out, and I watched as Twitch turned them into flat metallic screens that we were able to knock out of the air.

      She looked annoyed, but also slightly impressed.

      Behind her stood a slim man with hair frizzing out, another at her side who had an intimidating look to him.

      “You two can leave,” Metallica said. “My fight is with Charm.”

      “Not going to happen,” I said, without a second thought. A glance back showed our new friend, Twitch, looking unsure. What reason would she have to risk her life for us? But when her eyes met mine, I knew she was staying. There was a look of curiosity in them, and as we all know, there are few powers more dangerous than that.

      “Run,” Twitch told us, as she adjusted her screens again so that as we ran, images of us stayed behind, and the attack meant for us hit them instead. Next, she pulled up a small screen and dragged her hand across it so that the floor below lowered into a slide, and we went careening down it before it closed behind us a moment later.

      More scurrying sounded, and we knew this wouldn’t hide us forever.

      “Remind me to ask why I’m helping you,” Twitch said, then made a hole to our right, so that we could escape through there.

      “Might be because you’re not as evil as the rest, and neither are we,” Charm said with a grin. “Rumor has it you’re a big softie.”

      “Well fuck that rumor,” Twitch said, and we walked right into the midst of a literal firefight, plasma blasts and a blast of fire scorching past us. Two women surged past with blades forming in their hands, and a man with horns that sprouted from his head and vibrated with electricity came to meet them.

      “Damn, not the right way,” Twitch said, backpedaling. Some of them turned on us, but we were already high-tailing it out of there, diving down another hallway, then another two, only to hit a place where Metallica’s face appeared in the wall before us as she said, “Boo.” Then the ground gave out.

      Ever have the ground disappear beneath your feet? It sucks. One moment I was running, the next it felt like my heart had been pulled out through my throat and my head slammed with a sledgehammer. Of course, part of that might have been a blast from the enemies behind us that hit at the same time, but whatever it was, the combined effect was not good.

      Walls passed us and I saw metal flickering down at our side, carrying the leering form of Metallica. Weird how you don’t notice someone until the oddest moments—like now, I could tell that maybe she had been attractive once, her eyes a metallic gray, her black hair hanging around her face as if permanently wet. She had angular features that could’ve been beautiful, if not for the crazy bitch part of it all.

      Then we landed, with Twitch hitting the ground hardest, Charm landing on top of her and me to one side. Metallica came to a stop nearby, the two others right behind her, and the metal now formed around us like a thick ball, shifting, not stopping. We were trapped, holes closing at Metallica’s orders as fast as Twitch could open them.

      Then the man with frizzy hair stepped forward and smiled. That smile was enough to make me want to turn and flee… only there was nowhere to flee to. He held out his hand, about to open it, when I noticed a strange color in the wind next to him, then a shimmer, moving fast.

      Metallica held up a hand and said, “Wait… where is she?”

      I glanced around and couldn’t find Charm or her shimmer, and on second glance, Twitch vanished while messing with her pink screens.

      “Where are they?!” Metallica screamed, and I realized we’d all disappeared, in a sense. She thrust out her arms, her metal suit spinning around her with increasing speed until it exploded outwards, instantly killing the two men with her. It likely would’ve killed us too, if not for the strange bubble of blue that formed around us. Metal clanked on metal all around, and then I noticed a shape moving in that blue, faster than I could quite comprehend. This wasn’t a force-field or anything like that, but a person using some sort of energy to move fast and protect us.

      A shriek came from Metallica as arms grabbed her from behind, pulling her through a tunnel that appeared in the metal. Not normal arms, but red, glowing arms, many of them that seemingly belonged to nobody.

      The blue bubble faded as the form followed her into the tunnel, pausing only long enough for me to catch a glimpse of a woman with stark blue skin and eyes, and then she was gone, the ship engulfing her as she went.

      We were left there in a warped metal bubble, and I couldn’t believe we’d actually escaped that. My hands were still shaking as I patted myself down, searching for holes or blood and finding neither.

      “We’re going to want her on our side, eventually,” Twitch said as she released us from the bubble, then motioned us to follow. “Good news. I’ve decided you’re allowed into my hideout.”

      “It’s not some place where you’re going to kill us?” I asked, jokingly.

      “Not as long as you don’t piss me off.”

      I frowned. “To be clear, your deciding to take us is good news, right?”

      She smiled, then shrugged. “Of course. It means I’ve decided we can be on the same team. Two steps later and she was through the nearest wall, and the opening started to close.

      “Better hurry,” she added.

      Charm went first, me right behind her. I’d found a second member of my team, meaning I was one step closer to getting out of this hellhole.
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      When we entered the hole Twitch had made into her hideout and come out the other side, it closed behind us and I realized we were in one of the fanciest rooms I’d seen yet. It must’ve been for a prisoner that was meant to be kept in isolation from the others. Twitch had taken it over and closed off all exits or entrances, meaning this could be our little safe haven.

      Or, at least I thought that until I remembered the way the ship had opened up for Metallica and then that blue lady.

      “Who the hell were they?” I asked.

      “The latter group, those we don’t want to get involved with,” Twitch said, and Charm simply grimaced.

      “No,” I persisted. “I need more than that.”

      Twitch sighed, looking me over, and said, “Why? What makes you think you get to make demands, and why should I give two shits what you need?”

      “I… well…”

      My eyes wandered around the room, taking in the supplies in one corner, what looked like food and weapons. She also had a shower in there, a toilet, a bed, and chairs.

      Finally, I said, “You mean aside from the fact that Xin chose me?”

      “Yes,” she sighed. “Aside from that.”

      “I haven’t the foggiest.”

      “Well, that makes two of us,” Twitch admitted. “Xin… he’s the reason I’m here, I should tell you. So yeah, pardon me if I don’t drop my panties at his name.”

      “I’m not trying to get you to drop your panties. I want to know what we’re doing, who we’re up against.”

      “We’re up against the whole damn prison!” she shouted. “Every supervillain ever incarcerated here, and that means the worst of the worst. Okay?”

      “What’d you do?” I asked.

      “None of your business.”

      “And you?” I turned to the fox lady, waiting for an answer.

      Charm shrugged, turning back to Twitch. “We need a plan. Even if you hate Xin, you know he’s right. You know this has to stop, that Ranger can’t win.”

      Twitch moved to her supplies and pulled out a water bottle, took a swig and then tossed it to me. “Yes, I know.”

      “So?”

      “What, you expected me to have a plan?” Twitch laughed, shaking her head, then eyed me again before turning back to Charm. “What else should I know about our boy here?”

      I laughed, figuring she was joking until I saw she was watching the other woman and waiting for an answer. Charm seemed thoughtful, considering what she would say about me.

      “Well, first off,” Charm started. “His balls are very sensitive but super smooth. It’s like caressing a silk sheet with two eggs in it. Oh, and he likes a strong grip, and seems to want me to use my—”

      “Charm!” I said, cutting her off, horrified. “I hardly think that’s what she meant.”

      Twitch laughed. “Hey, no secrets here. But he’s right, I meant… I’m still not convinced that you don’t have any powers. I don’t think it’s a glitch I saw, but some sort of power we haven’t seen before. So, Charm, have you noticed anything out of the ordinary about him?”

      She pursed her lips, then arched an eyebrow. “And we’re not talking about his penis.”

      “No, we’re not. Unless that’s the source of his superpower.”

      “Oh my God, ladies,” I said, holding my hands to my face. “I don’t have any superpowers, and my penis certainly doesn’t act like a magic wand.”

      “Not selling yourself very well,” Charm said, earning a laugh from Twitch.

      “You know what I mean,” I said.

      “Charm?” Twitch put her hands on her hips. “I’m getting that you have a one-track mind, but can you focus? Powers?”

      “Not that I saw,” Charm admitted. “But he was very brave.”

      “Thanks,” I replied.

      “Breaker, with super bravery!” Twitch said with a chuckle. “I can see the action figures now.”

      “Better than the other one,” I said, trying to be funny. When they both stared at me, I added, “You know, with a super… dick.”

      They both shook their heads and I felt like an idiot, but then noticed the slight upturn on Charm’s lips.

      “Listen,” I said, “it would be great to have powers. But I don’t—not other than what Lamb gave me with her essence or whatever. I’m Chad, okay? Chad Bostwick, born and raised in Olympia, Washington. The coolest thing I could do growing up was a backflip at one of those trampoline houses, until I studied kung fu, and then it was a double roundhouse kick. Yeah, I’m proud of that one, but it’s not a superpower. So sorry to disappoint.”

      “Explain to me then why Xin chose you?” Twitch said, now gathering some food. Stale crackers, protein bars, and a pound cake, it looked like. Still, I was excited to have a bite to eat.

      “He believes in me, says there’s something special I bring to the table. Hell, I don’t know.”

      Twitch handed me a portion of the food, and I scarfed it down. Charm did the same, all of us trying to consider the next move, how to get out of here. I couldn’t believe that neither of them had an answer, and when I excused myself to take a piss I tried asking Xin for more, but he wasn’t responding.

      I walked back to find Charm briefing Twitch on how we’d met and what else had happened since then, though Twitch stopped her when Charm started making a jacking-off motion as she included that part of the story.

      “Listen, I’m going to rest,” Twitch said, moving to the bed in the corner and lying down. “You probably want to rinse. You stink.”

      Charm and I looked at each other, unsure who she was talking to. But who was I fooling? She smelled perfect, while I hadn’t had a chance to clean up since that morning back on Earth.

      “Towel?” I asked.

      Twitch lifted her head to glare at me and then shook it. “You’ll have to air dry. Don’t worry. Nothing we haven’t seen.”

      I chuckled, assuming she was joking, but a quick scan of the place showed there certainly weren’t any towels. At least she turned away as she lowered her head back to sleep, but no such luck with Charm. Her gaze followed me as I went to check out the shower—and then she leaned back in her chair, closing her eyes.

      For a moment I wasn’t sure, but dammit I wanted to be clean. And they were both right, I didn’t have any real reason to be shy anymore. The water steamed, so at least I knew it was hot, and I quickly undressed before hopping in. Damn, the hot water washing over me felt good. I closed my eyes, hands on the wall as I stood there, simply letting it run over me.

      What the hell was I doing here? I knew the answer according to Xin, and since I’d been sentenced to life in prison, or death or whatever, being here in a prison made sense in a way. It was just the wrong prison. But my brother had been the one, not me.

      Even that didn’t make sense. He had always been the hero between the two of us. That one time when I was a senior and he was a junior in high school, and a bunch of pricks were picking on Angela Ornay, he was the one to step up to them, not me. Of course, the minute one threw a punch his way I was in the fight throwing roundhouse kicks and flipping those assholes onto their backs. We’d taken them down, but that wasn’t anything special. Him being the hero, me being the one who would stand back and wait until it was clear I had no choice, that was how it went. Then he’d gone off to the military after graduating, gotten super-secretive, and now we barely heard anything from him.

      Maybe there’d been a mistake here? This Xin character had picked up the wrong brother, and it was Andrew who was supposed to be here, getting his cock stroked by a weird fox lady? Not that I was complaining about that, as weird as it was.

      Plus, there was the point that I’d seen some woman take him. Maybe Andrew was one of the other heroes. That was something I made a note to ask Xin about later.

      A noise startled me and I looked up to see the shape and color of flesh through the fogged shower wall, then a flash of tail—Charm was naked, now walking my way.

      I gulped, my little soldier quickly standing at attention, and then the door was open and steam was moving out around her, caressing her perky breasts, the neatly trimmed trail of her pubic hair that led down to her beautiful pussy.

      “I was thinking,” she said, stepping into the shower with me, pressing her body against mine. “Now that you’re clean, and since we’ve found Twitch and gotten her on our team…”

      She didn’t have to say anymore. I knew where this was going, and leaned in, moaning in anticipation before pressing my mouth against hers. My body ached with the need to take her right there, but she pushed me back, said, “I’ll be needing my mouth,” and then she lowered herself to her knees, caressing my abs and then my ass, kissing my hip, my thigh, hand caressing my slick cock. She looked up at me with those wide green eyes, rubbed my cock along her cheek, and then turned her face into it, tongue out so that she licked it before wrapping her lips around the tip. First, she brought her lips together, pulling back and kissing it as she stroked it, then stared up at me again, a flicker of confusion flashing through her eyes.

      “Sorry,” she said as she pulled back. “I don’t really know what I’m supposed to do.”

      Another moan of desire from me, and I cocked my head, debating how to describe a proper blow job.

      “Just…” another voice said, and I turned to see that Twitch was lying in bed, able to see us perfectly through the open door. She was watching, too, and I was pretty sure her hand was down her pants, touching herself. “Just take it in your mouth as you stroke it. Treat it like a popsicle you’ve been craving your whole life, like a present from the gods that you can’t get enough of, all the while moving your hand up and down. She paused, closed her eyes, and then licked her lips before adding, “Cup his balls too. See if he likes that.”

      Her eyes opened again and she stared at us, waiting.

      “You can join,” Charm said, then turned to grin up at me.

      I wasn’t protesting.

      “No, I don’t think so,” Twitch said, staying where she was. “Just… try it like I said.”

      “Yes, ma’am.” Charm looked back up at me, a bit nervous, and reached to close the door.

      “I didn’t say to do that,” Twitch said, annoyed.

      Charm almost laughed, but instead turned back to me, cupping my balls in one hand while the other started to work my cock, up and down, her mouth following, just like Twitch had said. She moaned as if she’d never enjoyed something quite so much as she did so, only gagging once or twice. Meanwhile, I couldn’t help glancing up every once in a while to see Twitch there, watching us, hand clearly moving beneath her pants.

      Her eyes closed, fluttered open, closed again, and then she let out a long, high pitched squeal that felt very out of place for her, before laying back, panting heavily.

      “Oh fuck no,” Charm said, taking a break to glance back over her shoulder. “She beat us!”

      Her hand started moving faster on my cock, skin slapping against mine in an increasingly fast sound.

      “I didn’t know it was a race,” I said, reaching out to the wall with one hand for balance, caressing her breast and then fondling her nipple with the other.

      “Next time it damn well will be,” she replied, then stuck out her tongue and started slapping the head of my cock against it with each stroke.

      “You… sure… I can’t…”

      “Shut up,” she said, engulfing it again and then going back to the fast strokes. “Cover me, smother me, do it. Cum, cum.”

      “I want to fuck you,” I said, and she laughed.

      “Not yet. I want to take it slow.”

      “This is…. Oh, fuck… Your idea of taking it,” a spasm went through my body and I almost fell over but she put my cock in her mouth, grabbing my ass to help me balance, “…slow?”

      She didn’t answer verbally, just pulled my ass into a rhythm while she moved her head so that I was essentially skull-fucking her.

      Everything felt warm, tingly, then the warmth focused in my lower abdomen and my thighs cramped as I felt my cock throb, grow to the point of exploding, and then…

      …release.

      “Holy shit, that was amazing,” I said, trying to keep my balance.

      She swallowed, then kept going, gently now, licking, pulling, sending new spasms through my body. At last she was done and moved her head to the side of it, running her tongue along it as she turned to see Twitch.

      I looked up too, and sure enough, Twitch was watching hungrily.

      When she saw us looking though, she frowned, turned away, and pretended to be sleeping again. As if we hadn’t seen her watching.

      Charm giggled, stood and pressed her wet body against mine, feeling my semi-hard cock pressed up against her clit, and said, “I like the buildup, I like the tease.” She leaned in, whispering in my ear, “When it’s time, I’m going to cum so fucking hard you won’t know whether you’re killing me or making me orgasm.”

      “I don’t actually want to be confused in that regard,” I noted.

      She laughed. “Hey, I’m still learning what turns you on. Note to self—potentially killing me, not on the list. Good.”

      I laughed now too, watching as she wiped the edge of her mouth with her index finger, then sucked on the finger.

      “Mmm, pineapple.” She giggled, and then pushed me out of the shower. “Air dry, I’m going to rinse off.”

      The door closed and I stood there, butt-ass naked, feeling very relieved and confused. Standing there like that, wondering how long this air drying thing would take, I started thinking about everything going on and wondering what the hell was wrong with me. My life was at risk. An entire galaxy, maybe the universe threatened, and here I was getting blowjobs in a prison shower?

      At least I wasn’t giving them in the prison shower I’d been sentenced to, but this felt a bit too good to be true. Also, irresponsible.

      “Mmm, Chad,” Twitch said, and I turned to see what she was doing, then had to hold back a laugh. She was clearly sleeping, but her hand had found her pussy again, a smile on her lips, and again she said my name. A snore came two seconds later, then she rolled back over. I stared at her green hair, wondering if that was natural or part of this superpower thing, like the ears and tail of Charm.

      It hit me that Twitch might have been testing me, not really asleep at all. Regardless, I thought with a glance down at my swollen, now limp dick, there was no way the little soldier would be up for more fun that night.

      Another thought hit me—was it night? Up here, there really wasn’t much way to tell that I was aware of. What I did know was that I needed sleep. The excitement and terror had exhausted me, and after an orgasm like that, I couldn’t imagine staying on my feet a moment longer.

      I took my shirt—wondering how much it really was a shirt versus some essence of a superhero named Lamb, and wished I had a towel. It transformed into a towel, and I grinned. Damn, this could come in handy. The idea of it being connected to a female superhero only entered my mind twice as I dried myself, but I quickly told myself to stop thinking about it that way. All it did was make me feel uncomfortable and nervous.

      When I was done, I experimented by turning it into body armor, and grinned. Next, I set it on the corner of the bed and thought about it becoming pajamas, but nothing happened. I frowned, then realized I hadn’t been touching it this time. When I picked it up again, with the thought of pajamas, it became a onesie with duckies on it.

      “Probably have to be specific,” Charm said, emerging from the shower. I had been so distracted, I hadn’t even realized that the water was off. The low light reflected off of her damp chest, a trickle of water moving down from her belly button and holding her hair together between her thighs.

      It was enough to make me want her all over again, but she looked as exhausted as I felt. Besides, she’d been very clear that it wasn’t time for me to please her yet, which baffled me. Sure, I was exhausted, but I wanted so badly to push her back on that chair, spread her legs, and bury my face in her pussy.

      “How about this?” I said, changing the onesie into an outfit similar to what they wore. It was comfortable but allowed me to look like one of the prisoners.

      She nodded approvingly, then had a second thought. “Maybe I could borrow the towel?”

      I considered this, not sure what would happen if it went into someone else’s hands. Stepping forward, I focused on making it a towel again and then began to dry her. She grinned, loving being treated like a queen, and said, “You missed a spot,” as she turned her ass to me. Oh my god, that ass—perfectly rounded, small dimples above the butt cheeks. I gave it a light slap, and she grinned.

      “I swear by Oram,” Twitch said, groggily, “if you kids don’t get some sleep, I’m cutting off both of your genitals.”

      That killed the mood right away, and we dressed, curling up on a blanket in the corner. She pressed her ass up against me, and I wrapped my arm around her, cupping her breast and breathing in her scent.

      As I drifted off to sleep, my thoughts returned to fantasies of spreading her legs, my tongue exploring her inner thigh, tracing the lips of her pussy, and then… then… I was out.
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      The next morning, if that’s what it was, I woke to Twitch nudging me with her foot. Charm was already up, packing supplies from a footlocker that Twitch explained she’d been stockpiling from the mess hall in quick trips.

      “We’re doing recon missions today,” Twitch explained. “Time to find out who is for sure with Ranger, who the neutrals are, and see if there’re maybe any others we can count on. You see the blue woman, run… and pray.”

      “So last night,” I asked, stretching as I glanced between the two. “We’re just pretending like that never happened?”

      “Nothing happened,” Twitch said. “Focus.”

      Charm glanced back and grinned, but quickly looked away and kept filling a small backpack with supplies.

      I noticed that Twitch’s hair was wet, and only then remembered bits from the night, quick moments of my eyes barely opening at the sound of water, seeing her outline in the fogged glass. Damn, I would’ve killed to have been awake and seen her walk out of that shower, completely nude.

      Her eyes flitted down to my slowly growing erection and she sighed, shook her head, and went over to join Charm.

      “Think he can keep his dick in his pants long enough to save the galaxy?” Twitch asked as if I weren’t there.

      “I don’t see why the two should be mutually exclusive,” Charm replied.

      “Yeah, well, just make sure he’s focused when the shit hits the fan.”

      “Trust me,” I said, standing and adjusting myself so that it wasn’t so obvious down there, “if shit hits any sort of fan, the last thing I’ll be thinking about is sex.”

      Both turned and stared at me.

      “What?” Twitch finally asked.

      “It was a joke,” I explained. “You know, because shit is a big turnoff, so… a joke.”

      “A pretty shitty one,” Charm said with a wink.

      Twitch took a deep breath, glared at me, and said, “I’m relieved to hear that isn’t one of your many turn-ons. I’ll certainly keep that in mind for when the moment doesn’t come up.”

      I opened my mouth to argue, to remind her that she had been touching herself while watching me get a blowjob, but she had made a good point about this being time to focus.

      “What should I do to get ready?” I asked.

      “For one,” she replied, “stretch.”

      “Stretch?”

      “We’ll be going through tight corridors, maybe crawling, maybe running. You’re going to want to be limber, ready.”

      My first instinct was to reply with some comeback about always being limber, but instead, I lowered into a hip stretch as I’d been taught in kung fu. She was right that I’d needed it, though I hadn’t realized that until now. Yesterday had been the most insane day of my life. It had been very stressful nearly dying, before being pulled into this galaxy by some superhero galaxy stargate powers, and then nearly being killed multiple times since.

      The ladies were done, and Charm started twisting her body to loosen up. I knew I was supposed to be focused on the moment, ready to fight superheroes and all that, but damn, her body looked good. The tail still creeped me out a bit, but not nearly as much as it had at first. Seeing as she’d had my cock in her mouth, I was easily able to overlook that little quirk. And the ears.

      “What do you know about your worlds?” Twitch asked, sitting on her bed and facing me.

      “Part of me still wonders if this is a dream,” I admitted. “Or maybe the afterlife? A hallucination and they’ve thrown me into an insane asylum?”

      “Assume this is reality,” she replied. “Humor us.”

      “Right, assuming that. So far I’m getting that there was a group of Elders, superheroes who were in charge of protecting your world—”

      “Galaxy,” she interrupted. “It’s a whole separate galaxy that humans colonized a while back.”

      “Yeah?”

      “That’s how the story goes,” she persisted. “The sun—”

      “I got that part,” I said with a smirk. “The sun, the radiation or some other effect from it, gave you all superpowers.”

      She smiled. “Exactly, well… pretty close. Not everyone has superpowers, unfortunately for those who don’t. And it seems that those who get it can pass it down through their genes because we’ve seen babies with powers before they’re ever exposed to the sun. And, well, I’ve been able to verify it with my screens. Similar to you.”

      “I’m not following.”

      “When I looked at you, I noticed an anomaly.” She pulled up a screen again, glancing between me and it, frowning. “And not only is it still there, it’s changing.”

      “Get out of here,” Charm said, scooting in close on the bed next to her, staring at the screen as if she understood the numbers and codes too.

      “We could assume the sun affected you, but… you’ve been in this prison since you’ve arrived, right?” Twitch asked.

      “Right.” I replied.

      “So I’m left to assume it’s hereditary.”

      “You’re saying my parents… were superheroes?”

      “Supers,” she corrected. “We don’t know if we’re talking heroes or villains here. It’s also hard to say if it was one or both parents. Could be that your mom was a supervillain, or your dad a superhero, vice-versa, or both. Maybe a villain and hero fell in love and ran off together—it’s happened before.”

      My face must’ve conveyed my confusion as I tried to process this, then shook my head. “No way, no way. My dad vanished, my mom hated him. It’s… holy shit, it’s totally possible. I guess? Especially if one was a hero and the other a villain.”

      Charm shrugged. “Couples break up all the time, right?”

      “Of course,” Twitch admitted. “They could’ve split for any number of reasons. This is all speculation.”

      “Except… No, we were adopted. What am I talking about.”

      Twitch raised an eyebrow. “You do realize how that makes all of this even more feasible, right?”

      “Your super parents had to get rid of you, maybe for your protection,” Charm said, eyes wild with excitement as she speculated. “Now you’ve returned—the ultimate hero in training!”

      It made sense but was starting to hurt my head. “And you bring this up… why?”

      “Because, I was scanning you last night and it seems powerful, whatever it is. I can’t see what your power is, and like I said, it doesn’t read like a power, even. It’s different. At least, different from any super I’ve scanned in the past. There’s nothing to say other supers couldn’t have evolved with such powers, or had other alterations to their powers after living on Earth. If it was one of your parents, you have that plus the fact that you are second generation.”

      “So… I need to be looking out for some sort of manifestation of powers?”

      She shrugged, but he eyes betrayed her intensity.

      “This is exciting!” Charm exclaimed, then turned to Twitch with worry etched on her face. “We have enemies out there, I thought you should know.”

      “Who doesn’t?” Twitch replied.

      “Metallica was actively hunting me,” Charm said. “And… Chains is after this guy.”

      “I kinda was going up against Drakonis, and… well—”

      “How the fuck did you survive against Drakonis?” Twitch asked me. “Are you sure you didn’t use powers?”

      “About that…” While I didn’t want to tell them that it had been dumb luck, I felt we were about as close as any three people could be after only knowing each other for such a short amount of time. “It was a bit of an accident.”

      “You’re kidding me.”

      “Wait, what?” Charm looked let down. I hated letting her down.

      “I mean, it was totally me,” I said, “but it’s not like I was going toe-to-toe with him. He charged, I dodged, he went over, falling to his death.”

      “How do you know he died?” Twitch asked. “A lot of supers don’t die so easily.”

      “There was a… crunch.”

      “A crunch?”

      Charm’s face lit up. “Like a normal falling thud that resulted in broken bones, or like metal snapping him in two or collapsing him into a pancake?”

      “What?” My face scrunched up at the thought. “Er, the latter, I guess.”

      The ladies shared a look—excitement from Charm, worry from Twitch.

      “What’d I miss?” I asked.

      “Well, here’s the thing about this prison,” Twitch explained, “why it’s the kind of place you don’t want to be sent. Why there was no need for guards.”

      “I told him about it being alive,” Charm cut in, beaming. “It’s really cool, actually.”

      “Wait, you were serious?” I asked.

      She nodded enthusiastically. “Had an A.I. element to it, but more than that. It could move, became a sort of horror story for those who somehow managed to escape. Before Ranger got involved, our powers were blocked in here, but people managed to find ways to work together, combine the small bits of power that remained to try and break out.”

      “Nobody ever succeeded,” Twitch chimed in. “The prison ate them.”

      “Ate them.” I frowned, not buying this for a second.

      “Maybe not ate them exactly,” she admitted, “but it moves and they disappear. Often, it’s said, with a crunch.”

      “No shit?” I lean back, starting to wonder about this whole thing. Hell, I’d seen a guy’s head on fire and he wasn’t dying. Was it so hard to believe that this prison had a fancy A.I. and was able to move, almost act alive? Not in the least. “This is crazy… crazier than that bullshit PK.”

      “P what?” Charm asked.

      “PK. Planet Kill? Oh, damn, I guess you wouldn’t have it all the way in another galaxy.”

      “We don’t actually get STDs if that’s what you’re talking about,” Charm said. “They’re in the history books, but something about the whole sun and super thing—it just doesn’t happen.”

      “I heard it was a super who made it that way,” Twitch said, but both shrugged. “Either way, yeah, we don’t get PK.”

      Laughter burst out of me, uncontrollable. When I finally reeled it in, I said, “Oh, that’s classic. No, PK, as in Planet Kill, is a television show. Live streamed, ultra-reality. People volunteer to go to this planet, where they get down, fight, kill. Fuck. It’s crazy, but this—”

      “Hold on,” Twitch said, her face all scrunched up. “You’re saying people watch this show?”

      “Most popular show ever.”

      “Damn, humans have devolved,” she said.

      “No, I mean, yes, it’s messed up,” I argued, “but it’s done a great deal for society. At least on Earth, it helped us lessen overpopulation problems, and people perspective and a way to rise out of the lows of society. If you survive on PK long enough, get enough bids and whatnot through awesome fights, and accepting bids for crazy shit, earning fans by putting on a good show, you can ascend to the paradise planets, live like the Elites.”

      “Fuck. That.” Twitch shifted in her seat, uncomfortably. “People watching me get down with guys? No thanks.”

      “And the whole killing people part,” I said, surprised she’d focused on that part of what I said. “You had no problem watching us last night.”

      Her cheeks turned red. “That’s… different. You weren’t watching me.”

      I gave her a raised eyebrow, remembering the way she had been touching herself. The result was that she blushed even more, if that was possible.

      “Point is,” she said, trying to quickly change the subject, “that your society is just as fucked up as ours, apparently. Maybe more so.”

      “Let’s say equally,” I said. “But where I come from, I don’t have to deal with all that. Here, I’m in a prison that…” As I spoke, I remembered where I’d been headed back on Earth, and decided that wasn’t something I wanted them to know quite yet.

      “Eats us,” Charm said. “Oddly, I feel a bit better about you knowing that you’re fucked up too.”

      “Me too,” Twitch admitted, and stood. “We have to know who stands at our sides and behind us, or we can never fully give the enemy before us our all.”

      “Indeed,” I said. “So we’re done with the third degree?”

      “I don’t have the slightest idea what that means,” she admitted. “But we’ve delayed long enough. Let’s get out there and get this situation under control.

      I had to admit that going out to face a bunch of supervillains, and possibly get my head blown off, had never felt so thrilling. Maybe it was because I had two beautiful, kickass women at my side.
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      We crept along the prison hallways, moving in the opposite direction from where we’d last seen the blue woman and Metallica. Neither were on our list of supervillains that we cared to run into quite yet.

      Our goal was a simple one this time—intel. Find out which other groups were in with each other or butting heads and, if possible, learn more about Ranger’s plan. To get this done, Twitch said she knew someone likely to be a neutral party in all this, someone who had known the who’s who of the prison.

      “He might not be able to tell us who’s who now,” she said as we went, “but he can at least tell us who we want to find.”

      “And you’ve met with him since the fighting started?” I asked.

      “No.”

      “How do you know where he is?”

      She gave me a frustrated glance. “I don’t. My screens show me where he was before it started, and that he was near the central air processing unit. That’s all we have to go on.”

      As we walked, I noticed her glancing my way, curiosity plain in her expression. Finally, I said, “What is it?”

      “Xin… can he hear me?”

      I shook my head, then thought about it. “Honestly, I’m not even sure he can hear me right now. Let me try… Xin?” Nothing. After waiting a few more paces, I said, “He’s got other heroes he’s working with too, training them up, getting them ready.”

      “Or maybe he’s decided you’re a lost cause,” Charm said. Her expression said she was trying to be helpful, but her words did the opposite. “Don’t worry, we believe in you!”

      “We do?” Twitch asked, then laughed. “I mean, of course we do.”

      “Why do you ask about him?” I said.

      “He was… sort of the reason I’m in here,” she said. Her eyes went wide and she covered her mouth. “Maybe I shouldn’t say that. I don’t know. Not him exactly, but indirectly. If I could prove to him that I’m fighting on the right side here, that I’m helping you against Ranger, maybe I’d have a shot at being exonerated. My past forgiven.”

      “Why do you care what he thinks?” Charm asked.

      “Exactly what I just said, that’s why,” Twitch replied, glancing at her like she was an idiot.

      “But it’s all wrong. If Xin is on his way out, dying or passing on his energy or whatever, and our man Breaker here is going to be an Elder…”

      Twitch’s eyes lit up, looking at Charm in a whole new light. “You’re kind of a genius, aren’t you? A ditzy, kinda sex-crazed without having sex… genius.”

      “I’m not sure if I should be offended or take it,” Charm replied, then shrugged. “I’ll take it.”

      “Someone care to explain to me?” I asked, too focused on the moment and finding Twitch’s contact, to really follow.

      “She doesn’t have to impress Xin,” Charm said, “because you’re the new Xin. If Xin is gone, she doesn’t need his blessing or forgiveness or whatever, just yours.”

      “You might have to convince others,” Twitch said, considering the situation. “I’m not totally sure how it works. But… you’d get my back, right?”

      “I guess that depends,” I said. “As far as I know, you destroyed a planet full of children. You raped some guy or, I don’t know, burned a village to the ground.”

      “And you think I’d be capable of any of that?”

      “No…?” I shrugged. Of course she didn’t seem the type, and honestly, my feelings were growing for her and the last thing I wanted to do was piss her off. But the facts remained. “We’re in a supervillain prison, with the worst of the worst. You want me to assume you’re not a bad guy because, what, you watched me get a blowjob?”

      “What the fuck…?” She looked from Charm to me for a moment, then shook her head, seething. “Tell you what, Chad. Break off your foot in your own ass and sit on it for a while, because I’m done with you. Prick.”

      As she pulled up a series of pink screens, my panic mode set in. I didn’t want to be on her bad side, but what could I do? Lie here?

      “All you have to do is tell me what happened, why you’re here,” I said. “Open up, so I know you’re being honest. We can go from there.”

      “Go fuck yourself,” she replied, swiping her hand across a screen so that a wall appeared between us.

      “Oh, come on,” I protested.

      “Twitch, don’t be like that!” Charm added.

      But the wall remained, and more metallic scraping sounds came from the other side. When it vanished, there was no sign of her.

      “Way to go,” Charm said, frowning. “She was kind of our only shot out of here.”

      I wanted to say something like that we didn’t really need her, but it wasn’t true. Of course we did, and I’d just messed it all up.

      “Can we try to find this contact without her?” I asked.

      Charm took a moment, glancing around. “Or wait for her to come back?”

      “I don’t think she’s going to. She was pretty pissed.”

      “Wish I knew what got her in here,” Charm said. “I’d just spill the beans and get this over with.”

      “You didn’t tell me your story,” I pointed out.

      “Really, you’re trying to piss me off, too?” She frowned, looking me up and down. “You show me yours, I’ll show you mine. Skeletons in the closet that is.”

      “I was gonna say…” With a deep breath, I glanced up and down the empty hallway, hoping to see Twitch at any moment. “My story’s not so complicated. I was framed.”

      “Uh huh, you and me both.” She rolled her eyes.

      “I’m serious,” I protested, then told her the story about seeing my brother, and how he’d defeated the guy and then vanished. Then the trial and my sentence, and how I’d almost died but been whisked away here instead.

      “Kind of like your brother,” she said, thoughtfully.

      “Exactly. And if Xin ever pops back in, I’m going to ask about that. My theory is that my brother’s one of these other heroes in training… but where?”

      “The Elders are all over, or were.” She motioned me on, and we started walking again, the direction we’d been going. “They were charged with protecting the universe, or at least our part of it. Maybe just our galaxy? I’m not sure how all that works, but if your brother was picked up by Xin too, he could be any number of places.”

      We walked on in silence, me thinking it over, wondering how he was doing, when finally Charm broke the silence.

      “It wasn’t on purpose,” she said.

      “What’s that?”

      “My crime. I did it, but I didn’t mean to.” When she saw I was waiting, she adjusted her collar, glanced down at her feet, and continued. “We were playing a game at the academy. A dare came up, and I was stupid enough to accept. Everyone knows about our rival school, though I guess you wouldn’t. It’s called Rocadium, a mixed school… not only male and female, but any supers are admitted, not only those who have sworn to be superheroes like at my school. So, as you can guess, supervillains have been known to come from there at times. Especially from a sub-house led by a notoriously neutral super named Slingshot. He’s able to throw whatever powers you send his way right back at you.

      “Anyway, the dare was to infiltrate his barracks, steal a pair of underwear from one of his top boy students, and bring it back. Stupid, so stupid… but I was young.”

      “You’re not so old now,” I said. “Right?”

      She shrugged. “Let’s just say I’ve been here for five years. Not so young then, not so old now. Still, I was younger, dumber, and yeah… accepted.”

      “Stealing underwear doesn’t sound like something to get you thrown in prison.”

      “Of course not. And I didn’t even succeed. Thought I would, what with my ability to cloak and all that, but the boy who I tried to steal from had a reveal power, sort of like a radar for supers, and he came after me. Chased me all the way back to the academy, where I panicked. I charmed him into forgetting where he was—temporarily—and ran.

      “I should’ve told someone, done something. But he’d been shouting about how he was going to kill me, probably thought I was there to do something far worse.”

      “Why would he assume that?” I asked.

      “Turns out, he was involved in some dark circles,” she explained. “Thought I’d figured him out and was trying to expose him. Well, he woke up from the charm and was really confused, and when a group of teachers found him, he started shouting my name and attacking them. He ended up killing all but one of them. The exact teacher I’d had a bit of an argument with the day before when I’d been caught trying to charm her into giving me a better grade. I never said I was perfect, but I didn’t want this.

      “She went to the authorities, and it rose right up to Xin and the Elders, even. She claimed I was involved with this guy who’d attacked her and killed the others, and that I’d brought him into the school in order to do just that. He could even prove I’d charmed him, as faint remnants of my charm remained.”

      “Damn,” I said, shaking my head. “I mean, you did royally fuck up, but…”

      “Yeah, their deaths were on my hands, so I accepted my punishment. It was my fault, right?”

      “Wait, you didn’t try to fight it? Tell them the truth?” I shook my head, unable to process it. “None of the other girls stepped forward to defend you?”

      “As I said, my fault.” She shrugged. “It wasn’t like the teacher said, and I certainly hadn’t wanted anyone to get killed. But it’d happened nonetheless, because of me. If I hadn’t charmed him, he might not have gotten so violent when it wore off. He wouldn’t have been there if not for me. I deserve to be here.”

      My mouth gaped. “You actually don’t. That’s bullshit.”

      Her eyes looked grateful, but she didn’t believe it. I stopped, took her by the shoulders, and stared firmly into her eyes. “Listen to me. From what I’ve seen, you’re a good person—”

      “You sure you don’t just mean good at giving head?” She smiled, but it was too self-effacing to be cute.

      “Stop. That’s not funny, and I’m being dead serious here. You’re an amazing woman. I don’t know what kind of shit you’ve been through, I don’t know if you had a hard time with this fox look—sorry, but it’s part of you and it’s grown on me, but that doesn’t mean I understand what it’s meant for your life—but I’m here for you. Like you’ve been for me… That’s why I know you’re a good person, and whatever happened sounds like it wasn’t your fault, not really. You couldn’t have known who he really was, this underwear douchebag, and you certainly had no way of knowing he was going to hurt those people.”

      For a moment, her eyes looked defiant. She opened her mouth to respond, then leaned in, head on my shoulder and arms clinging to me.

      “I don’t deserve you,” she said.

      Again I pulled her back. “That’s exactly what I’m talking about. You. Are. Amazing. I believe that. It’s time you started believing it too.”

      Seeing her about to protest again, I leaned in, pressing my mouth to hers. My God, I loved that taste of her, the warmth of her tongue against mine, the passion with which she kissed me and ran her hands across my back.

      If we hadn’t been in that hallway, I was pretty sure she’d have thrown me to the ground and taken me right there.

      Instead, she pulled back, smiled, and then looked away.

      “Charm…”

      “No, I’m good,” she said. “That’s enough.”

      “Then what is it?”

      “I really have to piss, but don’t see any cells or toilets nearby,” she admitted with a self-conscious chuckle.

      A glance around showed she was right.

      “Can you… face the other way?” She said, then pointed to the hallway ahead. “Keep an eye out that way, in case anyone comes?”

      “What then?” I asked. “Fight them off by myself while you finish?”

      She shrugged. “Yes?”

      “Okay, I’ll do my best.” As I walked down the hallway a bit, I tried not to hear the tinkling sound or think about the fact that there was no tissue paper around. At least it was only number one! A thought that got me wondering why I hadn’t had the urge to go number two yet since I’d arrived. Probably the stress. My brother said nobody had taken a shit for the first two weeks of boot camp. None of us had believed him at the time, arguing that one’s intestines would burst. Now that I was living it, I was a believer.

      Still, two weeks seemed unrealistic. I’d just have to hope I could get out of here before my time came.

      The hall was quiet aside from a distant grinding and clanking, giving me time to wonder where Twitch had gotten off to. I hoped she hadn’t gone far. She was part of the team, and an integral part at that.

      Plus, there was the fact that I really was growing feelings for her, too. Had she done something so bad? I couldn’t imagine her out there being a real supervillain, but her reaction didn’t make sense otherwise.

      “Done,” she said, walking over with her typical bounce—as if we’d never had the heavy conversation a few seconds before.

      “My turn,” I said, turning to find a spot. As I took a few steps back she followed but stopped when I turned to look at her.

      “What?” I asked.

      “Just… curious. Can I hold it?”

      I stared, trying to understand what she was asking.

      “While you’re pissing, can I hold it?” she elaborated.

      “You’re really weird,” I said, shaking my head. “No way.”

      But she stepped up behind me just as I was about to piss against the wall, and breathed into my ear as she said, “Please, I’m just curious. Never done it before.”

      “And we could have supervillains round that corner at any minute. What would they do if they saw you holding my dick while I pissed? I don’t think it would make them change their minds about killing us.”

      I turned to see her grinning. Of course she knew I couldn’t say no to her, so I just rolled my eyes and shrugged.

      She reached around me, pulled down my pants, and grabbed hold. “How do I aim it?”

      “Like you’re doing.”

      “Okay, go.”

      I stood there, cheeks flushed, blood starting to flow into my dick. Not the time, I told myself. Focus, piss dammit! But it wasn’t happening.

      “Why’s it growing?” she asked. “I thought you had to pee?”

      “Stage fright, I guess.”

      “Okay, maybe if I,” she pinched it, “do that?”

      I laughed. “Really, really not helping.”

      “Fine, I’ll shut up. Even close my eyes. Go.”

      A glance over my shoulder showed she was peeking, but she closed her eyes when she saw me looking. I closed my eyes too, reminding myself to never get into this situation again. It was just too weird. We could seriously die, and instead, I was letting this woman hold my pecker while I tried to take a piss. What was wrong with me?

      I sighed, about to give up hope, when… out it flowed.

      “Ah!” she startled, moving it so that it hit the wall and almost splashed back, but I course-corrected for her.

      “Keep the aim there,” I explained. “Best to avoid splatter.”

      “It does that?” she asked.

      “Ever used a hose? Same idea.”

      Out of the corner of my eye, I saw her nodding, watching with fascination. So. Weird. Finally it was done, so I took matters into my own hands again, shook, and pulled up my pants.

      “Never tell Twitch about this,” I said.

      “Ah, so you assume she’s coming back?”

      “She’d better, or we’re in trouble,” I replied. “What’re we going to do, just leave her out there by herself? I don’t doubt she could handle it, but still… no way.”

      “Good,” Charm said with a grin. “Makes me glad to think you wouldn’t leave me either. Or let me leave you, as the case may be.”

      “She’s just mad, she’ll cool off. And besides, she knows where we’re going.”

      “On that note,” Charm gestured to the hall, where it split at the end. “She was the only one who knew where we were going.”

      “Damn.” I honestly hadn’t considered that. “We’ll just have to do our best, keep going that way and hope we stumble upon this guy.”

      “And then hope he doesn’t kill us.”

      With that wonderful thought, we took the corridor to the left, hoping we weren’t walking off to our gruesome deaths. Or even worse, to wander aimlessly until we died of starvation or boredom.
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      My stomach started rumbling, reminding me that I had no idea how long we’d been walking. This prison was insane—the ship must be huge, likely the size of a small city, from what I’d gathered. More so, when you took into account all the different levels.

      In a sense, that seemed about right. They had to have a place to imprison all of the supervillains. The old saying about power corrupting was certainly true from what I’d seen, so it stood to reason that when people got superpowers, there would be a lot who would abuse those powers.

      We came upon a circle with several passages out of it like a wheel and spokes. Until that point, at least we had thought there might be a chance we were going in the right direction. Now I knew we were royally fucked.

      “What are we doing here?” I asked.

      “Giving up and heading back, I guess,” Charm said, looking as defeated as I felt.

      I was about to agree, when I noticed the hairs on her tail moving with a light breeze. They were finer than the hair on her head, so moved with a gentle breeze. I followed it, realizing the source of the air came from a series of small vents along one wall

      “Hadn’t Twitch said something about this guy being located near the central air processing unit?” I asked, then started tracing it.

      “She did!” Charm exclaimed with excitement.

      “Meaning, if we follow this direction the breeze is coming strongest from, maybe…?”

      “I’m not sure it works that way, exactly,” she said, but then shrugged. “But it’s better than giving up.”

      “Hey, better than nothing is good enough for me.”

      “I’ll take it.” She grabbed my hand and started walking around the circle, us stopping at each corridor to see how the hairs on her tail blew. Talk about a strange walk with a date—which it sort of was, in a sense.

      Finally, we came to an opening at the far end and a strong gust hit her tail, so we took that passage. It was a bit of a long shot, but I’d worked on my share of spaceship parts and designs, and knew there were generally several possibilities for how this worked. My guess here was as good as any.

      Whether it was the right path or not, it at least took us out of the doldrums of those other endless passages we’d come through. Within a few minutes, we heard voices. Soon we saw why—up ahead, directly in our path, and with no way around them, were several men gathered around playing some sort of game.

      Charm held out a hand to stop me, placing it directly on my crotch on purpose, and shrugged. “What do we do?” she whispered.

      I took her hand and moved it to my chest, then whispered back, “Supposed to be here when you want someone to stop. And… turn and run?”

      She grinned, catching the fact that I was joking. “I’ll cloak, go up and see if I can find out what’s past them. You stay back here, out of sight.”

      I nodded, then stepped back a bit as she vanished into a shimmer. As I watched her, I decided to check these guys out. Pulling up their info, I wasn’t impressed. One could manipulate luck, and since they seemed to be playing cards, he was likely winning. Another could make certain objects appear if he thought about them—hence the cards. But it was a limited power. The other two had super strength and speed, respectively.

      Nothing that would put Charm at risk of being caught, it seemed.

      Her shimmer passed them, and one of them yelled out, “You fart-licking spider shit,” but when he punched the guy in the arm next to him, it was clear the outburst had to do with the game and not him seeing Charm. She was past them now, I was pretty sure, and I even saw a flash of light—barely—as she turned the corner ahead.

      The supers were arguing, one rubbing his arm, when out walked another one from an opposite hallway that I hadn’t even noticed was there. He was taller than the rest, with pointed ears and no white to his black eyes.

      “Lock it up, jackasses,” he said, then held up a hand. Everyone froze as he sniffed the air. This didn’t look good, so I pulled up his info. Great, as I’d suspected, he had a few things going for him, including a super sense of smell and a sort of echolocation. “We have company.”

      His head swung toward me and he froze, then kept moving in the direction Charm had gone. Another sniff, and he seemed to be debating which way to go first, then he pointed at me and said, “Two of you, there. The other two with me.”

      I took a step back, debating my move here.

      Another step back, this time to press myself against the wall. It was fairly dark here, maybe I could stay in the shadows and not be spotted? It was a long shot, and as their footsteps echoed through the corridor I knew it wasn’t likely.

      Only, as I took another step backward and toward the wall, I fell. There was no wall, just open space. For that brief moment I thought I’d simply fall on forever, out into space, and be done with it all. Hands grabbed me and I was pulled back. One of those hands went over my mouth, and then I saw the wall appear back where it should have been in front of me, leaving me in darkness.

      My imagination took me in every direction. Would a knife slit my throat, a plasma beam tear open my skull? For all I knew, the room could be full of supervillains all capable of seeing in the dark, and they were all laughing at me as they prepared for my death.

      Then it registered in my mind that the wall had disappeared, or opened up, and then reappeared. Only one person I knew could do that.

      “Twitch?” I whispered, though it was more of a muffled whisper through her hand.

      She let up and pulled up one of her pink screens. Not to do anything with, but so we could see. Her eyes looked troubled and beautiful. Sexy as hell.

      “I lost my temper,” she whispered, “and I’m sorr—”

      It wasn’t possible to let her finish. I pulled her down and pressed my lips to hers. We held the kiss, me uncertain if I should keep going with it, her frozen. As much as it surprised her, it pissed her off.

      When she pulled back, a moment of fury passed in her eyes. “Did I give you permission to do that?”

      “You didn’t like it?”

      “That’s beside the point,” she hissed. “What, you think because Charm’s all into it, I would be too?”

      My eyes went wide at those words, and I said, “Charm!”

      “I’m Twitch, you idiot.”

      “No, no, she was out there and that guy was going toward her.” I pushed myself up, out of her grip, trying to keep my voice down in spite of the worry. “He can sense her, even when she’s cloaked.”

      “Shit!” She turned, ready to move. “Which way?”

      I turned back to the wall, made my best guess, and pointed. Soon we were moving through the door to our right, dodging wires and large beams. We pushed into a room just as one of the supers was charging, the tall one pointing as he turned to see us.

      My fist hit him in the neck, though I’d been aiming for his jaw, and he stumbled back. Twitch had a hole in the floor below the charging man, and he vanished with a shout. Charm appeared at the other side of the hole, barely missing it, losing balance as she looked over the edge and teetered.

      The hole was gone before she fell, and I was at her side a moment later. She knelt there looking confused.

      “Echolocation,” I said, gesturing back to the man who was now pushing himself up, still gagging.

      “Damn,” she said, then nodded. “Sonar, that’s what he goes by. We’ve met before.”

      Sonar tried to talk but couldn’t, so simply flipped her the finger. The other man entered then, followed by the remaining two supers from the hallway.

      Not good, but I figured we could handle them. Twitch made an attempt at creating holes in the floor again, but one of the supers held out a hand and grinned. Nothing happened. I frowned, checked his info again, and noted this was the one with speed, but there was something else—the notes section. Dammit, I had been skimming and hadn’t paid attention—he could nullify nearby powers.

      That could actually be a very useful power for me to have, I realized. If only there was a way to take it from him. My guess was that, while he blocked her powers, others nearby were blocked too. Taking advantage of the moment, I charged the strong one.

      He grinned, thinking that nothing I did to him would mean shit, but the other guy’s expression showed he’d seen his mistake too late. My punch to his face nearly dropped the tough guy, my knee to his chest and then an elbow to the back of the head finished him.

      “How the fuck?” the other said, but then Charm took him out with a breath that made him stumble back like he was drunk, then collapse to his ass before falling asleep.

      At this point, there was only the fast one and Sonar left, but Sonar was apparently a coward when he didn’t have much help because he took off running.

      The fast guy, in spite of his speed, made a slow retreat. He kept his hand up, canceling out powers, and moved away from us cautiously. As soon as he was out of sight, Charm turned to Twitch with a look that showed she was pissed, then simply shook her head.

      “This way,” she said, guiding us to the wall where she’d been when we entered. “It’s a door, but I can’t…” She turned to Twitch. “What the hell, girl? You’re going to run off like that every time you have an emotional spike?”

      “It’s okay,” I started, but Charm silenced me with a look.

      “I get it,” Twitch said. “I was a bitch, a psychopath. There was no reason to leave like that, but can we get through this door and then discuss it.”

      “No, Twitch,” Charm replied. “We could’ve died, you could’ve left us to our deaths and then what? You’d just go on with your merry life and not give two shits?”

      “How many ways can I say I’m sorry?”

      “Try a few more.”

      “Ladies, I happen to agree with the whole get through the door part,” I said with a glance back, sure I’d heard sounds of people shouting, coming closer.

      Twitch turned to the door and tried her screens, but nothing worked, meanwhile Charm kept going on about how irresponsible Twitch’s behavior had been, right up to the point when the doors opened.

      On the other side stood a huge man, his orange outfit like Twitch’s and Charm’s, only his was busting out at the seams because of his muscles. A woman came up from behind, almost as big as him. “Big-boned,” the women from back home had always said, and this seemed to apply to her. Yet, there was a definite sexiness to her, the way she carried herself with confidence and power, her dark skin reminding me of perfectly sculptured chocolate. She wore her hair out, and I mean out—it stuck out at least two feet in every direction, but she didn’t give a fuck.

      “I told you I heard someone say Twitch,” the woman said, smacking the man on the ass. “What the fuck you take so long getting here for, they could’ve gotten killed.”

      “Bitch—” the guy said, but she slapped him hard on the face this time.

      “You’d best watch that tone.”

      He grinned, held his hand to his face where she’d slapped him, and then wrapped his arm around her, before kissing her on the cheek. Finally, he turned to us and said, “Enter, please. And when I say please, I mean right the fuck now, unless you want to deal with the rest of that goon squad about to come running over here any second.”

      He was right. The voices were loud now, along with screeching of metal. We all stepped in and he closed the door behind us. As soon as it closed, metal moved like gears, locking the door in place, and then new layers slid in, covering the door.

      “Whatever bickering you had left to do,” the woman said, “it can wait.” She turned to Twitch, frowning, and said, “Something fly into your ass?”

      Twitch was staring at her with confusion. “I—I’m saying sorry a lot today, apparently. But I’m sorry. You’re Plasma… right? I mean, I know you are, it’s just that I’d always heard you and the Big Guy hated each other.”

      Plasma grinned. “He’s an asshole.”

      “And she’s a bitch,” the Big Guy replied, pulling back in case she tried to slap him, but she only grinned.

      “Guilty,” she said. “We did hate each other, but our mutual hatred for Ranger and all things related to him far outweighed our own hatred, and when all this shit started going down, we partnered together to say ‘fuck him.’”

      “No shit?” Twitch still looked amazed.

      “Wait,” I said, unable to contain my excitement. This was working out perfectly. “Sorry in interrupt, but… to be clear, you are fighting against Ranger?”

      “Well, kinda,” Plasma said. “See, he’d have had this prison already if not for us. We’ve gone and foiled one of the biggest parts of his plan, by taking the ship’s A.I. offline.”

      “Problem is,” the Big Guy added, “we have to hold it. You know me, Twitch. I prefer to stay neutral, but throw Ranger in the mix? Hell no. Still, wish I didn’t have to be so involved. Speaking of which,” he turned to me and Charm, “who’re they?”

      “They,” Charm said, not holding back on the attitude, “are the new Elders, saviors of this whole galaxy, and—”

      “Charm!” I said, then turned frowning. “None of that’s true. We’re just stragglers. Others like you who don’t want to see a world where Ranger wins.”

      “That so,” the Big Guy asked Charm, totally ignoring me. “How do you figure that?”

      She glanced at me this time at least before saying, “Well, okay, not me. Just him. He’s being helped by Xin and the others there, has a whole plan, and…”

      “Dammit, Charm,” I said. “Maybe we don’t tell that to everyone? Point is,” I turned back to our new friends, “we could really use your help in all this.”

      “That so?” The Big Guy frowned, though it softened when he turned to Twitch. “What’s this they’re going on about?”

      “All true,” she said. “As crazy as that may be.”

      Clanging sounded, but it was muffled as if distant, not something for us to worry about. Of course, that didn’t stop me from doing so.

      “What’s to stop them from getting in?” I asked.

      “A combination of our powers,” the big guy said, but gave me the look that told me he wasn’t about to explain more. After a second, though, he motioned to us and said, “Follow me.”

      “You trust them?” Plasma asked.

      He shook his head. “From what I hear of Twitch, I trust her.” To Twitch, he nodded respectfully. “You don’t belong in here, not by a longshot.”

      “Thank you,” Twitch replied. “But… I’m not so sure.”

      “You did what you had to do.”

      “Which was?” Plasma asked. “Apparently I’m the only one who doesn’t know.”

      Twitch looked from her to me, then groaned. “Let’s walk, and I’ll tell you the story.”

      “Works for us,” the Big Guy said, and then started walking. As he did, the room we were in started to move like gears and shifting metal plates, until we were walking down a staircase. By my best guess, one of these two had some crazy powers that allowed them to manipulate the workings of the ship.

      My wonderings ceased though, as Twitch started telling us her story.
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      The Elders have a network of supers who work for them,” Twitch explained, starting her story. “I was one of them at the highest tier of the Order of the Citadel, a general with an army under me. When I was given the order to take care of a rebel planet—”

      “Ulvan,” the Big Guy said, nodding.

      “Yes.” Twitch glanced my way, slowing. “A planet of mostly non-supers, but recently riled up by the notorious supervillain known as Plague. She unleashed evils on them and blamed the Citadel and the Elders.”

      “And when you went in,” I said, guessing at the rest, “too many died.”

      “Not just too many… All.”

      “What?”

      She nodded, looking away now. “I didn’t mean it to happen that way. My powers, well, were slightly less predictable, and at the time I had several teammates who were quite powerful. One was an amplifier, a man who could increase a super’s powers up to a hundred times stronger. We didn’t know how this would affect my powers, but I was there, watching the fight and directing my captains where to lead their troops in turn, when it went bad. I was watching them get slaughtered, so pulled up my screens and pulled something together that would change the dynamic of it all, pull our enemies into a black hole, in a sense.”

      “Oh, shit.” I knew where this was going, and shared a look with Charm, seeing her troubled expression. She knew this story, I could tell by the pain there.

      “The amplification hit my powers too, morphing them, in a way,” Twitch continued. “I didn’t just create a black hole that would eat up our enemies. I essentially turned that entire piece of our galaxy—the planet, surrounding ships… all of it… into nothing.”

      “Bloody, fucking hell,” Plasma said, stopping on the stops, turning to look back at her. “I own the fact that I’m a villain, or was. The people I’ve killed… the pointless death. But at most I can account for one or two-hundred deaths. You…”

      “About three short of two-billion people died that day, according to the screens,” Twitch said in almost a whisper. She swiped the air, pulling up screens that showed the number, and line after line of people’s names and the information on them.

      It was too much for me to begin to understand. How could I ever contemplate what she was going through, having caused this to happen? The self-hatred, doubt, and every negative emotion possible… it had to be the heaviest burden imaginable. Still, I shook my head, sure of the fact that it wasn’t her fault.

      “You couldn’t have known,” I insisted. The others turned to me, staring, clearly less certain. “Come on,” I protested. “She had a job to do, and she did it to the best of her ability. Who partnered her up with the amplifier? Who made the call to send her army into a battle that she wasn’t going to win? These are decisions above her, decisions that put all this in place. Why is nobody pointing their fingers at that person?”

      A silence followed, during which they all turned away, each of them lost in thought. Twitch peered up at me through her hair, which had fallen over her face—a veil, hiding her.

      “It was I,” a voice said, and I started at the realization that Xin had spoken. “I stepped forward, too, and tried to argue the case. She wouldn’t have it, insisting to the Elders that it was her responsibility, that everyone had died because of her action. Too many of them agreed… too many of them revealed their true colors that day.”

      “I…” Before saying another word, I glanced around, then said, “Xin spoke up, told me what happened.”

      “They can all hear me now,” Xin said, his voice coming through as if he were right there with us. “I’m sorry, Twitch. If I were perfect, Ranger never would have made it this far. I am far from it, but all I can say now is… I’m sorry.”

      She bit her lip, eyes wide, staring at me as if I were the one talking.

      “It wasn’t your fault,” I stressed, taking her hand. “There was nothing you could’ve done in the matter.”

      “He’s right,” Xin said. “In fact, your enemy there would’ve likely destroyed you, gone on to torture those people or used them as part of a greater force in the attack against the Citadel. What you did, it was reckless, destructive… but possibly necessary.”

      “Then why the fuck is she in prison?” Plasma said, voicing my own question.

      “We have a long ways to go,” Xin said. “As a people, as an empire. I believe some of the Elders are corrupt, even now… I am struggling to find which ones might be bringing in their replacements only to turn them to evil in the process.”

      “Evil’s a tough word,” the Big Guy said. “Remember who you’re talking to.”

      “I believe in redemption, and both of you are on your way to earning it. All of you. But first, you must stop Ranger from achieving his goal here.” A pause followed, then Xin said, “I understand you have the A.I. at bay?”

      “We can’t fully control the ship,” Plasma replied, glancing around, not really sure where to look when speaking to Xin. “We took her offline by trapping her in this area though. Containing her.”

      “Until we figure out a larger plan, that will have to do,” Xin said. “That was smart thinking.”

      A distant sound came through like the whistling of a thousand birds at once, and Xin’s voice sounded panicked as he said, “I must go. Please, trust my friends. Help them as much as you can.”

      “We’ll talk,” Plasma said, and the Big Guy grunted in agreement.

      “Kinda like the sheriff asking Billy the Kid to help fight off a bunch of pedophiles,” Charm said, grimacing. “See, I know a thing or two about Earth’s ancient history.”

      “Not sure that ever happened,” I replied with a raise of my eyebrow. “But I get the image.”

      “And it’s a hard one to say no to,” the Big Guy said, reaching the bottom of the stairs. “So here’s our position. We’re not about to side with Xin, as reformed as we are. Too many of our friends have fallen in the fight against him. We won’t take his side. That said, we’ll stand against his enemies because, in this case, they are indeed the worst of the worst.”

      “True,” Plasma said, taking her man’s arm. “And here’s the thing—you all seem cool. We’re going to continue to contain the A.I., while you all go out there and find others resisting Ranger. We can give you some names, point you in the right direction, but that’s about it.”

      “It’s more than we expected,” Twitch said, still shaken from having shared her story, “but exactly what I hoped for.”

      “Good.” Plasma was smiling, but suddenly that smile faltered and the whole area went dark. When the lights came on again, the Big Guy was on his hands and knees, growling.

      “They’ve brought reinforcements,” he said, looking up as he fought through the pain. “They’re getting through, they’re…” He let out a shout of agony, then stood and charged the pillar in the center of the room, placing both hands against it. A surge of energy went through it like a blue shock of electricity, then metal ground above.

      “You can’t hold me forever,” a woman’s voice said, and then a face appeared just above him. “When they break through, I’ll rain down vengeance the type of which—”

      She was cut off as he sent another jolt through.

      “Give them the information they need, then get them out of here!” he shouted, and Plasma moved fast as a rabbit. She had us at a back door, telling us that this tunnel would take us to a series of ducts between the walls, where we could climb up to Subsection Delta.

      “The Orange District?” Charm said, face going pale. “Everyone knows not to go there.”

      “Orange…?” I asked, not knowing where to start.

      “Where they keep the supervillains with elemental powers,” Plasma quickly explained, again gesturing us out of the door. “It’s where you’ll find Twista and Tidal, two who we know have been gathering a resistance.”

      “And the others haven’t found them?” Twitch asked skeptically.

      “How the fuck should I know?” Plasma said, physically pushing us out now. “Go, get out of here and find a way to make it happen. I have to deal with these assholes.”

      As she turned, plasma formed around her and I pitied whoever she was going up against.

      “We can help,” I blurted out.

      She laughed and said, “You’d only get in the way,” and then slammed the door.
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      Charging through yet another corridor, we soon found out that the area where the A.I. was being contained wasn’t getting attacked from just the front. Charm had taken the lead, as she was the fastest among us, and had just brought the conversation back to reprimanding Twitch for leaving when she turned the corner and then abruptly came scurrying back.

      A bolt of electricity followed her, lighting up the hallway and singeing the metal on the far side of the corridor.

      “Too many,” Charm said.

      Twitch considered this for a moment, then turned and opened a hole in the wall.

      “We’re going to run?” I asked. “Shouldn’t we be helping here?”

      “You getting killed doesn’t help anyone,” Twitch answered, already pulling me through the hole.

      “He’s right,” Charm answered, moving back to the corner. Heckling and more shots came, and then she dove through the hole too. As it closed, she turned to me and said, “And so is she.”

      “Twitch can make a black hole or something, she can—” I started to protest, but Twitch grabbed me by the throat, her anger getting the best of her again.

      “Didn’t you listen to anything back there?” she said, eyes inches from my own. “I try something crazy here, we all die. All.”

      “And?” I said, being obstinate but not caring. “Maybe that’s for the best, considering the lowlifes housed here.”

      She clenched her jaw, released me, and shook her head. “Don’t think I haven’t considered it… But no, the war is going to need us, and I believe there’re enough reformed villains here that might be willing to join the heroes—if they’ll have us.”

      “Plus you’re here,” Charm said.

      “You think I care about my life?” I protested.

      “It doesn’t matter if you do or not.” She stepped up to me, her eyes narrowing, her chest heaving. “If you’re really supposed to become one of the Elders, you have to survive. You have to stop Ranger, and by Oram, I’m going to see that it happens.”

      “What the fuck is this Oram you keep talking about?” I shouted, just wanting something to shout about. They were right, of course they were. But I wanted to fight, to be part of this. Not run away.

      “It’s the sun,” she said, backing off slightly. “The sun that gives us powers.”

      I nodded. In a way, that made sense. If they figured they got their powers from the radiation or whatever other effects from their sun, some of them might have taken to worshiping it, or at least holding it to some mythical value.

      We were standing there, all staring each other down when shouting erupted from the other side of the wall and the metal lit up, melting.

      “Move it,” Twitch hissed, already clearing a way for us in the other direction. “Back to my base, where we regroup, then we make for the Orange District.”

      “You know where it is?” I asked.

      She nodded, then assessed me before stepping through the next hole. With a pink screen, she quickly analyzed me and then made a change, grinning. “Try that.”

      “Try what?”

      “Ask where it is, and my base,” she said. “Pull up your screen as if you were assessing someone at the same time.”

      “I don’t…” I started to say, but tried it and froze, excited. In front of me where the info screen came up was the same style of screen, but now it was a map with a blip that showed where I was.

      “We can’t stop,” Charm said, cloaking at my side and pushing me through, as the wall behind us gave way to the enemy.

      Five of them appeared, one shooting a beam of orange our way that hit the metal as it closed behind us. A movement in the shadows and then one of them was standing at my side, and even as I resisted, he had me.

      More shadows moved and they had me, but I broke free and ran, not knowing where I was. Cackling followed, and then two of them were behind me, walking briskly like one of those horror movies where no matter how fast you run, the baddies seem to catch up with you just by walking.

      I was in a strange room, ducking into a side closet and then breaking through to more hallways, but they always seemed not far back, as if taunting me. It didn’t make sense! I had no idea how I’d gotten here or where the ladies were.

      And then I was at a dead end. It was over. They were about to walk over and slice me to bits or enter my dreams and suck me through a bed and leave a spewing geyser of blood. I had no idea what was coming, but it would be horrible. I pressed myself against the wall, knowing that at any minute they’d come around that corner, see me, and I’d be in deep shit. They had superpowers and I had… the ability to scan people. With a sigh, I closed my eyes, waiting, hating myself for getting into this situation.

      “What the fuck?” a voice said, and I opened one eye a slit to see them staring right at me. Had I pissed myself or something? Why the reaction?

      “Dead end,” the other guy said, eyes staring right at me, then moving to the corners of the dead end. They had to be messing with me. At any minute, I’d have my skin melted off or eyeballs frozen, I knew it. Only, they were turning back toward the next corridor, leaving me behind.

      They had actually walked off! No “Just joking,” or anything like that, no “April fool” or whatever the equivalent here was. Nothing.

      I couldn’t believe my eyes, but even more so when I glanced down and finally understood why. First thing I noticed was that there was no sign of me pissing myself. Good. Second was that, while I wasn’t invisible or cloaked in the same way Charm could do, I looked exactly like the gray wall behind me, even my hands. When I moved away from the wall the camouflage vanished. Stepped up to the wall, there, away, gone.

      Whatever this was, it was amazing.
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      After seeing what my new camouflage power did, my next thought was wondering what else it would work on. I inched along the passage, glancing around the corner to ensure they were gone, then moved back along the corridor. Occasionally I would stop at walls and grin as my body automatically matched whatever I pressed up against in a hiding fashion.

      But I couldn’t celebrate yet, because for all I knew Charm and Twitch could be dead. My map led me back to the hideout, and I ran in, fearing the worst. It was a beautiful sight, seeing them standing there, arguing.

      “He’d still be here if you’d held onto him,” Charm was saying. “And if you hadn’t left us in the first place!”

      “I keep saying, I never left!” Twitch countered. “I’m telling you, it was me blowing on your tail, me who opened the wall to save him. Don’t you—”

      “Guys,” I said, but neither seemed to hear me, they just kept arguing. “GUYS!” I shouted, and then stepped up to the wall, wishing to be hidden.

      “Breaker?!” Twitch asked as she turned my way, eyes narrowing when she couldn’t see me. “Breaker…?”

      I waved, and she jumped at that, startled.

      “Right here,” I said, calmly, not too loud.

      “What… what’s happening right now?” Charm asked.

      “He’s a real super now,” Twitch said, pleased. “Our boy’s all grown up, gotten himself a power.”

      Charm watched as my skin and clothing returned to normal, then ran to me, throwing her arms around my neck and kissing me firmly. When she released me, her face was wreathed in smiles. “How the hell did you get out of there?”

      “This,” I replied, gesturing to the wall. “I don’t understand, but… it happened, and they didn’t see me.”

      Twitch cleared her throat, nodded, and said, “It’s good to have you back.”

      I raised an eyebrow. That’s all I was getting from her? Really? With a chuckle, I brushed it off as Twitch being Twitch, and pulled Charm back in for a tight embrace. It was damn good being back, especially since I’d thought I was a dead man.

      “What’d I miss?” I asked.

      “Nothing,” Twitch said. “Charm took out two of them, just using her speed and strength, and I used my disappearing floor trick on one. Overall, it was a bust though. Good thing I gave you that map. I wasn’t sure if you’d meet us back here though.”

      “Having powers can be pretty awesome,” I said, beaming. “Though, it sure would be nice to be able to shoot laser blasts or whatever the hell those other guys were using, Or travel through shadows… make black holes appear.”

      Twitch arched an eyebrow at me, then turned away.

      “It wasn’t a total bust,” Charm said. “When I was cloaked, I got some intel. Less than twenty-four hours… that’s how long we have until Ranger arrives. They need to have this place secured by then, or he’s going to go ape-shit on them.”

      “That’s something, at least,” Twitch said, nodding and turning back to us. “They’ve probably cleared out by now, after Plasma and the Big Guy did their thing.”

      “You’re not worried that the enemy overtook them?” I asked.

      “Not in the slightest.” She looked at me in deep thought. “We can go a round-about way to the Orange District, but… let me just check something before we go.” Her screens went up and she scrolled through, typed, then pulled up more, looking at me. With a sigh, she said, “Can you do that thing you did before, where you analyzed me, but on yourself?”

      How she knew what I’d done came as a bit of surprise, but I nodded and gave it a try. Willing to see my own stats again, the screen came up and I stared, confused, surprised, and a bit excited.

      “It’s different, isn’t it?” she asked.

      It certainly was. It said: Level: Three. Special Powers: Camouflage. Notes: Nothing to mix at the moment. I also noticed a More option, so selected it by pressing my finger in the sky, which I imagined looked weird to them, since they couldn’t see the screen.

      Stats popped up! And I don’t mean more information, I mean actual stats, including a bar of percentage points that showed I was only five percent toward the next level. My best guess was that the biotech suit would adjust as I leveled up, helping me move faster and stronger, along with making other adjustments for balance. It sounded pretty stupid to me, considering the fact that they wanted me to help here, to be part of saving the galaxy—yet wouldn’t give me full access to my powers? If this was some sort of stupid power coming with responsibility thing, I’d… I’d…. Well, there wasn’t much I could do. But I didn’t like it. I wanted full access now.

      An “I” was in the corner, so I pushed it. The following message popped up: This is all part of your test, to see if you are worthy to become an elder, the text at the bottom said. When you’ve leveled up and unleashed your full potential, we’ll know you’re ready and you may accept your seat in the Citadel. If not, you’ll be dead.

      “Morbid,” I muttered, gulping.

      “Talk to us, Breaker,” Twitch said.

      “I guess there’s more power, but this Xin guy doesn’t fully trust me?” I said, then explained the message I’d read, and the points.

      “How many skill points did it say you have?” Charm asked, excitedly.

      “What?” Twitch asked. “You’ve heard of this before?”

      Charm beamed. “Oh, something you don’t know? Hmm, so you know how to give blowjobs, and I know about leveling up. Funny.”

      “What’s funny is my fist knocking out your teeth,” Twitch replied. “Talk.”

      “Rumors, about the way of the Citadel,” Charm said. “Some girl I went to the academy with kept going on about this guy she was fooling around with, told me all these stories about how he liked it in the butt, called it—”

      “Focus,” Twitch reminded her.

      “Right, well he would tell her about tests at the Citadel, how they trained their warriors, and yeah, sounded similar is all. And they’d get skill points to focus their training on paths that made the most sense for them. You know, playing up their strengths and all that.”

      Twitch looked thoughtful, then turned back to me. “Check to see if there are some numbers that aren’t accounted for, or maybe with an ‘S’ next to them.”

      I did and, sure enough, there was an ‘SP’ at the top of the second screen. “I’d just assumed SP meant spell points,” I admitted. “I was hoping that meant I’d learn a spell, get some mana…”

      “This isn’t a game,” Twitch chided me. “We don’t have magic.”

      “I’m not sure I see a big difference, honestly.”

      “Shut up. See what you can do with the points.”

      Looking back at the screen hovering in front of me, I selected SP. My mouth dropped as a diagram appeared. Only the lines showed, no words or symbols or anything. Like they were waiting to be written in. “This is so fucking epic…”

      “Tell us.”

      “It looks like I only have two skill points,” I said, checking out the screen, “I guess one for each new level I’ve attained. And… this first path has to do with this camouflage ability.” I scrolled down, seeing options related to increasing the time it would stay, materials as well. Others said they’d give me the ability to move while camouflaged, or allow extra strength and damage from strikes while hidden.”

      “But I can move when cloaked,” Charm pointed out. “Why go to all this trouble, when your power is pretty much like mine, only with limitations?”

      “And why do they do it like this?” I asked. “I mean, like a game.”

      “Most likely,” Charm answered, grinning as she always seemed to when she had the answers, “whatever hero made this possible had the powers to do it however they pleased but felt this would be easiest to grasp for your mind.”

      “You’re kinda smart sometimes,” Twitch said as if that was a compliment. Charm nodded, apparently accepting it as such. Twitch looked at me, thoughtfully. “I’m not sure that’s his power.”

      “I just told you—”

      “I know you were able to do it,” she cut me off. “But I think it’s just a manifestation of your power.

      “Meaning…?”

      “Well, you have a similar power to Charm, right?”

      I nodded, then leaned back as she suddenly came toward me. She paused, tucked her green hair behind her ear, and smiled. “Mind if I try something?”

      “Okay…”

      “Great. I mean, you’ll love it, and it’ll teach us something. It’s just… Oh, fuck it.” She hesitated, glanced back at Charm, and then said, “Can you get him started again?”

      “Get me started? What do you mean?” I looked back and forth between the two of them, confused, but Charm had caught on right away, apparently, because she now leaned in too, grinning wide. “Oh, this is going to be a lot of fun.”

      “Sorry,” Twitch said, shrugging. “I’m just not the foreplay type, and this really is necessary. For science. Maybe for our survival.”

      I still didn’t quite follow, not until Twitch knelt and yanked down my pants again. As I really hadn’t been expecting this and—having just been running for my life—wasn’t exactly in the mood, I pulled back, embarrassed for my limp dick to be flopping out there for them both to see.

      “Ah, it’s so cute like this,” Charm said, nuzzling it with her nose.

      “I’m a grower, not a shower,” I said, cringing at my own cliché. But dammit, it was true. And even though they’d both seen it hard, this was embarrassing.

      “Give it a minute,” Twitch said. “It’ll catch up.”

      “I don’t know what’s going on here, but you can’t just… Ahhh.” Charm had taken my entire limp dick in her mouth and was moving it around with her tongue, and damn that felt great.

      “You were saying?” Twitch asked, and as I stood there, my cock slowly growing in one woman’s mouth, the other started to seductively remove her shirt. Unlike Charm’s nice, perky but slightly on the small side breasts, Twitch had more than a handful each. Much more. As she stood there, shirt off and hair pulled back to let me see her beauty, my cock hit full salute.

      Charm gagged, had to pull back slightly, and then turned to see Twitch’s breasts with a look of surprise.

      “Oh, wow,” Charm said, then gave me a grin. “Looks like we got her.”

      “As I said,” Twitch stepped forward, taking one of my hands and placing it awkwardly on her right breast, “it’s for our survival. You’ll understand when we’re done here.”

      “Done?” I gulped.

      She nodded and glanced down, then frowned. I got the message, starting to caress her breast, and Charm took a step back, watching with curiosity and glee. Seeing that Twitch was into this, I stepped closer, still feeling odd with my cock out like that, but when I bent over and kissed the bottom of her breast, she closed her eyes and breathed deep. I traced it with my tongue, up to her nipple, which I circled before taking the whole areola in my mouth. My tongue flicked her nipple and she reached out, rubbing her hands through my hair. Next, she pulled my head up to her neck, which I kissed before moving on to her mouth.

      “No,” she said, turning away, and then motioned to the floor. “Lie down.”

      I glanced at Charm and she smiled and gave me a nod of encouragement. My own cheerleader, I thought with a chuckle, and went to it, lying on my back, my cock fully erect and exposed.

      “Now,” Twitch said as she wiggled out of her pants, “I want to make this very clear. No emotions, okay? This is for—”

      “Science, I get it,” I said, staring up with anticipation. My back arched with desire at the sight of her standing there, fully nude. Surprisingly, the hair between her legs matched the green on her head, only darker.

      When she stepped over me, I saw the crack of her pussy and tried to lift myself up to kiss her thighs, but she put a hand on my chest, pushed me back down, and straddled me.

      “It’s been a while,” she said. “So… just… yeah.”

      “Should I jump in here?” Charm asked, and I turned my head to see that she was leaning over me, way closer than I thought she’d be. “Or just watch still?”

      “Watch,” Twitch said. “Or, touch him if he wants you to. I don’t care.”

      Charm bit her lip and looked at me as if waiting for permission, and I nodded. This was all so weird, I didn’t really have a clue what was happening. So she pulled up my shirt and started rubbing her hands along my chest and abs, really just using it as an excuse to get closer and watch as Twitch leaned into me, her breasts almost touching Charm’s face, and then her moist pussy was on me. I could feel her hairs on my abs, and she pushed back, finding my cock, and then started to slide it in.

      She shuddered and let out a moan, then leaned back—large breasts fully in my face. Charm’s nails dug into me as she watched this, then moved down to my pubic hair and twirled it as Twitch moved herself up and down on me, moaning, working it inch by inch, slowly getting herself used to it.

      “Very good growing there,” Charm said, cheering me on again. “Look at that girth, I mean—”

      “Shut up!” Twitch said, and Charm pulled back, hand to her mouth, and grinned, giving me a thumbs up. This lady was crazy, but I kinda liked the whole playful attitude thing.

      There I was, getting ridden by a beautiful supervillain, another watching, and I still had no clue why this was happening. For science and survival, yeah, but how that made sense, I couldn’t wait to find out.

      “I’m just not sure… if you need to cum… or I do, or… if it matters at all.” Twitch was moving faster now, and suddenly pushed Charm aside as she lurched forward, eyes closed and mouth open. She was going faster, faster, faster.

      I rolled my head back and saw Charm had her shirt up, one hand caressing her own breasts. Her other hand went to her mouth and she sucked on her finger while I watched, then she reached down and slid her hand down inside her pants.

      Twitch started yelping now, softly, not so loud that anyone outside those walls would hear, but definitely getting into it.

      “For… science,” she groaned, and then grunted and wrapped her arms around me before rolling, taking me with her so that I was on top growling, as she moaned, “Fuck me! Fuck me!”

      I was stunned, it was so unlike her, but her eyes challenged me to disobey, so fuck her I did. She pulled her legs up over my shoulders and I grabbed her thighs, going to town on her, thrusting with everything I had, and Charm was there, licking her lips at me and fingering herself, mound exposed as her pants were pressed down, tail wagging—a fact that I quickly diverted my attention away from, and then Twitch slapped me!

      At first I tried to stop, to pull away, but she moved her legs to my waist and pulled me in harder, all the way, and slapped me again.

      “Fucking cum!” she said, rocking me to her motion, “Do it, do it, do it!”

      And then I did, my chest feeling like it was giving out, my arms shaking, and she moaned long and hard, her abs tightening up in a cute little way, her breasts shaking with each move as I thrust and thrust again, getting the full pleasure out of this moment in case it never came again.

      Might as well get the most out of it.

      “Help me,” Charm said, unable to control herself anymore, and she stripped off her pants.

      My dick was already losing its firmness, and I started to say so, but she shook her head, “You wanted to taste me? Do it.”

      She pushed me back and away from Twitch, straddling my head, and thrust her wet pussy onto my face. I fucking loved it. All of that passion that had been held back with Twitch because of confusion and uncertainty now burst out through my tongue and I was lapping her up, caressing the sides of her pussy and then moving to her clit, circling it, rubbing my tongue back and forth, doing anything and everything I could with the tool at my disposal.

      “Just… do what you need to do,” I faintly heard Twitch say, vaguely aware of her moving to the wall to sit next to us and watch, and then Charm was moaning and tensing too, finally letting out a squeal and she was done, my lips and chin covered in her fluids.

      My breathing was heavy, as was both of theirs, and we all sat there, overwhelmed, exhausted, loving the moment.

      Finally, I turned to Twitch and waited.

      Her eyes met mine, and this time held my gaze. “Best science experiment ever.”

      “I know I learned a lot,” Charm added.

      “Are you serious?” I asked Twitch. “You’re sticking to this science thing?”

      Twitch grinned. “It was fun, too. You’ve got a huge cock when it’s hard. Kind of would’ve been a surprise if I hadn’t seen it last night.”

      “So now you admit you were watching?”

      She shrugged.

      “And… this science?” I asked.

      “Ah, right.” She glanced over at Charm, eyes moving over her nude form, and smiled. “My theory was this—you got a blowjob from her and your powers started working. Or rather, you adapted a power like hers, only slightly different. So, my choices were between a blowjob or this, and… sorry, for some reason it seems easier to stick a stranger’s cock down there than in my mouth.”

      “A stranger?”

      “Not anymore,” she said with another deep breath.

      “Wait, so you’re saying you think I might have some of your power now?” I stood up, not caring that I had no pants on at the moment. “Holy shit, wait, that’s twisted if it’s true, isn’t it. I mean, getting powers from sex.”

      “I’d considered that it might be something like how STDs used to be transmitted,” she admitted. “Blood sharing and all that, but I didn’t want to cut us both and test that way. Honestly, I might have wanted this for other reasons aside from science.”

      “You don’t say!” I laughed.

      Charm grinned. “I kinda noticed you enjoying it.”

      Twitch nodded. “Maybe it’ll happen again, who knows. The point is, we need to see if it worked. I mean, the science part.”

      “Because we all know the rest of it worked,” Charm said, winking at me.

      “Is it weird that I feel kinda used?” I asked, grabbing my pants and underwear. As I put them on, I added, “In my world, sex is usually more of a relationship thing.”

      “Ours too,” Twitch said. “Though you are with supervillains, I should remind you. We’re known for being naughty.”

      “Neither of you really are though,” I pointed out.

      “Technically, I’m still a virgin,” Charm pointed out. “Not my mouth or hand, but, you know.”

      “I meant neither of you are supervillains,” I clarified, trying to not think about her going down on me again.

      Charm and Twitch shared a skeptical look. They both still thought they deserved to be here, in some twisted way. Right then, I decided it would be my goal to ensure that thought was obliterated from their minds by the time we escaped from this prison.

      “How about you pull up your info there and see if the test worked,” Twitch said.

      I pulled up my screen. It said: Level: Three. Special Powers: Manipulation, Camouflage. Notes: Mixture successful with current levels at one-hundred and ninety-five percent, accordingly.

      They noticed my frown and asked what it was, while I scrolled over. Where there had been the camo skill sets before, there was something new now—what appeared to be similar skill sets as before, but with alterations. Where before it had said camo with mobility, now there was a new addition to the side that allowed for self-illusion. Continuing down the branches, there was one that said object as illusion, and another that said conjure illusion.

      “This sounds… crazy,” I said as I stood, legs wobbly. “The skill points… let me try this.”

      I used my two skill points to get camo with mobility and the self-illusion addition, then closed the screen.

      “Well?” Twitch said, her voice barely hiding her impatience.

      “Let’s see,” I said, and then stood against the wall. I took on the color and texture, and this time when I moved away from the wall, it stuck. Only, a sliding bar appeared where the screen normally would. As it was moving down toward empty, I assumed that meant how much time I had.

      I wasn’t sure how to do the illusion part of it. At first I imagined a wolf, like the werewolf kinds from old movies, but nothing was happening. I frowned, confused, but didn’t have long to wait to figure it out—as soon as the timer bar became empty, both women stared at me, pulling back in shock. Charm actually hit the wall with her head and yelped.

      “How the f—” Twitch started, and then the surprise left her eyes.

      “What?” I asked, glancing down to see I was back to normal.

      “You were a standing, glowering wolf, but only for a couple seconds,” she said.

      “Badass!” Charm rubbed her head, eyeing me with a new level of respect.

      After a moment of silence, my eyes roamed over them and they each took that as a reminder that they were still nude. They dressed as Twitch spoke.

      “Clearly, the test worked. Well worth every minute, too.” She gave me a brief smile to show she was joking. “Thing is, you don’t seem to just copy the person’s power, you kind of adapt it in some way.”

      “And mix it,” I noted. “Like a color wheel, kind of?”

      “You lost me,” Charm admitted, pulling her shirt down over her tits. I was sad to see them go.

      “Like mixing red and blue, you get purple. Maybe it’s like that here? What is red in this case? Yellow? And how do I get to orange?”

      “So… what?” Charm asked. “You have to sleep with the entire prison ship to see what sort of powers you can get?”

      “Definitely not doing that,” I said.

      “Plus,” Twitch added, “what if some powers override the old, or at some point, using your analogy, if you add enough colors do you just get brown?”

      “And do they fade?” Charm asked. “You know, like chalk, and how it clears away when it rains. Or crayons, which taste good, do you taste better now?” She leaned in and licked my cheek. “Hmm, about the same.”

      “Thanks for that,” I said, wiping my cheek.

      “Remember the blood theory,” Twitch interjected. “If I’m right, we might have to simply share blood with the super. And here’s the thing—this prison kept its ability to block supers from using their powers because of one individual. One of the Elders, and he… Charm, yes?”

      Charm was raising her hand excitedly. “Oooh, ooh, he has a brother here!”

      “Exactly. I’d be willing to bet Ranger somehow saw to said Elder’s brother getting out of his bondage, so that he could use his powers to counteract the good brother’s powers, thereby letting all other supers regain their own. If we could just steal the bad brother’s powers, we might be able to at least put the prison back into lockdown.”

      “Except that powers might mix and get muddied, as we discussed,” I pointed out.

      “It’s our only chance.”

      “Well, when you put it like that.” I ran a hand through my hair. “No time for a nap?”

      “None.”

      “In that case, that’s our plan, right? Find this brother of the Elder, mix blood, and take his powers. Hope that I get it right, that I don’t get some weird STD or whatever by mixing blood with him, and… go from there?”

      “I couldn’t have said it better myself,” Charm said.

      “Eh, I probably could’ve,” Twitch said, “but that about summed it up. Minus the STD thing—remember, they don’t exist here. Also, I wouldn’t worry about… she glanced down at my cock, pursed her lips, and said, “Babies, I mean. Not that you seemed to.”

      “Oh, shit!” The thought hadn’t even crossed my mind. With all the excitement, I’d forgotten about rubbers completely.

      “Like I said, relax. Supers live incredibly long, which is awesome, but… it’s also incredibly difficult to have babies. Chances of a super getting pregnant without help are like one percent. So… that’s practically protection right there.”

      “To be clear on the plan,” I said, “we’re still going to the Orange District?”

      Twitch nodded. “We’ll need more than just us looking for him. Teaming up with a resistance force, or forming one if necessary, will be a good first step. Now, let’s go make new friends and find ourselves a super to bleed.”

      I was relieved, scared, and my dick was exhausted. But I smiled, nodded, and followed them out to go hunt a super.
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      Twitch led the way, but I was able to follow on what I’d taken to calling my mini-map. I kept it up most of the way, watching occasionally in case we took a wrong turn. At one point I made a comment, but she laughed and proved me wrong—bringing us through a shortcut.

      We were more interested in my new powers than our surroundings and only had to use detours twice to avoid large groups of supervillains.

      “Sometimes powers take getting used to,” Charm explained. “Like at first, I was fast and strong. Of course I had my ears and tail, but it wasn’t until later that I learned about my moniker—my charm. Then it was all about trial and experiment.”

      “How’d that go?” Twitch asked.

      “You know… some kid tries to bully me, gets up in my face, I blow a bit of shame her way. She suddenly thinks we’ve all seen her naked and runs off, horrified.”

      “That’s possible?” I asked, then looked at them with shock. “Wait, I mean, did you use your charm to make me think I was… you know?”

      “Getting nasty with us?” Charm asked, then scoffed. “Hell no. That was all real. Besides, it’s not like that. She didn’t imagine being nude and think it was happening. My understanding of it is, she had a memory, but it didn’t make sense because part of her knew it had never happened. While she’s running off in horror, part of her knows it can’t be true. Still, her emotions take over and she’s embarrassed.”

      “Weird,” I said.

      “Kind of like how I charmed you to show me your cock.”

      “You didn’t,” Twitch said, giving her a scolding glance.

      “He wanted to, just needed to unleash the beast. Let his inhibitions down, you know?” Charm laughed. “We all had fun, no harm done.”

      “Seems wrong,” Twitch said, turning to me as if I had an opinion on it.

      I shrugged. “Maybe if the tables were reversed, but most guys would gladly expose themselves, especially if it means some action.”

      “Plus,” Charm raised a hand, “supervillain over here.”

      “That doesn’t give you free rein to do as you wish,” Twitch countered. “If anything, it means you should do more to prove you aren’t a horrible person.”

      Charm rolled her eyes and stopped, turning to me. “Breaker, did you feel I took advantage of you when I jacked you off and let you cum all over my chest?”

      I felt motion in my pants at the memory, cleared my throat, and said, “No.”

      “Hmm. Interesting. How about when I put your cock in my mouth in the shower? Then?”

      This time I laughed. “Come on, she’s not saying that.”

      “Then we all agree she can get off my case,” Charm said, glaring at Twitch. “Or maybe I charm you too, and we see what happens.”

      “Thus proving my point,” Twitch said.

      “Whatever.”

      Charm took the lead, but Twitch nodded to me as if she’d been getting my back in that argument. After a few minutes of walking, Charm started up again.

      “My point was that you have to test your powers,” she said. “Get used to it and see what else you can do.”

      “How do I do that?” I asked.

      “Imagine something like you did back there,” Twitch chimed in, looking thoughtful. “The wolf part might be easiest, since you did it once before.”

      “Yeah, do that one.” Charm bit her lip, her telltale sign that something excited her.

      “Really?” I asked, shaking my head.

      “Hey, it’s not bestiality if I know it’s really you using a disguise, and something about not being the only one with furry ears and a tail works for me.”

      There was no point trying to further understand that, and in some way, I supposed it made sense. As we walked, I simply thought about transforming. It wasn’t like magic, I supposed, where one had to strengthen a skill and master the art of pulling on dark forces or some etheric plane. Superpowers, to my understanding, simply worked as any part of you did. That said, maybe a good analogy was my recent obsession with sex. Just because I wanted to get a boner, didn’t mean it always went up. Like at that moment, when I wanted to change, nothing happened. Thinking of it in relation to my cock made a lot of sense, so instead of just wishing it to happen, I focused on the emotions I’d felt before. Trapped, two supervillains about to discover and kill me.

      My heart thudded and sure enough, I glanced down and my hands were covered in fur, long claws at the end of my fingers.

      “Fucking awesome!” Charm exclaimed, and Twitch was looking at me with respect.

      Above my mini-map, the bar showed up like it had with my camo before, quickly depleting until I showed up as plain old me again. When it faded, Charm looked extremely let down.

      “We need to grind,” I said.

      Charm glanced over to Trish, then back to me, and frowned. “I’m usually all for it, but is now really the time? I mean, you two just got it on and all…”

      “Not what I meant,” I explained. “Grind, like in a game. I need to fight to get my level up, make it last longer.”

      “To be clear, we’re not talking about sex?”

      “No,” I said, frustrated. “Make the power last longer, because apparently it’s all tied together—my powers, the suit. Everything.”

      “Ahhh,” Twitch said, nodding. “That’s not a bad idea. Fight some of the lower-powered supervillains to get you more used to your powers.”

      “Except that you don’t have any attack powers,” Charm pointed out.

      “That might be the first thing we have to remedy,” Twitch said.

      It was exactly what I’d been thinking, but I wasn’t sure how comfortable I was saying it to these two women. Taking on a new power was unpredictable. More relevant in this case was the fact that it meant either having some sort of intercourse with a super—oral, vaginal, maybe anal—or swapping blood. No matter what, it was an odd topic to bring up, so I was glad Twitch had done it instead of me.

      Charm was clearly feeling exactly what I’d worried about, as she glared at Twitch. “You want him to risk that sort of exposure?”

      “Neither of us has strong attack powers,” Twitch replied. “So we either trust someone else to be in our trio, or… convince a powerful super to go down on him.”

      I remembered how Twitch had watched and touched herself while Charm did just that in the shower. It shouldn’t have come as a shock that she suggested this. Charm, however, was appalled.

      “I’m sharing him with you because I like you, because you’re hot as fuck, and… whatever. The point is, no. I’m not okay with that.”

      “Sharing him with me?” Twitch asked, voice dripping with condescension.

      “I didn’t know I was yours to share,” I said, careful to keep my voice more curious than challenging.

      “Shut up,” Charm shot out, not even looking my way. “Of course you are.”

      I pursed my lips, wanting to say something, but figuring now wasn’t the best time. There was no reason for me to care if she was possessive. It was kinda cute.

      Twitch sighed. “You think I don’t have feelings for him, that I would be okay with some other woman wrapping her lips around his cock? Hell, doesn’t have to be a woman…”

      “Whoa, whoa!” I protested, but nobody was listening to me.

      “I think you’d like it!” Charm challenged her. She’d apparently noticed that night too, maybe even been putting on a show.

      Twitch licked her lips, glanced aside, and said, “Blood mixing then, I don’t care. Point is, we need someone with an attack power.”

      “Can’t you just reprogram him with those screens you have?” Charm asked with a sigh, apparently just as tired as I was of this conversation.

      “It doesn’t work like that.” Twitch shot up several screens and moved her hands along one. As she did, the lights dimmed, then went very bright. The walls twisted like long saws being bent, and as we watched, she even floated off the ground for a moment. When she landed, she explained, “I have to know what I’m doing, first of all. It’s like any programming—if you just hop in without a clue, you can seriously destroy something. And everything you see has its own code. That’s part of why I wasn’t able to fully understand Breaker’s powers at first. Now I’m getting more used to it, studying the way he works—”

      “That’s not creepy at all,” I interrupted.

      “Point is,” she continued with only a cursory glance at me, “I’m starting to get your code, which is why I could share the map with you. It’s why the color wheel makes so much sense to me now, in relation to your powers, and why we want to be careful with which offensive power to try and get for you.”

      “To be clear,” Charm said, grabbing her by the arm. It seemed a defiant act, but her eyes showed resignation. “We’re doing this?”

      “Blood or otherwise,” Twitch said, “as long as we win, keep our lives and help Breaker become an Elder, I’m willing to see this through.”

      “Then so am I,” Charm said.

      “And me? Do I get a say?” I stood there, hands out, annoyed that we’d stopped yet again and that they were discussing me as if I wasn’t even there.

      “Are you seriously going to argue if we convince another woman to go down on you?” Twitch asked.

      “Give me a break,” Charm said, turning away.

      “I have two beautiful women, one who clearly doesn’t like this idea,” I protested. “Let’s do the blood thing if we find someone, but not the other stuff.”

      “With blood, we’d have to cut you. You’d go into this fight injured?” Twitch shook her head. “It doesn’t make sense.”

      “I choose though,” Charm said, glancing back at me, then fixing her gaze on Twitch. “We get our resistance going, and I get to decide who it is.”

      “Excuse me.” My patience was running thin, and I was annoyed that I had another boner, this time at the thought of doing something I really didn’t want to do. “I at least get veto power.”

      “Fair enough,” Twitch said, to both of us. “And good point. We need to keep moving.”

      As we continued, I tried my powers a few more times, even attempting to look like Twitch once. She glanced over at me and nearly had a heart attack, though Charm seemed to think this was even hotter than the wolf illusion.

      Swearing to never do it again at Twitch’s insistence, I changed out of her image and gave the illusion trick a break. Which worked out fine, because the flashing image on my mini-map showed that we were almost there.

      It was time to see if we could figure out this resistance business and, apparently, find a suitable badass chica to go down on me. What a weird fucking day. Amazing… but weird.
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      Moving into the Orange District meant traversing a spinning tunnel, finding a ladder built into the metal that took us along a corridor, and finally letting us out into an area of the prison ship that felt entirely different from the others. Here it was more like what I’d always imagined a submarine felt like. Cramped, low, yellow lighting, and thick metal doors.

      We moved on in silence here, Twitch and I able to see how close we were on our maps, Charm sensing our tension. She was good at that. After we’d gone through the third door, she cloaked, and I knew something was up. Twitch moved to the left wall, motioning for me to go to the right. One doorway ahead, we moved up on it as if we’d stand a chance if anything happened.

      Each step echoed, my paranoia amping up three levels as I wondered how my brother with his special forces training would handle this situation. He’d have a weapon, he’d clear the room, and if anyone got in his way… death by pinky. Not me. I was ready to throw some kicks and punches, but I had about as much practical training as a gopher in a snake pit… You get the idea.

      A shimmer showed as Charm decided to run in first, and there was a yelp followed by a flashing light, then we charged. Gusts of wind hit us and we were knocked back, though Twitch was already adjusting her screens mid-fall, and made it so that she flickered and landed on her feet. A wall of air—fluffy like a pillow—caught me and I rolled, safe, recovering and scanning for enemies.

      Info screens popped up before I could see the attackers. Sounds of a scuffle carried through the doorway, so I charged back in, this time ready. Twitch came in right behind me, and we found a man held by the neck, Charm only just then coming into view.

      “Get off,” the man shouted, “or by Oram, I swear I’ll fry you till you’re nothing but bones.”

      “You’d be dead before you lit a spark,” she said, digging her nails into his neck—I’d never realized how sharp they were! I guess it went with the fox territory.

      “Let him go,” Twitch said. “And Twista, calm down. The Big Guy and Plasma sent us.”

      The man in Charm’s grip, apparently Twista, frowned but held up his hands. “Sent you, why?”

      “We’re making a stand against Ranger,” she said. “These two are with me.”

      He cocked his head, pushed away from Charm, and walked over toward Twitch. I prepared for the worst, but was caught off guard when he embraced her, stood back and looked at her like she was his sister.

      “You two know each other?” I asked.

      “Only used to be besties,” Twista said with a silly grin. The man who’d appeared quite intimidating a second ago suddenly had a very playful way about him. Now that I saw it in the personality, I noticed the way his hair was gelled over, a bit too much volume in it, and the way he’d opened up his suit to show off his chest.

      “Twitch and Twista,” Twitch said, smiling and nodding. “Wasn’t sure you’d remember me, you know… after.”

      His eyes took on a distant look, but he shrugged. “Life happens. Shit, life’s a bitch, but here we are, together again. Ready to take on the universe.”

      “So it’s true? You’ve started a resistance?”

      He chuckled and held out a hand. From the corner beyond us, a small man appeared, dressed similarly but with a gnarly tuft of hair on his exposed chest. His eyebrows met in the middle, and he had a thick beard.

      “Tidal and I have become the new T&T,” Twista explained. “Only this time, I put out.”

      Twitch laughed. “You always were a bit of a prude.”

      “Fuck you,” he said, playfully, then added, “You wish.”

      “Really?” Charm interjected, clearly annoyed at how smoothly this was going. “You knew him, and didn’t think to mention this?”

      “As I said, I wasn’t sure he’d remember me.”

      “Had a run in with the Super Squad,” Twista explained. “They did their best on my memory, but Tidal here betrayed them, saving me. We made it a damn long way, too, before getting caught and thrown into this place.”

      “I never thought I’d see him again,” Tidal said, his voice rough. “Now hell itself couldn’t pull us apart.”

      A couple of others appeared from the back of the room, which I now took in, seeing that it snaked around like a large, curved hallway. The lighting was still dim, but a glow came from the other side of the bend, leading me to assume there was more back there.

      “Come on, we’ll show you around,” Twista said, gesturing for us to follow him. We went around the bend, which opened up into stairs leading down. This area that had started off feeling like a cramped submarine soon opened into a sort of ballroom beneath. Whatever this prison ship was, it clearly had been something else once upon a time. A grand vessel of some majestic fleet, perhaps?

      We passed an area with chairs and beds clearly dragged from somewhere else and arranged against the wall, people lounging about, some sparring, others sharpening makeshift blades.

      A woman at the far end was moving fast, obviously using some sort of power to do so at that speed. My best guess was there were about fifteen to twenty people in there, max.

      “We’ve been actively recruiting anyone who we think wouldn’t stand with Ranger,” Twista explained. “He’s earned himself some enemies over the years, and while we might not be heroes in here, we’re not all the evilest of the evil.”

      “Essence,” Twista addressed a woman as we passed, but she ignored us. She had flowing red hair and was elegant, like a queen. She walked among the others like they were her subjects, and as much as I thought she was beautiful, I doubted she’d ever consider lowering herself to my level. Probably the kind of woman who thought going down on a guy was submissive—a stupid thought for sure. At least, to my way of thinking. I mean, eating out a pussy was one of my biggest turn-ons. If anything, it was like I held the power over them when my tongue was dancing across a clit, determining their level of satisfaction. Likewise, when a woman held my balls in her hand and my entire soul in her mouth—that’s right, I just referred to my cock as my soul—then how could that be submissive? She was in charge at that moment, and I’d do anything for her.

      This one? Not likely to see it that way.

      Several women stood with a man, laughing, but none really caught my eye. A quick scan of their info screens showed that the most powerful of that group had the ability to freeze enemies with a touch, then shatter them. Pretty scary, but I was hoping for more of a ranged attack.

      One woman sat back, staring at us with a bit too much attitude. She was on the larger side, but that wasn’t a deal breaker at all. Hell, Plasma back there with the Big Guy had a raw sexuality about her that certainly couldn’t be ignored. Maybe more woman than I could handle, but I’d never tried and was certainly curious.

      “Who’s that?” I asked.

      “Gale,” Twista replied. “She’s mostly stuck to her own, but can be a good friend when you get to know her.”

      “Is there anyone here you’re not sure you can trust?” Charm asked.

      He laughed. “Lady, we’re in a prison for supervillains. I’m not even sure I trust myself half the time.”

      “You’d be smart not to,” Twitch said, teasingly. It was clear by the troubled look in Twista’s eye that there was some truth to that. Whatever had happened to him in the hands of the Super Squad who had captured him, it had clearly left its mark.

      Charm frowned but dropped the topic.

      Twista waved a hand and called everyone together to give us a quick introduction, warning them that they’d better treat us as family. Next he showed us to chambers in the back, confirming my suspicion that this ship had parts to it that weren’t just part of a prison, but had more history.

      He pointed out a shower and toilets, much like Twitch’s hideout, and then stood, waiting, assessing Charm and me.

      “You all need rest,” he asked, “or do you want to get in on the culling with us?”

      “The culling?” Charm asked.

      His grin betrayed the fact that he was excited to explain this. “Just our term for the slaughter of the supers who’ve occupied Subsection Echo. We make a trip over there once a day, slowly dwindling down their numbers, with the hope that we can either scare them off or wipe them out of existence. Taking down Ranger’s army small bits at a time.”

      “Echo,” Twitch said, curious. “You mean the ones with Grade E powers, right? Not exactly the formidable type.”

      “That’s right.”

      She grinned at me. “Perfect for grinding.”

      Twista frowned. “Sure, whatever you want to do to them, as long as you kill them. But, what, like grinding their bones and it gives you more power or something?”

      “Not exactly,” I answered, disgusted by that.

      He shrugged and repeated the question, “So you’re in?”

      “Damn straight we are,” Twitch replied.

      “Maybe a drink of water first?” I asked. “A couple bites of food, just so I don’t pass out?”

      Twista laughed and agreed to that, though he said the feast would follow the culling. Soon we were following him and a group of about half his people out through more chambers, down into a lower area, and into darkness. One of them held out a hand, fire lighting our way… and then cast a fireball. It went out into the darkness, fading, fading…until it EXPLODED.

      Screams sounded in response, then shouts of anger. Forms were charging us in the shadows, and Twista and his teams were moving out to meet them, laughing. It was a good reminder that, no matter how much they were on our side, these people were still twisted individuals.

      My eyes were on the enemy, but Charm nudged me and looked over at the redhead, and I realized she was here checking out the women. It made me laugh, and then the guy next to me laughed, figuring I was just getting into the moment like they all were.

      What had her name been? Essence, I think. Sure, when she passed me I couldn’t deny the way her clothes hugged her ass, but when she started taking down enemies, I couldn’t tell how she was doing it. A scan showed some sort of absorption ability, but it wasn’t clear. The large woman was just past her, moving with grace and throwing lightning about in a way that made me think of a female Zeus.

      “Not a bad skill to have,” Twitch said at my side, and then one of the enemies slipped past the front line to us.

      We went to work on them, Charm and Twitch watching our female allies the whole time. My strength and speed were quite impressive now, but I was at about the same tier as most of these supers, it seemed. Except I now had the illusion power, and when I started using it, there was a visible difference. These supers would take one look at me coming at them as a massive wolf with glowing eyes and sharp claws, and fall back, some turned and ran, others attacked half-heartedly as they already assumed they would die. I couldn’t hold it long, but would always try to time it just right.

      When I took down my third super with the help of Charm, and felt my suit helping me move faster, my next elbow landed harder, cracking a skull. The next time I transformed, it lasted a good ten seconds longer.

      A quick check revealed that I’d gone up a level, and had another skill point waiting. Nice! It kept on like this, my experience increasing with each fight. It was crazy how much easier it was to move, and I was excited to use my skill points.

      Patience was never my strongest asset, but here I reminded myself that if I waited to use those skill points, I would likely have more options. So I held onto them, anxious to find out what I’d be able to do next.

      Twista congratulated us on the way back, others nodding with respect. We’d proven ourselves as warriors.

      “We’ll go back out soon, when they’ve sent reinforcements,” Twista told us outside our room, then gave Twitch a kiss on each cheek. “Until then, rest up and let us know if you need anything.”

      As soon as he was gone, Twitch and Charm turned to each other, comparing notes. They both agreed that Essence and Gale were the most powerful, and therefore my best bet, though Charm raised my concern, which made it set in even more.

      “Can you imagine that woman taking off her clothes?” she said of Essence. “I’d hate to have to see how big the stick in her butt is.”

      Twitch laughed. “Yeah, and her mouth was pressed so tight half the time, I’m not sure she could open it wide enough to get Breaker’s cock in there.”

      “Um, thanks?” I said. “This feels wrong. Just so we’re clear. You two debating this while I stand here.”

      “Take a walk then.” Twitch waved me off.

      Charm offered me a shrug, and added, “It’s not like we can simply walk out there and challenge Ranger to a fist fight without powers. He certainly won’t be scared off by your wolf trick. We need you to be really powerful, so this is the price we must pay.”

      “Oh, Oram,” Twitch said with a laugh. “As if it’s a price for him. He’s going to love every minute of it.”

      At Charm’s glare, I quickly insisted I wasn’t going to enjoy it one bit, and then left the conversation. They started mentioning others that Twista had introduced them to on the way back, or that Twitch had scanned with her screens. One name I picked up was Aqua, another was Mud. Some she simply wrote off, others they debated for a few minutes before dismissing. It was too much for me though. Let them have their scheming, I figured—I needed to lay back, relax. I knew we didn’t have much time before we had to get back out there, but in the time we had, I needed to replenish my energy.
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      We were so close, I could taste it. Want to know what else I could taste in that room, waiting for the moment to strike? Hold on, let me get there. The short answer is pussy. But not yet.

      When the women had finished their conversation and strategizing, Charm nuzzled up next to me, head on my chest. We lay on the bed in this room that the resistance had provided, her fingers moving along my shirt, circling my nipple, and she smiled. “You know I don’t want you and… another woman.”

      “I know.”

      She stared up at me, eyes moving across my face as if studying it, trying to memorize every detail. “Wouldn’t it be great if this could go on forever?”

      “Fighting and worrying for my life?” I laughed. “No!”

      She pulled back slightly. “Um, how about change your attitude, mister. You think of it that way, of course it’ll feel like shit.”

      Twitch laughed, checking her screens and making adjustments, as she sometimes did. Whatever it was that she spent her time adjusting, she wouldn’t take the time to explain, so I’d given up asking.

      “I don’t see how else I could think of it. That’s the situation, it is what it is.”

      “Or...” Charm reached down and grabbed me by the balls, causing me to pull back and hit my head on the wall. She laughed, but kept her hand there, moving a finger to caress the area just below, almost at my asshole. “…you could think of it as a grand adventure with two of the most beautiful women alive. Two women, I might add, who give you immense amounts of pleasure.”

      I gulped. “One of you does, anyway,” I joked, but regretted it as she squeezed—not too hard, but enough to remind me who held the power here.

      “Joking, joking.”

      Twitch glanced over at me, then leaned against the wall. She grinned. There was something about her expression that I couldn’t quite decide if I liked or was terrified of.

      “Sounds like a challenge to me,” Twitch said.

      “A… challenge?” Charm asked, glancing over. As she caught on, her smile widened and she turned back to me with a wide, Cheshire-cat style grin. “Oooh, that sort of challenge.”

      Instantly she was pulling off my pants, so fast that the action knocked me over onto my back and I conked my head again.

      “Agh, careful!” I hissed, but she was pulling off my boxer-briefs now and grabbed my cock.

      With a laugh, she turned to Twitch and said, “I win!”

      “It wasn’t a race…” She frowned, then stepped forward and placed her hand above Charm’s, so that one hand covered my base, the other the rest of the shaft. My cock’s head stuck out, barely, and Twitch smiled at me as she started small strokes that caused Charm’s hand to move too. Full coverage, and it felt great.

      “I was thinking of something different,” Twitch stated, and the look of hunger in her eyes almost scared me. “Immense amounts of pleasure, but… what have we been working on here? Teamwork. Maybe you were joking. Maybe one of us brings you more joy than the other, but together…”

      Now she turned to Charm, continuing to stroke my cock with one hand, and used her other to slap the younger woman’s ass.

      Charm mouthed, “Ohhh,” looked at me as if for permission, and then her eyes went wide as Twitch’s hand moved between her legs. I shrugged in an I’m-curious-to-see-where-this-goes sort of way, and Charm took that as the sign.

      She turned to Twitch, pulling off the woman’s shirt, and started licking her breasts, caressing them, rubbing her face across them. Twitch placed one hand on Charm’s head, fingers only pausing for a moment as they brushed across those fox ears, while her free hand continued to play with me.

      I sat up, but Twitch waved a finger at me, then took Charm by the chin and guided her head back down to my cock. Apparently, Twitch had a thing for watching the woman go down on me. She stripped as Charm grabbed my shaft and licked my balls, and my eyes darted from her enjoying the action to Twitch, fully nude now, walking over to me.

      “This is a variation on the sixty-nine,” she said, and then turned so that her ass was facing me, before lowering herself down to her knees, putting her beautiful pussy right in my face. At least the woman knew what she wanted. She also knew what I wanted, because eating her pussy turned me on to new levels.

      As my tongue entered her, moving along the lips of her and then working to find her clit, she bent over and started helping Charm. That meant four hands were on my hips and reaching under to grab my ass, one mouth on my balls, the other taking my cock in its fullness.

      I imagined this modified sixty-nine had a name but hoped that, if it didn’t, they’d name it after me someday. It was perfection, and when Twitch started squirming I felt my muscles tightening, a warmth flooding my cock.

      Not yet, I told myself. This had to last. I pushed gently, guiding Twitch off of me and then glanced at Charm, wondering if she was ready to go all the way yet. She apparently got my drift and looked away. Fine, no pressure.

      I laid back and said, “Charm, get behind her.”

      Twitch looked uncertain for a moment, but she wasn’t backing down. As she wiped saliva from her mouth, she straddled me, sliding my cock into her. Her eyes closed and my back arched, and she started moving, slowly. Charm slid out of her clothes, then came up behind her, kneeling and rocking with the motion. First her hands came around front and moved along her breasts, giving me quite the show, then one moved down and massaged Twitch’s clit while she rode me, the other moving down between them to cup my balls.

      “Holy, holy, oh my,” I tried to shut up, but this was probably the hottest thing I’d ever experienced and the pleasure coursing through my body was like fire and ice, too much to handle. Then it was releasing, and at that moment Twitch’s eyes went wide as Charm did something else, her hand no longer on my balls—I tried to see and figured the woman’s finger was now in Twitch’s ass.

      I laughed, but it was at the same time as my orgasm hit. Suddenly I was there, laughing and cumming, body twitching and hips jolting. More laughing, more throbbing and shots of cum, and Twitch couldn’t take it anymore either, she was pressed against me, hands grabbing my arms and teeth biting my chest as she made a valiant effort to avoid screaming, and then I was even wetter down there as she squirted and I imagine some of my cum came back out onto me.

      Finally, Twitch pulled herself back up, huge breasts in my face, and she slapped the other woman’s hand away, out of her ass, and let out one last, long moan, before rolling off of my cock and lying on the floor, chest heaving with her heavy breathing.

      “Fuckkkk,” she said, then turned to me with eyes that seemed to stare right past me, in too much pleasure to focus.

      Charm still sat between my spread legs, looking down at my cock for a second, then said, “It’s not going down yet.”

      “Sometimes it doesn’t right away,” I admitted.

      She considered that, then moved up me until her clit was pressed against my hard shaft, and she started grinding against me. I was sensitive as hell, each movement sending another spasm of bliss up my body. It almost hurt, but felt damn good, too. And the pleasure it was bringing her was priceless, judging by her closed eyes and the way her mouth was slightly open, oscillating between her chin jutting forward and biting her lip.

      “Why don’t you just fuck him?” Twitch said in a tired voice. “Take that huge cock and slide it in, ride it ‘til you die or cum, whichever happens first. Stop playing around.”

      “No,” Charm said, then repeated it lower, almost in a whisper, “no, no, no,” and then she was saying, “Yes!” through clenched teeth. For a moment I thought she was going to slide my cock inside of her, but then she finished with one tension-filled movement, her cute little abs tensing and her perky breasts there, so perfect, her nipples sticking out hard as she reached up, ran her hands through her hair, and sighed.

      “Don’t… stop,” I said, feeling a second orgasm coming on. Sure enough, with one more thrust of her hips and the movement of her moist pussy across my shaft I came again—this time all over my stomach.

      She clicked her tongue, smiled in a devilish way, and then started licking it off. I was stuck between being disgusted and totally turned on. Good girls didn’t do this, but supervillains? Supervillains were apparently super freaks. Even the so-called virgin ones.

      “Teamwork,” Twitch said, rolling over to watch. “See what it can accomplish?”

      “You were hot as fuck,” Charm said, pausing to look up at Twitch.

      “Yeah, about the whole, you know… finger thing.” Twitch frowned, then shrugged. “It was…” The next part she mumbled, “…kinda hot too.”

      “No shit?” Charm said, holding up her finger and looking at it.

      “Yeah.”

      “No, I mean, I’m surprised. No shit.” She showed us her finger was clean, and I groaned.

      “Can we just have a moment here?” I asked, and laughed. “You two.”

      Charm grinned, waving her finger at me as she said, “You wanted it too, huh?”

      “No,” I quickly replied. “I mean, no thanks. What you two did was definitely enough.”

      “Well, if you ever want a little spice.”

      I propped myself up on my elbows, watching as she leaned on me, breasts pressed against my cock. “What… I mean, why?”

      “The no sex thing,” Twitch said, helping me out. “What’s going on with that?”

      “Just…” Charm pulled back, her tail wrapping around herself. She caressed it, like a pet, and then shrugged. “It’s not like I really have a reason. Just that, all this other stuff doesn’t feel real, you know? It’s like pleasure, having fun. But that? It’s the real deal.”

      “Huh,” Twitch said, considering. “Oddly, I feel the opposite. Like that’s just good ol’ fucking, but the minute I use my mouth, there’s something more there. Some emotions.”

      Both of us stared at her for a moment, and then I said, “But you did use your mouth. Down there, just now.”

      Twitch cracked her neck, glanced away, and then shrugged.

      “You’re… feeling emotion for me?” I asked.

      “Fuck you.”

      She stood, starting to dress, and I started to stand too, but my energy was so drained, I fell right back down. Instead, I sat, leaning against the wall, and Charm followed, head on my shoulder this time as she caressed my softening cock. It didn’t feel like the right time, but I wasn’t about to stop her either.

      “Twitch—”

      “Stop,” Twitch said, turning to me as she pulled up her pants. I couldn’t help watching the way her breasts fell down as she reached for her shirt, or moved as she stood again. Perfection. But we needed to talk.

      “I know it hasn’t been very long,” I admitted. “But I have feelings for both of you, too. Of course I do! Do you think we’d be able to be so intimate otherwise? Maybe at first it was more fun, curiosity, whatever… but come on. There are definitely emotions involved from my side. I just didn’t realize it was happening on yours too.”

      Twitch considered me, then turned away to pull on her shirt.

      “I have feelings for you,” Charm told me, her finger flicking my cock back and forth, playfully.

      “Thank you,” I said, turning to kiss her on the forehead on instinct. It was quick, a reaction, but after I’d done it, I felt like everything had changed. Like she was my girlfriend. What did that make Twitch? Were they both… my girlfriends?”

      “Maybe…” Twitch started, now dressed and staring down at us, both nude, Charm now having moved on from playing with my little soldier to wrapping her arms around me in adoration. “Maybe when this is all over, we can talk about emotions.”

      A sudden thought hit me, one that seemed so obvious. Two women… plus everything else going on. Naturally, emotions were going to get complicated. How would I feel if it were vice versa?

      Was now the time to bring this up? They had initiated the threesome, though, so maybe I was wrong? Would discussing it just turn them against me? For now, I decided to table that thought and let things happen, but maybe ask them separately later. Maybe it was a stupid idea, I couldn’t tell. All of this was so new to me, so different, it was like I’d gone through a portal to another world.

      Oh yeah, I kind of had, only it was more of a stargate to another galaxy, or so Xin had said.

      Xin… I’d almost forgotten about him. What would he think if he saw this? Maybe that I wasn’t hero material? Then again, what else would superheroes do all day when they weren’t saving the world? All that power, energy, stamina… maybe kinky powers that could be used in the bedroom? Of course they did what we were doing now—they were natural fucking machines!

      “What’s going on in that mind of yours?” Charm asked, and I only then realized that she too was up, starting to dress.

      “Oh, nothing…”

      “I doubt that,” she said with a laugh. Then stopped, glanced over at the shower, and said, “I guess we should rinse.”

      “Probably a good idea.” I started to stand, and she helped me up. “So… you were saying earlier? Did I change your mind? Or… did we?”

      At first I was confused by the question, then got it. “Ah, about this lasting forever. With a deep breath and realization about how I felt on the subject, I nodded. “You know, it wouldn’t be so bad.”

      She punched me, right in the chest, then walked off to the shower. “You can wait until I’m done then.”

      “I didn’t mean it like that,” I protested, but she was already in the shower, water running.

      Twitch was frowning, then pressed on her pants. “Why didn’t anyone remind me to rinse before dressing?”

      For a moment, I stared at her, then realized it was awkward, and looked at my feet, only then remembering I was still nude. My hands went to my crotch, covering myself.

      “What?” she asked, amused by my sudden modesty.

      “I was serious, you know. All of this is so overwhelming, it’s hard to sit down and think about normal things lately.”

      She nodded. “Exactly why I said we should discuss it after. Until then, we do what we have to in order to survive. To turn this situation around.”

      I nodded, gave her a forced smile, and then headed for the shower.

      “Didn’t she say to wait?” Twitch asked.

      “Yeah, but I figure if you come, she’ll forgive me.”

      Twitch frowned, then grinned, and started to undress again. “You really think you can get it up?”

      “Oh, come on, pervert,” I replied with a laugh. “I just think we should all help clean each other in very normal, non-sexual ways.”

      “So… you want to take the fun out of it,” she said with a mock-pout.

      “Let’s just take it one step at a time,” I replied, starting to get an idea of how much energy this woman had built up inside her. Keeping up with both of them was going to be a challenge.

      One I was going to do my best to deal with. Oh, hell, who was I kidding—this was fucking awesome! Even though my dick wouldn’t respond to them both starting to rinse each other and me, I loved it. When I stepped back to watch them start fingering each other and kissing each other’s breasts, all I could think was—damn, for a place that had at first felt like hell, it sure was my idea of heaven.
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      We had narrowed it down to three women by the time we went back out to grind for levels and clear out some of the supervillains. Honestly, it was the last thing on my mind, having totally exhausted myself yet again. That didn’t stop the two ladies from taking notes and continuing to weigh the competition.

      Gale, Essence, and Aqua were proving to be the most badass among the females in this second culling fight. The powers of a woman named Mud were impressive, but no way was that happening—her face literally looked like a mudslide, her teeth like broken rocks, and her eyes lit up with a crazed glow every time she… no, it was pretty much every time she was awake. It was good to have her on our side, as she could create these little demon-pixy things out of the dust in the air and use it to kill her enemies (making me wonder where her name came from, if other than her looks).

      While Aqua was hot in that psycho-bitch sort of way, she also seemed firmly attached to a powerful fire super named Ember. The two would charge into battle at each other’s sides, make lewd comments, and at one point even started heavily kissing over a pile of corpses.

      I ruled her out right there. In part, it was because I thought it was disgusting, but also because I was pretty strict about my not being burned alive policy, and Ember seemed the type to not be okay with sharing.

      Honestly, having his powers would be pretty cool. But the idea of sharing blood still creeped me out, and as much as I was okay with guys who were into guys, it wasn’t for me.

      That left Gale and Essence, so we paid extra attention to how they fought this time. Another factor for me was that I had cum a lot since arriving on this prison, and wanted to be sure this new addition to the team could turn me on enough to make it happen. If I was only somewhat into it, I wasn’t sure I could get it up at this point.

      As we fought, I saw some real value in Twitch, too. Before, I knew she had some awesome power, but now she was adding boosts to our abilities. She worked her screens, giving us temporary boosts to speed and strength, and was even able to add a layer of shielding that worked in a similar way to the energy shields of the Global Marines back home. While she could do her own thing, her real value in a fight seemed to be this large-scale boosting of team members.

      Charm had her value too, moving around in her cloaked form, suddenly appearing to attack someone from behind, then vanishing again. From time to time I saw bursts of purple mist, then the enemy attacking each other or retreating in fear. She was like a ninja, assassinating fools from left and right and spelling them too.

      But I needed to stay focused on Gale and Essence, and on keeping my ass alive. Two brutes came at me—fast. Each punch brought a gust of wind, and I had a feeling their power relied more on the wind supporting their strikes, rather than them controlling it.

      Essence pulled on them and it was like draining their light, pulling their energy. The next attack became more sluggish, as if the attacker didn’t really care if he died. I was happy to oblige him. Then Gale came to my aid, stepping up next to me and sending the second brute back with a gust of wind that sent him spiraling through the air to slam into another group of opponents.

      Three men went charging past us to deal with more enemies, while I nodded to Gale in appreciation. Her smile was alluring, the sort that said this woman could take care of me—cook me a good meal, tuck me up in bed, and ride me till the morning light. A bunch of weird thoughts and images ran through my mind at once, interrupted by Charm appearing on the far wall as she snapped someone’s neck as she glared at me.

      Even though we were working on getting one of these women to go down on me, Charm was still jealous. A fine line to walk there.

      Twitch charged into the next room with Aqua and Ember leading the way, the rest of us close behind. It seemed empty, but the walls flew back with a bang and a new assault came our way. We were only saved from a spray of metal and fire because of Twitch’s shields, while Twista and Gale each sent a gust of wind that caught some of the debris and sent it right back at the enemy. Tidal took a stance and pushed out, so that condensation in the air formed and rained down over the flames, dousing one supervillain and leaving him screaming and cursing as he ran off, apparently unable to cope without his fire powers.

      Gale was turning and thrusting out her hands, a blast of wind flowing out in a circle to knock over three of the enemy, then lightning emerging from her fingertips. The enemy convulsed as the last ounces of life left them.

      “She’s the one,” Charm said, appearing over my shoulder. Her eyes bore into mine as if challenging me to either agree, or not—either way, I was screwed, but then she looked away and added, “No doubt about it.”

      “You’re sure about this?”

      “We have no choice,” she replied. “These guys are small potatoes. When we go up against the tier two and one supers, we’re going to need to up the game by about a thousand. So yeah, I’m sure.”

      Scrunching my nose, I watched Gale as she moved on to the next group of baddies who had just darted in. Her powers were certainly ones I wouldn’t mind having. A glance at the way she moved, and what I’d seen earlier as being on the chubby side was taking on more of a curved, voluptuous feel. While Twitch clearly had a nice pair of tits, this woman could put her to shame. Normally I didn’t care about skin color one bit in the bedroom, but I started imagining her dark breasts pressed around my relatively pale cock, like a chiaroscuro artwork, and I was all about it.

      “No doubts?” Twitch asked, but just as I was about to answer, I saw that she was actually asking Charm.

      “Definitely,” Charm replied.

      They waited until the feast. I was going nuts over the old MRE style meal—nothing fancy, but my stomach didn’t care, and my taste-buds just wanted something to remind them they were alive. Meanwhile, they were conniving in hushed voices, discussing the plan and how to make this situation with Gale work.

      I captured bits about the change in plans, about going after the Blue Lady for help. Had they asked me, I would’ve said it was a terrible idea. They had realized that, with my extra powers, if this worked, moving fast and with a small number would be in our best interest. The resistance had their own battle, here.

      One piece of the puzzle had yet to be put in place, and that was the Gale situation. As the meal wound down and others started to head back to the other rooms for rest, we made our move. Twitch and Charm approached the target, asking her if she would join us in our chambers to help us with an issue. She seemed curious and agreed. When we made it back, she stood on one side, looking around awkwardly, while the three of us huddled on the other.

      “How are we going to get her to do this?” Twitch asked. “We can’t exactly just have him whip it out while you charm her.”

      “Why not?” Charm asked.

      Twitch frowned. “It’s basically against her will at that point. Not cool.”

      “Have to agree with Twitch,” I said. “Not that anyone cares what I think.”

      “Oh, we do, when you agree with me,” Twitch said, smiling at me and running a hand along my arm. “Let me try.”

      Without even looking my way or checking with me any further, Twitch approached her and I stared in horror. There was no way this could go without embarrassing me. While she started talking, I pulled up my stats to see that I was now level five, which meant another skill point. That was two unused. More would’ve been nice, but that would set me up nicely for these new powers if it all worked out.

      “You were really something out there today,” Twitch said, earning her a grin from Gale. “Pretty high up there on the power chain, huh?”

      “The Citadel almost recruited me,” Gale admitted. “That is… before my girlfriend cheated on me and… Oh, you don’t want to hear the rest.”

      “Maybe I do?”

      Gale glanced over at us, and Charm and I quickly turned, pretending to be having our own conversation. After a moment, the woman said, “Short version, I leveled the hotel they were in. I mean, nobody died, but a lot of people were hurt. And… the only reason nobody died was because a super was inside, one with the power to form energy shields to keep everyone safe.”

      “A power I wouldn’t mind having,” Twitch said. “You mentioned a girlfriend?”

      “That’s right.” Gale looked Twitch over, apparently wondering if the woman was hitting on her.

      “I’m more into guys,” Twitch said, picking up on that. “Have you ever…?”

      “Been with a man?” Gale laughed. “Oh, yeah. Of course. I just don’t like to limit myself.”

      “Ah… see, me and my friend, Charm over there, we were wondering, um… neither of us knows how to, you know. Go down on a guy.”

      “I’m sorry, but where’s this going?”

      “It’s just that, we didn’t know who to ask, and…”

      Gale was shaking her head, totally caught off guard by this horrible tactic of Twitch’s, even starting to inch toward the door. I nudged Charm, and she darted over to intercede.

      “Sorry for my friend!” Charm said. “It’s just that Breaker here really has the most beautiful cock ever, and we think it would be so hot if you’d put it in your mouth.”

      “What the fuck?” Gale said, voicing the thought in my own head. These women had no idea what they were doing.

      “No, it’s not weird. Just you know, take out his dick, put it in your mouth, play with it a bit until he orgasms. Don’t you like that idea?”

      “You’re fucking crazy. You’re nuts!”

      “I’m NOT!” Charm said, fists clenching, clearly losing focus here.

      Gale took a step toward the door, hands moving out as she prepared to use her powers. Time to intercede, I realized.

      “Stop, stop,” I said, stepping over and motioning Charm and Twitch back. They looked at me skeptically as if they’d been punished, before moving to the other side of the room. “I’m sorry about them.”

      “Sorry doesn’t quite cover it,” she said. “You all did some good work out there, I respect that. Then this happens…”

      “It’s not at all what you think.”

      “Why’re they so intent on this?” she asked, glancing at my crotch and then quickly away. “You paid them to try and put me up to this? D’you have some weird mind-control powers over them or something?”

      I sighed, shook my head, and tried to come up with something. No good explanation came to mind, but telling her the truth didn’t seem like a great idea.

      “Listen, it’s not really for me,” I said, trying a new tactic.

      “I’m supposed to believe that? Who’s the winner here, me?”

      “It’s… Twitch. She’s in love with me,” I lowered my voice to ensure Twitch didn’t hear this, “but her sexuality, it’s different. Okay? She really wants to please me, but just can’t get turned on without watching a stranger go down on me. I didn’t even want this! Not that I wouldn’t love it, I’m sure I would—but I wouldn’t feel right about it. Well, I wouldn’t, except that I’m willing to do it, for her.”

      Gale stared at me, brow furrowed, then turned to Twitch, who waved uncertainly.

      “It’s kinda sweet,” Gale said. “In a very twisted way. You’re… sure about this? For her?”

      My breath came heavy, my throat itching, so I simply nodded. She cocked her head, looking at me in a new light, then said, “Okay. Okay, yeah.”

      “Yeah?” Charm said, apparently hearing that part.

      Gale nodded again, as if trying to pump herself up, and then said, “Go ahead, take it out.”

      All three women were watching me, but I knew this was for the mission. There was nothing to be ashamed of, anyway—I was hard as a rock and this was in no way cheating. It was insane, but not wrong, as far as I could tell.

      My hand grabbed the edge of my pants, all three women’s eyes moved down, and then I pulled down, dropping my pants to my knees. My cock stood there, waiting, and Gale knelt, slowly, then waited.

      She looked at my cock as if saying hello to a new friend, then turned and nodded for Twitch to come over. “Get a nice view,” she said, and waited. “It really is a nice cock, isn’t it?”

      Twitch smiled and approached, but glared at me as soon as Gale wasn’t watching. I’d have to make up some excuse later. Charm had been standing back, but came closer, getting a good view too. When Gale was sure Twitch was there, within sight, she reached out and took my cock. I pulled back, doing my best not to yelp at her cold touch.

      “Sorry,” she said. “My hands are often cold. Comes with the powers, I guess.”

      “It… kind of feels good,” I admitted. She smiled, then watched Twitch with fascination as she grabbed my cock again, then slid her mouth around the head.

      Twitch shifted uncomfortably, and then Gale closed her eyes, focusing on me. Judging by the way she took me and shifted her hand as she stroked, taking her other hand and cupping my balls as she did it, this wasn’t her first time. I tried to ignore the cold of her fingers, but when she used it to her advantage, it had a very pleasurable effect.

      Charm was staring with a mixture of fascination and anger, but she couldn’t hide that bite of her lip that gave her away. When Gale pulled my cock out of her mouth, then ran her tongue down to my balls and stroked me with two hands, she paused long enough to say, “You two can join in. If you want.”

      My cock surged, twitching in her hands at the thought.

      “I think he likes that,” she said, clearly referring to my cock.

      “We don’t have much time,” I heard Twitch say, but Charm was already moving in. Instead of going for me first, she knelt behind the woman giving me head. Her hands reached around, finding the entry into Gale’s pants with one hand, her other moving up her shirt as she kissed the back of the woman’s neck.

      Gale started moaning now as she held my cock in her mouth, and Twitch rolled her eyes, hesitated, then stepped in, removing her clothes as she did so. Twitch came to me, kissing my neck, letting me massage her breasts, and then moved around back and said, “Spread ‘em.”

      I really didn’t want to, but didn’t want my cover blown with Gale—my cover that I would do anything for Twitch.

      So I did, and as the woman kept giving me head, her large, dark breast now exposed as Charm played with her nipple, Twitch’s hand moved along my ass. She slapped it gently, then slipped a hand between my ass cheeks.

      More than anything I wanted to tell her to stop, but right then Gale started moaning with each breath as Charm gave it her best. My whole body tingled, my head spinning, and Twitch held my chest with one hand as she slipped a finger into my ass.

      What a strange sensation that was! Discomfort mixed with an added layer of ecstasy. I wanted her to stop, but she was moving in time with Gale on my cock, and all I could do was moan, try not to fall over, and stare at my huge cock—bigger than it had ever been in my life—before Gale took her breasts and pressed them around it. The image of those large, dark breasts pressed against me was everything I’d imagined it to be, and as she moved them up and down, then brought her lips to my tip, I knew I was done for.

      It’d barely touched her lips when my cum shot out. She pulled back, turning as it hit her in the cheek and then hit Charm, who was now in the line of fire. Seeing Gale moving aside, Charm came in to take charge, releasing the woman and stuffing my cock back into Gale’s mouth, giggling as more shots of cum released. Gale’s eyes were wide, but then she was loving it, closing them as she slurped it up, running her tongue along the tip, and then turning to Charm. Charm grinned, licked a wad of cum off of the woman’s cheek, and then moved her head down to finish her off.

      I felt a pop as Twitch’s finger left my ass, then she stood there, her hands running over me, watching Charm go down on Gale. Holy shit that was sexy.

      “Want me to join them?” Twitch asked.

      All I could do was nod. A moment later, Twitch was nude too, pulling off the rest of the other’s clothes, and all three women were going to town on each other’s pussies. I knelt, watching, and ran my hand along my abs and down to my thighs, then grabbed my cock and started stroking it.

      In a few seconds, it was as hard as it’d been before I came, and ready for more. Twitch saw this and rolled off of the other two, pulling me into her. As I started pumping, twitching as my body reacted with ecstasy, the other two turned, rubbing my body, caressing her breasts, massaging her clit.

      Twitch came with me, for my second time. Then both women went to work on Charm, the only one left to orgasm. That lasted about thirty seconds before the issue was dealt with.

      Then it was over and we all smelled of sweat and cum, of passionate sex and infatuation, maybe even love. I don’t know. At that moment, if all three had made me promise to marry them, you can be damn sure I would’ve done it. It was ecstasy, and I wanted nothing more than to roll over and fall asleep.

      Charm, however, wasn’t about to let me. She crawled over to me, rested her head on my chest, and grabbed my limp dick.

      “Just so you remember,” she whispered, “he’s mine. Only mine.”

      I smiled, kissed her forehead, and closed my eyes. The fact that she was grabbing my dick didn’t slow me from drifting off to sleep.
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      We don’t have time for sleep,” Twitch said, nudging me with her foot. I woke to find that I was still nude, Charm sleeping on me with her cheek on my balls, hand where she’d left it, around my cock. Seeing this, Twitch chuckled. “Real nice.”

      “I…” I sat up, waking Charm as I did. “How long was I out?”

      “Long enough,” Twitch answered. “I let you get three hours of sleep, and with the time spent in the culling, we really have to make a move against Ranger’s troops. Have you even tested out the powers yet? Used your skill points?”

      The excitement around that idea woke me up. I scanned myself, seeing that I’d gained another two levels in the latest round of fighting. Level seven, with four unspent skill points! I was about to pull up the skill trees when I noticed Gale wasn’t around. Charm did too, apparently, because she asked where the woman had gone.

      “Left after you all passed out. She said something weird to me, like that she hoped this helped me with my issue.” Twitch stared at me, an eyebrow raised.

      “I might have said it was all about helping with a sexual holdup of yours,” I admitted.

      She rolled her eyes. “Oh, Oram. Of course she was so weird then.”

      “I thought she was great,” Charm said, sleepily licking her lips, then licking the back of her hand and using it to smooth out the hair around her fox ears.

      “We all noticed.” Twitch helped me up, tossing me my clothes. “Cover up, then level the hell up so we can get on with this.”

      “Technically I’ve already leveled up,” I pointed out as I put on my underwear and pants. “It’s the skill tree stuff I have to—”

      “I get it,” she interrupted, giving me a really? look.

      Pulling on my shirt, I turned back to my screen, still up, and went to the skill trees. Among the many options, two drew my attention more than the rest. One was a camo-mod that was called “Hidden Travel,” that apparently let me move along material that I chose to sort of merge with in the camouflage process. I didn’t fully understand it but upgraded to it anyway. Sounded cool. And since I was here for an attack skill, I went to the next window. My grin must’ve been revealing because Charm and Twitch both started asking about what I saw.

      “There’s a regular lightning attack, and if I continue down that path, something called “Tempest.” Seems to be a hybrid of something from you, Twitch, and the powers from Gale.”

      “It says that?” Twitch asked.

      “No, but it has a symbol like lightning over a pink screen,” I explained. “Pretty self-explanatory.”

      “Just… be careful,” she said. “With anything that’s related to me, I’d say to proceed with caution.”

      “I’m getting it,” I replied, following the path. That left me with one more skill point, but the next parts of this path were grayed out. Going back to the other paths, I considered an option for extending the illusion, but ultimately ended up spending the point on an increased shield, which seemed to be something that had merged out of a combination of powers from Charm and Twitch. It had a regenerative time, so my guess was that it would shield me, but get worn down with enough damage and then have to take a bit of time before being at full capacity again.

      “Take your time,” Twitch said, frowning.

      “Done,” I answered, then glanced around again, still waking up from my short nap. “Should we, say goodbye or something?”

      “What, to Gale?” Charm snapped, not even looking up from putting her clothes on. I didn’t get her. Totally into it one minute, acting jealous like this the next.

      “I… no?”

      “No.”

      Twitch bit back a laugh as she gestured to the door. Everyone was asleep aside from Mud and a couple of the others, who stood guard. We expressed our gratitude and made our way over to Twista, who sat off to the side of the main area, head back as if asleep.

      “Maybe we should just go,” I said, not wanting to disturb him.

      “No,” Twitch replied. “Not with him. They’ll keep up the resistance from here, but we have to let him know what we’re doing.”

      “Which is what, exactly?” I asked.

      She frowned, walking over to him instead of answering. “Twista,” she started, then let out a yelp and turned around, blushing with a laugh.

      When I looked over her shoulder, I saw why—he hadn’t been sleeping, he’d been reclining while a head bobbed up and down at his crotch.

      “Er, yes?” he said, glancing over his shoulder, trying to hide what was going on by holding his hands in the way. A humorous sight. Oddly, it didn’t stop.

      “We’re going to find the Blue Lady,” Twitch explained, careful not to look directly at the action. “We’re making a move against the Ranger’s top supers. If you and yours can be ready, we can make this work.”

      He moaned, hesitated, then said, “You sure? It sounds… dangerous. I don’t want to find us all being sucked into a state of non-existence.”

      “Fuck you,” she blurted out, before composing herself again. “It won’t happen. We have… a secret weapon this time.” She gestured at me. “Trust us, I have faith in him.”

      “Good… luck… then,” he said, trying to focus on both what was going on down there, and us. “We’ll be ready to do our part when the time comes.”

      “Looks like it’s about to cum right now,” she replied with a laugh, and then led us to the door. “And Charm, stop watching.”

      “Why? It’s interesting,” Charm protested, as we left the resistance behind. Apparently, she now felt we actually stood a chance against the main enemy. I, however, felt like I was going to shit my pants at the idea.

      We’d walked for some time before I finally asked the question gnawing at my insides. “What makes you think we can do this?”

      “There’s no longer a doubt in my mind how your power works,” she said. “And there’s more than that. I was analyzing you more last night, looking at your code—”

      “Ugh, I wish that were code for something.”

      She chuckled. “Anyway, it all started to make sense. There’s a bit of a hierarchy surrounding supers, related to their powers. One is the best, but pretty much nobody is tier one. There were some, but they were, ironically, defeated. Killed off or trapped, some disappeared. It’s all very mysterious.”

      “Considering that they were the most powerful supers ever,” Charm added, “I’d say very fucking mysterious.”

      “Right.” Twitch paused for effect, so we did too. “And here’s the kicker… One of them named himself after your Earth god, Apollo, since our sun gave him more power than any before.”

      “Or after, that we know of,” Charm said.

      “He had a lover, who called herself Artemis—”

      “Wait,” I interrupted, having studied a bit of Earth mythology in my time. “They do realize… I mean, if I’m remembering this properly, that Apollo and Artemis were brother and sister?”

      Twitch looked confused, then shared a grin with Charm.

      “You didn’t know that, I take it?” I asked.

      “Not many here really remember the details of Earth’s history,” Twitch said, “Or mythology. But that’s hilarious.”

      “Pretty damn funny,” Charm agreed.

      “But as far as we know, our Artemis and Apollo were not brother and sister.”

      “And to be clear, what’s all this have to do with me?” I wasn’t sure I’d like where this was going, but at least learning more about this galaxy was interesting.

      “First, let me ask this.” Twitch’s expression grew serious again and she leaned in, staring into my eyes. “Do you know who your mom and dad were?”

      “What?”

      “Your parents… you said you were adopted?”

      I frowned and nodded, then froze. “Right. Get to the point.”

      “Gladly. See, Artemis and Apollo were rumored to have had children, though nobody knows what happened to them. Based on what I’m seeing in your code, and the way your powers work...”

      “NO!” Charm blurted out, then covered her mouth, gesturing with her free hand for Twitch to go on.

      “My parents were Apollo and Artemis,” I finished the thought, trying to process it as the words left my mouth. “Not the gods from Earth legend, but some top tier supers from your galaxy. Holy fucking shitballs.”

      Twitch beamed as if she’d just aced her final tests, while Charm took a step back, eyeing me with more interest and lust than I’d seen from her so far.

      “But I’m not that powerful, I’m just a guy,” I protested. “Some guy who knows a bit of martial arts and spent most of my working life welding spaceship parts and making fun of people who watch Planet Kill. What the hell do I know, I mean… no, this doesn’t make sense.”

      “Doesn’t it?” Twitch replied. “Think about it—why else would Xin have selected you? This whole time, you couldn’t have really thought it was random. Some Earther who he just happened to select. I don’t think so. Even if he didn’t realize the connection, at your near-death moment he sensed the power from across the universe, and knew you had to be one of the new elders.”

      “And my brother?”

      “Probably also in training or being tested or whatever you want to call this.”

      My nostrils flared and I took a deep breath, then turned and said, “Xin, dammit, are you there?”

      Nothing.

      “XIN!” I shouted. “Where the hell are you? Did you hear this? Is any of this true?”

      Again, silence… until finally there was a deep breath and then he said, “Chad, or Breaker, I guess… I’ve just been caught up. We’re growing weaker here, my connection’s fading. Everything Twitch said makes sense, though I’m ashamed to admit I hadn’t fully made the connection.”

      “And my brother?”

      “He’s out there with some of my best, in for his own adventure,” Xin said. “If you two both become Elders, you will see him again.”

      Wow, hearing it confirmed made my head spin, my ego float through the roof. I was likely a descendant of these supers, as was my brother, and we might both be Elders at some point? I stared at my hands, looked from Twitch to Charm, and then nodded.

      “Let’s go kick their butts.”

      “Be careful,” Xin said, his voice already fading. “This might be the last time we speak… and if that’s so, know that I believe in you. Prove me right.”

      “Thank you,” I said, the heaviness of Xin’s situation conflicting with the elation of finally understanding a bit of my past.

      “You know,” Twitch said as we started walking down the halls again, “being what you are… back home, that’s practically like being a god.”

      “Fucking A it is,” Charm said with a grin, standing taller now.

      “What’s up with you?” Twitch asked, noticing the bounce in her walk.

      “I sucked the dick of a god,” Charm replied. “And maybe when this is over, I’ll sleep with one.”

      The thought of her sweet pussy finally sliding down on my cock almost put me back in the mood, but I pushed it away for now, sharing her smile and doing my best to ignore the rising worry that was working its way up my spine. This responsibility, if I allowed myself to think about it, could be crippling. Instead, I’d focus on what I had the potential to be, and ensure I achieved that point by the time we faced off against Ranger’s troops.

      Only then would I allow myself to consider how amazing it would be to fuck Charm.
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      Even with our new understanding of what I was, we didn’t lose sight of the goal. We still needed to contain the powers of the others, or as many as we could, and that meant finding the brother of the Elder. The one who Ranger had used to unblock the powers of everyone on this prison ship.

      Twitch had located the area where she believed he would be, then shared it on my mini-map. Only problem was, we had to go directly into what I could only think of as hell. Our path would take us into the area controlled by the Blue Lady, likely exposing us to Chains, Drakonis, and all number of other supervillains.

      “Before, you were very secretive about the Blue Lady,” I said, treading carefully. “And now?”

      “She’s not with or against us,” Twitch said. “She’s more like a force of nature, one who would simply destroy cities for the entertainment, or to observe people in moments of death and suffering, as if to understand something she could never feel.”

      “Meaning what, exactly? She’s incapable of feeling pain and death?”

      Twitch frowned but nodded.

      “I hear there’s more to her than that,” Charm said. “That she comes from the outer realms, and her village was destroyed by a super when she was young. She lost everything, everyone. When she got her powers, she started doing the same in an attempt to understand why someone would’ve done that. Then she began to enjoy it, to crave the sensation of death.”

      “Or maybe that’s all a bunch of bullshit,” I said. “Maybe those are rumors, spread to make her sound more mysterious or threatening, but… could she be an ally?”

      “What?” they both said, looking at me with horror.

      “Hear me out. Back there, she took Metallica, right? But not us. She didn’t attack us… why?”

      “We got out of there in time,” Charm said, looking away, fidgeting with her nails.

      “You know that’s not the truth,” I argued. “She looked right at me and continued on. Maybe there’s something about me, this whole Apollo business, I don’t know, that she sensed. If we could get her on our side, working with us, getting to Ranger’s top supers would be a lot easier.”

      Charm ran a hand through her short hair, her tail tucking between her legs. She clearly didn’t like the idea, but turned to Twitch to see what she’d say.

      Twitch had folded her arms under her chest in a way that made her breasts stick out, a look of concentration on her face that was sexy as hell. It was moments like those, me standing there talking about how to kill a bunch of supervillains while my other head—the one in my pants—tried to take over, that made me wonder if my weakness was my obsession with sex. Every superhero or supervillain had a weakness, right? Well, maybe mine was both my strength and weakness. A strength in that sex could give me powers (although, in theory so could blood sharing), and a weakness in that it was a very big distraction.

      “It could work,” Twitch finally said.

      “What was your plan?” I asked.

      She frowned, pointed to one of her screens with a map, and said, “Charge in, kill them all. Go from there.”

      I laughed. “Yeah, I like my plan more.”

      “Me too, actually,” Charm said. “As much as the Blue Lady terrifies me, I think Breaker has a point about all this.”

      “Fine, fine,” Twitch said. “Lead the way.”

      “Well, I still need your help trying to figure out where she might be,” I admitted.

      “Oh, so they need my help now.” Twitch took on a smug look, stood tall, and moved her map front and center. She moved her hands along it, elongating it, and then frowned. “I’ve been wondering something, and maybe our Blue Lady is the answer. See here,” she gestured to what looked like smudges on the map, “and how they follow a pattern?”

      Charm and I both looked, but neither of us was with her.

      “My point being, what if these are those tunnels the Blue Lady creates? Or the remnants of them. I’d been wondering that, but didn’t see the relevance. However, with Charm’s idea that she might not simply be a chaos agent, that it’s all related to her home and its destruction… What if she’s targeting the supers that were involved in that?”

      “Holy fucknuggets,” Charm said, now following the pattern with her finger. “It’s leading up, too.”

      “Meaning?” I asked.

      “That she started with lower tier supers, those less powerful. She’s taking them out, maybe even forming a team…?”

      “Let’s not get ahead of ourselves,” Twitch interjected. “Right now, all we know is that it seems likely she’s targeting supers and working her way up. Which means we have a way to try and intercept her.”

      “But with her powers,” I said, “I’m pretty sure she’d be able to just charge through and destroy them all a lot faster than we’d be able to catch up.”

      “We’re not going to catch up,” Twitch replied. “We’re going to figure out where she’s going next, and intercept. Plus, I think you’re giving her more credit than she deserves. Is she badass? Yes. But every super has a weakness, and she’s no exception.”

      “And maybe she’s taking time between, focusing on torturing or slowly killing each victim,” Charm said with her goofy smile. Only she could say that sentence with such an expression.

      “Fine.” I waved them on, ready to go. “As long as I don’t have to become one of her tortured or slowly killed. That happens, I’m blaming you two.”

      “I’ll accept full responsibility,” Twitch replied, leading the way.

      Soon we were charging along corridors, making good progress. We made a stop back by the Big Guy’s area, glad to see it was clear, and let them know what we were up to, and that they might not have to hold out for that much longer. They weren’t under siege at the moment, but when we ascended to the next level we found a group of supers staked out—we knew they were there before they saw us, thanks to Charm’s nose.

      “Ready to try out some of those new skills?” Twitch asked me.

      I nodded. First I ensured my shield was activated, even though Twitch applied a shield to each of us as well. Being doubly shielded made me feel a tad better about the situation, but to answer her question, no, I wasn’t ready at all. Sure, I might have those skills, but the last thing I wanted to do was go charge in there and find out I didn’t know how to use them.

      And that’s exactly what I did. Moving against the wall, I used an opening to move through and then went around the corner, all by myself. A glance down showed I was in camo mode, my clothes and skin appearing like the metal. At least that was still working, but now it was time to test my newly-acquired attack skill.

      There were four supervillains in this hallway, two shoving each other and arguing about a third, and the fourth watching with an amused grin. My mind said to run, but my heart said that these were supervillains, that they’d chosen their side, and needed to be stopped.

      I reached out, formed an invisible ball with my hands, and then stared in awe as blue light appeared, twisting and turning, a darkness in the center, growing outwards. The supervillain who’d been watching the others noticed this and started walking toward me, eyes narrowed.

      “What the fuck is that?” he said, pointing.

      He had the others’ attention too, and they all faced me with confusion. As far as they could tell, there was a strange ball of darkness encircled by crackling light appearing from nowhere.

      Time to strike.

      Even though I wasn’t sure how it worked, I had been getting a sense for superpowers and how to activate them, so I pulled on my emotional core, willing it to happen, seeing it with my mind’s eye.

      Sure enough, the ball surged with energy and then sent bursts of lightning through the room, first hitting the closest of the supervillains and then traveling like a chain to each of the others. The closest one fell, skin scorched and smoking, the next was blasted back, and the other two were hit with enough power to send one to his knees in pain, and cause the fourth to shake, but not fall.

      Apparently either the power had more strength the closer they were, or it was based on who it hit first. Or both.

      My camo wore off then, and the supervillain left standing made eye contact. I could see him processing what he saw, see him lifting his hand to counter the attack, but I was still too stunned by what I’d done, my reaction time too slow.

      He hit me with a beam of light from the palm of his hand that darkened the room and would’ve likely sent a hole through my chest. Instead, my armor shimmered, one layer of it vanishing, and I stumbled back a few steps.

      Apparently, it was my personal shield that had gone, because I saw a recharge bar appear.

      What didn’t need a recharge bar, I noticed, was my ball of lightning. My tempest skill was still ready to go, growing larger in the imaginary circle between my hands.

      This time I directed it fully at the one who had shot at me but he was already dodging, moving behind the one who had fallen earlier but was now starting to push back up. My blast arched but hit this second guy, sending a wave of shocks through him and then chaining off to find the other one who’d gone to his knees, but stopping there.

      Apparently, if I couldn’t see the target, they weren’t included in the chain. This guy realized it too, because he picked up what was now a corpse—as he was the only living opponent in the room—and charged me.

      More blasts came from his hands, through the corpse and right at me, but I moved against the wall and focused on my other power, my hidden travel ability, letting my ball of energy fade. The power kicked in instantaneously, in a way that felt like I’d merged with the metal, unable to breathe or even think for a short burst of time, and then I was out again, down the hall and past this supervillain, staring at his back.

      If I hadn’t taken that huge breath of air as I tried to calm myself, he wouldn’t have even realized I was there. I’d have to work on that next time.

      Before I could even get my tempest going, he’d blasted me with another shot. It felt like a sledgehammer against my leg, knocking me to the floor. When I rolled out of the way of the next, I glanced down to see that, in spite of the pain, I wasn’t harmed. Thank you, Twitch and your shield.

      On that note, where the hell were Twitch and Charm?

      I appeared as a werewolf for a moment, but the guy scoffed and shot at me again. This time I pressed the floor to travel, and shot forward, reappearing to his left, only three feet away. I closed the distance and hit him with a roundhouse kick to the stomach, followed by another to his face that snapped his head back and knocked him to the ground.

      “Ugh,” Charm said, suddenly appearing on the other side of the guy. She knelt, claws at his throat. “The point was to kill them with your superpowers, not your dance moves.”

      “Kung fu isn’t a dance,” I argued, cringing as she sunk her claws in and then yanked, leaving the man dead and with half his neck missing.

      She gave me a condescending look, wiping her hands on the man’s clothes. “Looked like you were dancing with him.”

      “Twitch,” I said, seeing her walking our way. “Tell your friend here that martial arts isn’t a dance.”

      “Why didn’t you just blast him, instead of dancing the guy to death?” Twitch replied with a wink.

      “Fuck you both,” I said, standing and trying to fight back the urge to puke at the scent of the other three charred corpses.

      “This stuff turns you on too?” Charm asked, backing down at the look I gave her.

      “After-action report,” Twitch said, changing the subject. “You did okay.”

      “Okay?” I spun on her. “Did you see the way I shot them full of lightning? Or when I traveled through the metal?”

      “Yes. It was okay, but you’re far from a top tier super. You need to get accustomed to your powers, learn to control them and remember that they’re at your disposal.”

      “Worked, didn’t it?” I grumbled.

      “Against these wusses, yes.”

      I frowned, staring her down, but then nodded. “Fine. Put me up against someone harder. Let’s see how I do.”

      “Oh, you’re ready for the challenge now?”

      I nodded.

      “Good,” she said. “But not yet. This is enough for us to know what you’re capable of. How close are you to your next level?”

      A quick check showed it wasn’t close, and I said so.

      “No worries.” She started walking, apparently expecting us to keep up. “When you level up, let us know. We need to ensure you’re always upgrading as soon as you can.”

      The next part of our journey led us to more ladders and walkways. We had to avoid a couple of rooms where supers were fighting, but most of the areas had cleared out. According to Twitch, the factions had all likely been formed at this point, and they were either fighting or holing up, waiting for the big event of Ranger’s arrival.

      Apparently, everyone knew about him in this galaxy, and they were reacting accordingly. They didn’t doubt the seriousness of the situation. Many would be trying to stay out of his way, quite terrified at the prospect of his arrival. I couldn’t blame them.

      Every step closer to this Blue Lady sent flashbacks to that moment when I’d seen her, and the feeling of imminent death I later realized had been taking over. At the time it was just shock and confusion, me freezing up. Now I understood where my mind had really gone, and I never wanted to repeat that.

      If Ranger was worse than her, I had no idea how to prepare for him.

      Then again, the Blue Lady had taken Metallica and not attacked us. It was entirely possible that she wasn’t all bad, and that she would be of some use.

      “This is as close to accurate as we’re going to get,” Twitch said, indicating the room around us when we stepped through a round, sliding door.

      One glance around showed we were too late. The walls had deep gouges in them and the floor had metallic spikes sticking up in all directions like a broken cactus. Blood splattered it all, body parts here and there, and it smelled like death.

      “We might want to move faster on the next one,” I said, stating the obvious.

      “Fuck.” Charm walked over to the edge of the room, leaning over a severed head.

      “Fuck is right,” Twitch said, pulling up a pink screen that showed a countdown timer.

      “Where’d that come from?” I asked.

      “Just a guess,” she replied. “But based on what we learned and when the first message from Ranger arrived, I’d say it’s fairly accurate.”

      “Meaning we have to move damn fast,” I said, noting that it showed only an hour left.

      “That’s right, and I was thinking… Maybe your hidden travel skill could be of use here.”

      I gulped, not feeling comfortable with that, but keeping an open mind. “How so?”

      “Well, if I keep us attached to you, and you use it to try and get to the next location…”

      “You think it can be controlled like that?”

      “Most powers can be,” she replied. “It just takes focus. You might not get there at first, but… we have to try.”

      My eyes went to the timer, and I knew she was right. “How?”

      “On the map, we go here next.” She indicated a spot and swiped it over to mine. “We have to be sure we get there before her, because based on these patterns, her next stop after that will mean we’re too late.”

      “Okay, so I touch the floor or wall, focus on the map… and hope I don’t accidentally send us flying out into space?”

      She laughed, but said, “Yes. Since that would kill us, let’s avoid it.”

      “There’s probably a lot of ways this could go wrong and kill us,” Charm pointed out. “But I’m in.”

      “Grab on,” I said, preparing to do it.

      “Flesh, or…?” Charm asked.

      Twitch looked lost, but nodded. “Sure, yes. Probably.”

      “Filling me with confidence here,” I said.

      “Just do it,” she replied, and grabbed hold of my free hand while tinkering with her screens. “We’re synched. I think.”

      I waited for Charm to put her hand on mine, the same one that Twitch held, but she walked up, grinned, and stuck her hand down my pants.

      “Flesh connection made,” she said. “Ready for the jump.”

      Twitch tried not to smile, and I licked my lips, wondering for the hundredth time what I had gotten myself into with these ladies.

      “Blast off in three, two,” I reached out, hand on the wall, and concentrated.

      Unfortunately, Charm’s hand squeezed too hard as we became one with the metal and my concentration faltered, so that ten seconds later we appeared inside of what I could only comprehend as a massive internal gearshift. Pieces were moving, turning, grinding.

      “Get us out of here!” Twitch shouted as a large piece of metal moved for her head. This time I moved Charm’s hand onto my hip.

      “Squeeze there if you need to,” I said, and then slapped metal. Again we were whisked away, the sensation of not being able to breathe taking over, and we felt squeezed, not whole, and tossed about all at once.

      At least, this time when we reappeared, we were outside of a large cell. A man looked up at us from within, his features dark as if he had three extra shadows and they didn’t know where to fit into the situation. When he saw us, he stood, shadows darkening.

      “You’re with her?” he asked, darkness now pouring out of his hands and rising up beside him like tall demons, all ready to pounce. “The Blue Lady can’t touch me, and neither will you.”

      We squared up against this guy. He was upper tier, clearly powerful. Judging by the fact that the Blue Lady wanted him and that he was in here, he had his issues. But I was beginning to feel that I wasn’t someone to be messed with either, seeing as I’d gotten us here and had my new powers to play with.

      Charm cloaked and Twitch was pulling up her screens, putting extra shields and defenses on us, boosting us and all that. Meanwhile, I had my ball of energy going as I took on the appearance of a werewolf.

      “This is what she sends?” the man said with a laugh. As his smile faded, he glared and the shadows surged as one.

      I let loose with the energy, shooting my chain of lightning out at the shadows. The burst of light struck out and vanished.

      “What the…?” I stared at the energy ball and tried again, only this time the shadows were being pulled into it, making the darkness grow larger and larger.

      “How’re you doing that?” the man asked.

      “I—I don’t know,” I admitted, and then Charm struck, uncloaking and coming in at him from behind, claws slashing. She blew out some of her charm, a silvery mist, but he dodged, his shadows moving for her. They had her, tearing at her, and she screamed in agony. No signs of blood were visible, but that didn’t mean the pain was any less real.

      “Do something!” she shouted, pulling back, trying to cloak but only flickering in and out of sight.

      The man had turned to me again, lifting a hand and trying to send a new surge of shadows at me. Again, the ball of energy absorbed them and he cursed, but Twitch was cursing too.

      “Stop it!” Twitch said between clenched teeth, and then I saw that she was concentrating on the energy, manipulating it with her screens. “I’m trying to keep it in check, but it’s too much.”

      “I can control it,” I said, hopeful, but even the large man was backing away, looking terrified.

      The shadows attacking Charm were sucked in now too, and the man started running, only he too seemed to be latched to me, slowly being pulled closer.

      “WHAT THE FUCK?!” he shouted, and then I knew what I needed to do.

      “Grab hold,” I told the ladies, and then added, “Flesh, not my dick!”

      They did as told, and then I released the ball, slamming my hand to the ground and willing myself into the next room over. We were yanked, cramped, thrust, and then reappeared as the metal wall between us and where we’d just been was torn out. The view we were left with was of my energy ball, still very much there and out of control, the man flying through the air towards it until he hit and was lifted up, swirling in the air, screaming as his body contorted.

      “Oh, shit,” Twitch said, then knelt at my side with her screens. A pink translucent wall formed before us just as the ball of energy and the man exploded outward. Blood and body parts splattered against the pink energy field and the rest of the walls, and then it was done.

      The pink wall faded, the body parts and goop splattering to the floor.

      “Well, now we know how that works,” Charm said, staring at my hands with newfound fascination. “Somewhat.”

      “That was…” Twitch tried to come up with the words, but just shook her head.

      “My kill,” another voice said, and we spun to see the Blue Lady, a fresh tunnel of twisted metal behind her.
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      We didn’t mean to take your kill,” Twitch said, standing now.

      “He attacked us,” I added. “It all happened so fast.”

      The Blue Lady assessed first me, then Twitch, and finally Charm. She shook her head, slowly, as if disapproving. “You don’t belong here.”

      With that, she turned to go, but I shouted, “Flesh,” and the ladies grabbed hold of me, not knowing exactly how this was going to work. As the Blue Lady stepped into her tunnel, I grabbed hold of her and we were yanked along with her, all appearing moments later in a circular room with various offshoots to it. The place reminded me of something between the inside of an egg or a spider’s nest.

      “How…?” the Blue Lady asked, looking at me with a new level of respect. “I should be killing you for taking my kill. I should be killing you for coming into my base without asking. Instead, I’ll give you ten seconds to explain yourselves, because you’ve piqued my curiosity.”

      Ten seconds. I could do that.

      So I told her everything I could about finding out I was an Elder in training, that we needed to stop Ranger, and that I believed she would help us because of what she was doing here. She wasn’t just killing supers at random, but because of something they had done to hurt her. I respected that and wanted to ensure the same never happened to another, especially not at the hands of some douchebag who called himself Ranger.

      When I was done, she frowned, nodded, and said, “It’s settled. You won’t die.”

      “So it’s true?” I asked. “What you’re doing here…?”

      “The one who destroyed my people… he’s here. Same tier as your target, located nearby.”

      “You’ve been taking out any allies he has…” Twitch said, knowingly. The Blue Lady nodded.

      “And you’ll help us?” Charm asked.

      “I will,” she replied. “I’ll get you to the location, but only to get my revenge. You’ll be on your own then, as I have no issues with Ranger. Got a problem with that?”

      “Not at all,” I answered.

      “And what about Metallica?” the Blue Lady asked, looking at Charm. “You two… had an issue, I understand. My curiosity is the only reason I’ve kept her alive.”

      “She’s here?” Charm looked stunned. “Where?”

      The Blue Lady smiled, pointed behind us, and twisted her hand. The wall spun outward to reveal a small room enclosing Metallica. Her outfit was torn, blood dripping from her, and she was held to the wall by strips of hot, shifting metal that caused her skin to smoke.

      “Do what you will with her,” the Blue Lady said. “She’s answered my questions, though it took some… persuasion.”

      Charm’s eyes narrowed, her breaths hot and heavy, and she spun on the Blue Lady. “If you let her out of… that, can she hurt us?”

      “Not while in that room,” the Blue Lady replied. “It’s been protected.”

      “Meaning none of our powers will work in there,” Twitch interpreted.

      The Blue Lady gave her a nod, then turned and drifted over to the far door. “When you need me, I’ll be in here, preparing.” With a wave of her hand, the bonds holding Metallica in place moved aside and she dropped to her knees. She glared up at us, slowly pushing herself up to standing. Her hair was wild, the burn marks on her arms still fresh.

      After the Blue Lady had exited, Twitch motioned us in, but said, “I’m staying out here. One of us has to keep watch, have powers ready if needed.”

      “And what do you want us to do?” I asked.

      “Kill her, if you like,” Twitch said to Charm, then to me added, “Maybe bleed her first. Having powers over metal like she does could come in handy.”

      “Er, let’s just talk to her first,” I said, noticing the bloodlust in Charm’s eyes.

      “Fuck that,” Charm replied, already turning and storming into the room. “That bitch tried to kill me, and you. I’m giving her a piece of my fist in her face.”

      True to her word, the first thing Charm did when entering the room was slam her fist into the woman’s nose. Metallica’s head flung back, hitting the wall, and then she laughed, as Charm was wringing out her wrist, pissed.

      “Hurts with less powers, huh?” Metallica said, recovering, but then her eyes narrowed and she glanced around, looking terrified. “Save me, please. Take me away, anywhere but here.”

      “What?” Charm took a step back, caught off guard.

      Metallica held her nose, sniffled, then threw herself to her knees in front of Charm. “I’m sorry. So sorry. Just get me out of here.”

      “You tried to kill us,” Charm protested, though she already sounded less convinced.

      “Everyone was killing each other,” Metallica argued. “It was the thing to do.”

      “The thing to… do.” Charm shook her head, laughed, and turned to me to join in the laughter.

      I, however, was thinking. “Her powers would be useful.”

      “The fuck?” Charm asked.

      “Like Twitch said, blood pairing. A simple cut, mix some blood. Imagine, being able to make those robot things, to control metal like she does.”

      “If it would even work like that,” Charm argued. “We don’t know.”

      “You don’t think it’d help, whatever version of her powers we get?”

      “I don’t know, but I know we don’t need this bitch.”

      “Maybe you do,” Metallica said, grasping. She had no idea what we were talking about, as evidenced by her adding, “Wait, what’s this about bleeding me and taking my powers?”

      “Ignore him,” Charm said, grabbing me and pulling me to the doorway, where Twitch waited. “You two can’t be serious about this.”

      “Charm doesn’t think we should bother with this woman’s powers,” I explained to Twitch.

      Twitch frowned from outside, shaking her head. “Charm, you’re letting your emotions cloud your judgment. We need all the help we can get, and better to have it inside of Breaker. Someone we can trust.”

      Charm formed fists and growled, glancing over her shoulder to glare at her enemy again before saying, “Well, at least it’ll hurt her.”

      “So how’s this work?” I asked. “I just… cut her skin, then mine, and we press our blood together?”

      “That’s the theory,” Twitch said. “But we don’t have much time. It’s that or sleep with her, and—”

      “Not happening.”

      “Honestly, I can’t blame you,” Twitch said. “She looks like shit.”

      “Maybe we just take her with us at first, see if she’s really changed her ways?” I proposed. “Could be good to have another teammate.”

      “An insane one,” Charm protested. “No, fuck that. Cut the bitch.”

      “Anyone have a knife?” I asked.

      Both looked around and Charm groaned before saying, “Just my claws.”

      “You tearing me open, then her…” I frowned, not liking the idea.

      “I’m still not fond of the idea of injuring you right before going into battle,” Twitch said. “And we don’t know if it could be a small cut.”

      “I’m not sleeping with her,” I said, putting my foot down. “And definitely not sticking my cock in her mouth. She’d bite it off, for all I know.”

      Charm nodded, agreeing with that.

      “Your cock in my what?” Metallica said, suddenly there, at his side. “What the fuck is this?”

      “It’s… oh, fuck it.” I turned to her and said, “Metallica, we’ll let you out of here under one condition. Your little problem with Charm is over. You can’t go crazy and hurt any of us. If you do, I’ll slit your throat myself.”

      She frowned, nodded, and said, “Deal, as long as you keep your cock in your pants.”

      I laughed. “Deal.”

      “No,” Charm protested again. “I told you, I’m not joining up with this ball of crazy. Fuck her, let’s kill her right now. Just sleep with her or cut her already.”

      “See, this is the kind of attitude that made me want to kill you!” Metallica protested, motioning at Charm. “This lady’s the crazy one. Why the hell does she keep talking about you doing me?”

      “It’s part of my powers,” I explained, not seeing the harm in telling the truth here. “Mixture of blood, sexual acts, stuff like that… and I get a version of someone’s power.”

      “Holy hell, I’d take that in a second,” she said, looking suddenly excited. A glance at the two other women, and she grinned, wide. “You’ve had them both, haven’t you?”

      I didn’t want to kiss and tell, so didn’t say a thing.

      Metallica grinned wider. “Oooh, this is too good. Okay, you can have my power, as long as I get to keep it too. That’s how I assume it works?”

      “Yes.”

      “What do you mean?” Charm asked, voice full of suspicion.

      Metallica started to pull down her torn pants, and we all gawked. “Part of the reason I was such a bitch,” she explained, now in her panties and shirt, pants around her ankles. “It’s been so long since I had a man, or woman, to fool around with. I get out of my cell and everyone’s going crazy, so what do you expect?”

      Now she turned around and bent over, pulling down her panties as she did so. The back view, with her round ass and view of her pussy, made me suddenly think of her in a very different way.

      “It’s guaranteed to work, and we don’t have time for experiments,” Twitch said.

      “Do I have to?” I asked. Of course, part of me certainly wanted it, especially with that tight ass facing me.

      Twitch nodded for me to go forward. “Make it quick.”

      Charm just glared, arms folded.

      “We do need the powers,” I admitted.

      She didn’t reply. Again, Twitch motioned me forward, a gleam in her eyes.

      “Charm…?” I hesitated, glancing from her to Metallica’s ass, which the woman moved back and forth for me.

      “Waiting,” Metallica said.

      “I’m not doing this if you don’t want me to,” I told Charm.

      “Great, and our chances of success go down because one woman can’t control her jealousy,” Twitch said.

      “You really have no problem with this?” Charm asked her.

      Twitch shrugged. “In case you haven’t noticed yet, I get off on watching my man with other women. Or sharing a man. But we do have to make this quick, you know. Get to fighting and all that.”

      Charm sighed, glanced over at that ass, and shrugged. “Fuck it.”

      “Yeah?”

      “Yeah, fuck the hell out of it. But… make it hurt. That’ll teach her.”

      I couldn’t believe this was happening, but I walked over, massaging my crotch to get it ready. Standing behind Metallica, this woman who had recently been trying to kill us, I did my best to ignore the signs of recent torture, trying instead to just focus on that plump, perfect ass.

      Dropping my pants, I slid out my dick and started moving it along her pussy, about to put it in.

      “No, not there,” Metallica said, reaching back to grab my cock and move it back and up, right to her asshole. “There. It’s clean, and I’ve been aching for a good pounding.”

      It was something I’d actually never done, so I hesitated, wondering how the hell my dick was going to fit in that cute little hole. But like Charm had said, in a twisted way, I was supposed to fuck this lady and make it hurt. She wanted it, too, so who was I to argue.

      A glance back showed both Charm and Twitch watching with excitement.

      “Okay, here goes.” Guiding myself in, I started with just the tip, trying to make it work. She took a deep breath, and the hole loosened against my pressure. Soon I had the head in, then was working slowly to get the rest in.

      “Just fuck her already,” Charm hissed. “You’re not making love to her ass!”

      I bit my lip, squeezed Metallica’s ass to let her know it was coming, and plunged in. She let out a yelp, but bent over more, hands against the wall, and said, “Bring it, fucking bring it.”

      So I did. Pounding fast, hard, her yelps filling the room, my balls slamming against her pussy as they rocked back and forth with each motion. It was so tight, like hands squeezing me hard and jacking it, that it only took me a little over a minute, I guess, before that recently very familiar tingling sensation took over, spreading through me, and then I was grabbing her ass, hard, and shooting my cum up inside her.

      When it was over, she reached down, massaged her clit one last time, and leaned over in relief and bliss, before falling to her knees with her forehead to the wall.

      “Satisfied?” Charm asked, then turned and stormed out of there.

      “Wait, I…” That wasn’t fair. Was it?

      “I’ll talk with her,” Twitch said as she turned and followed Charm out of there, leaving me alone with Metallica.

      “If you come with us, I want your word that you’re on our side,” I told Metallica. “I mean, I don’t think we’ll be able to trust you, but having your word… it feels better at least.”

      “Then you have it,” Metallica said with a smile. She leaned against the wall, running a hand along her thighs, licking her lips as she looked at me.

      “Er, good,” I said, and then quickly turned and exited from there. On the way, I checked my stats and was pleasantly surprised to see that my encounter with the guy upstairs had brought me all the way up to level nine, and I had two more skill points. I paused in the tunnel, looking over my skill trees, debating.

      Apparently, my camo option was fogged up. It wasn’t grayed out like the ones I hadn’t unlocked with skill points yet, but it was like I couldn’t access it. I tried, and sure enough, nothing. With a sigh, I wondered what else that would affect, but remembered our earlier theories on it all—the color wheel. We had muddied the color wheel. Or maybe it had to deal with the current situation with Charm being upset with me?

      My new skill trees were intriguing, though. It seemed everything from my shield to my tempest had the metal symbol now, meaning they were different. I was partly looking forward to trying them out in battle, but also worried that I had just been starting to get to know my skills and had already thrown a wrench into the mix.

      In the future, maybe sticking with a skill set for a while would make sense, which would mean settling with two to three women and not letting my dick go crazy and take over.

      All that said, I still had my two skill points to work with, and another upgrade of the tempest meant an extended chain attack. I used that and applied my second to the path after what had been my hidden travel. My guess was that I’d get those paths back as they were if I played this right—maybe after Metallica’s powers worked out of my system?

      This new skill was a material attack, focused on metal in its current form. It seemed this was likely the most powerful addition from adding Metallica’s powers, though I’d been hoping to be able to make those robot things she’d had. Maybe if she was part of my little harem—though I hated calling it that, I couldn’t think of another term—but I didn’t see that happening anytime soon. Not with Charm’s issues with the woman.

      Before continuing on, I decided to test out the amplification qualities of the biotech suit, thanks to my recent leveling up. I ran and jumped, marveling at my new speed and the power with which I pushed myself into the air. If this kept going, I was going to be a genuine badass when I advanced to level twenty someday, or even fifty! Although, it hurt to think about how many people I’d have to kill to get there. Not something I’d feel okay with… unless they were all really bad men.

      I’d had enough testing for now, satisfied that I was well on my way to being an actual super. Well, I was there, but still not truly confident in what sort of super I would be. A hero, for sure, but could I really stand on the top tiers? Was it really possible that my father was this legendary god of a super?

      It was all so much to process that I decided to simply focus on the moment and get on with the mission.

      The tunnel led back to the main room, where I found the Blue Lady waiting. Metallica followed a moment later, clothed in her tattered outfit again. Footsteps sounded and I turned to see Twitch and Charm, the former with an arm around the latter.

      Eyeing Metallica, the Blue lady asked, “You’re taking her with you?”

      Metallica clung to my arm, and I felt the need to protect her.

      “Is there a problem with that?”

      “Not if you want her to live, I guess.” The Blue Lady frowned, then waved us on to follow her. “My preference is to see her dead, but either way.”

      Metallica bared her teeth when the Blue Lady had her back to us, but still hid at my side, clearly terrified by the woman. A glance back showed that Charm was avoiding looking my way. This was all new to me, the idea of multiple women and how to juggle it.

      Whatever, I thought as we walked. My priority right now was stopping the enemy. Then we could deal with all this emotional drama. Right now there wasn’t time anyway, as the Blue Lady moved for the wall and the metal parted, forming its strange tunnel that lifted us up and transported us through the ship.

      We emerged into one of the main prison rooms, one with walkways and cells, though these had clearly been much more protected than any I had seen yet. A small army was in the steps of preparing, and I glanced back at Twitch to see that she’d had the same thought as I had—check the time.

      Less than thirty minutes left.

      In that case, we couldn’t waste time debating our next move, so we charged the army of supers. Having the Blue Lady on our side was a huge help, as was Metallica. One minute the Blue Lady would be at my side, the next plowing through metal tunnels that sent curved blades to pierce up and out of the ground, taking down multiple supers at a time. Metallica had her robots tearing through the other side, while she formed quick bursts of metal walls to block blasts of ice and worse that came our way.

      Charm had vanished, which was great but made me worried that she could get killed and I wouldn’t know where she was. Twitch did her best with boosting our stats and keeping shields on us, while occasionally throwing an enemy through a hole that she’d open up.

      All of that was going on while I charged out, heart thumping at the sight of at least fifty supervillains turning on us. Eyes lit up in various colors, beams of light and smoke rose from hands, and all sorts of illusions burst forth.

      There seemed to be monsters climbing on the walls, snakes on the ground, demons bursting forth from the air, and here was me running into the fray like a fucking dipshit.

      But my ladies were with me, and I wasn’t about to show an ounce of fear in front of them. It was time to try out my new skills. My first move was to activate my extra armor, and already I saw a change—instead of the energy shield I’d had before, metal absorbed into me from my surroundings, then formed a layer of armor that moved smooth enough, but likely made me look like my brother had when out on his Space Fleet Marine missions. Shots were bouncing off of me, so it would do.

      Next, I pulled on my tempest ball of energy. As before, the darkness formed. This time, though, instead of lightning it was like liquid metal forming around the darkness, and when I sent it out into the enemy, the liquid moved like a beast with a mind of its own. It went charging through enemy after enemy until it had penetrated six of them. It then solidified, before cracking and breaking free, shattering on the ground like ice that melted and returned to the metal floor.

      Those six enemies dropped dead, others around looking at me in a new light. More redirected their focus on me, but my tempest was at work, blasting through them. That is, until one stepped up, absorbing my attack and growing with it, turning metal himself.

      Not good.

      He charged me, arms growing into long blades, and the other enemies followed his lead, growing courageous and coming for me. The Blue Lady came to my aid, plowing through a group of them, and then redirecting her movement as some of the flyers took off after her. I had to try something else, so I tried my hidden travel, forgetting that it didn’t work like that anymore. Instead of being taken somewhere else, I sent a shockwave through the ground, resulting in metallic blades that went forward like a wave, rolling forth in successive bursts.

      The large metal guy was knocked onto his ass, but quickly recovered and shouted for the charge to continue, only to see that he was the only one left from that group.

      When he turned back to me, a green mist appeared on his face, and then Charm was behind him, tail wrapping around one of his legs while she worked to sweep the next. He started to fall, caught himself, and then fell over to hands and knees as he started violently vomiting. I had Charm to thank for that—likely poison—but she was gone again, moving on to another group that was focused on breaking through a wall Twitch had thrown up.

      The Blue Lady dealt with her attackers, then turned to join Charm in the attack against this other group.

      In a blast of metal and light, half of them were killed off, the rest thrown through holes in walls and behind new barriers, and then it was over. We might not have killed them all, but we’d cleared the room and had the access we needed.

      “Your target is in there,” the Blue Lady said, then moved a hand that caused the far doors to fly open. “I hope you tear him apart, piece by piece.”

      Then she was off to deal with her own issues, leaving us to our own.

      “Let’s get him,” Metallica said, beaming at me. She took my hand, caressing it. “Together.”

      Seeing this was the last straw for Charm, who spat on the floor before turning and walking off.

      “This isn’t the time,” Twitch noted with a grimace. “I think you’re up this time, big guy. Make it quick.”

      I frowned, not liking how she called me that in a demeaning way at times like this, but nodded and then jogged off.

      “Charm,” I said, catching up with her around the corner, doing my best to ignore the fact that Twitch had followed, leaning against the wall and watching. “Please.”

      Charm spun on me, eyes glistening. “It’s too much, okay? I was happy with you and Twitch, fine with Gale. She’s cool, but this?”

      “It’s….” I didn’t really know what to say. Had I let the situation get out of control? Allowed my dick to think for me one step too far? Judging by the sorrow in her eyes, those were questions easily answered.

      “You make your choice,” she demanded. “Right here, right fucking now.”

      “There’s no choice,” I said. “You know that. You know I choose you, every time.”

      She stared up at me, her fox ears twitching and then she collapsed into me, burying her face in my chest.

      “Are we… good?” I asked after a moment of this. I didn’t want to be insensitive, but Ranger could arrive any minute.

      She pulled back, nodded, and then went with me as I led her back so that we could deal with this situation.

      When we returned to the other room, Metallica was the first face I saw. She smiled, but it wasn’t a friendly or sexual smile, but one of betrayal. It all made sense when my mind processed the two figures behind her—Chains and Drakonis. At least I’d made the right choice between the two, I thought as Drakonis’s head burst into flames.

      “Fuck me?” Metallica said, taking an offensive stance. “No, Breaker. Fuck you.”

      And then they charged in for the fight.
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      These supervillains and I were much more evenly matched now, seeing as I’d leveled up and gotten new powers since our last encounter. Even in the last few minutes, I felt my strength had improved. I’d likely gained another level from the most recent skirmish.

      Metallica spoke as she charged, combined with a mixture of crazed laughter. “They were all in my way, but not anymore. Now I’ll be his top pick, at Ranger’s right hand. Especially when he knows I was the one who took you down!” Her next words echoed through the ship, metal clinking as she spoke, like many doors and walls opening. “All supervillains, you answer to me now… You will report to the deck, you will fight for your master!”

      And at that point, Drakonis was nearly on me. I could feel the heat from his burning head, but I was waiting for the last minute. With a war cry, I thrust my hand down and sent up the wave of blades. Only, Metallica laughed and waved her hand so that the blades turned back on me! Charm was there, appearing and thrusting me out of the way. Her shield shattered and she was thrown back.

      I landed and spun to check on her, seeing her standing with torn clothes and lines of blood on her skin, but not dead. Not even mortally wounded, from what I could tell. My next move would have to show her my appreciation, but now Chains was there, thrusting out her hands so that spiked chains shot out from her as if coming from her bones, and wrapped around me, squeezing. Had I been a lower level and weaker, or without this armor, I would’ve been dead.

      “Some help here!” I shouted, feeling the squeeze, knowing my armor was about to break.

      “We’ve got our own problems,” Twitch replied, running and leaping through the air, using her ability to manipulate space around her to float up and send and leave a shield behind her as Drakonis sent a blast of fire after her.

      My hope turned to Charm again, but she’d cloaked. I had no idea where she was. Fighting the chains, ignoring the woman’s cackling laughter and shouts about how she was getting her revenge for what I’d done to her lover—an accident, I wanted to remind her—I racked my brain for options here. My tempest wouldn’t form as hard as I tried, and already the spikes in the chains were penetrating both my armor and whatever Twitch had given me, starting to prick my skin.

      Metallica’s robots were running along the walls, leaping and trying to get to Twitch, while she looked at me with doubt. Had we come all this way for nothing?

      Charm appeared directly behind Metallica, grinning, and breathed that green, poison charm onto her before ramming her claws into the woman’s throat—claws met a flash of metal that rose up in a flash, but the charm had its effect.

      Coughing and cursing, Metallica stumbled away from the woman. She pointed and her robots changed course, converging on Charm.

      That left Twitch to deal with Drakonis, but every time she tried to create a hole or something, Metallica was there to block it. When working with metal, this wasn’t a good enemy to have. Since my powers now all had her taint, I wasn’t doing much better.

      Shouting accompanied the thuds of running feet, and Metallica turned to me with a grin. “Soon you’ll be dead,” she said, “and my friends are here to deal with your little sluts.”

      “Watch your mouth,” I said, then grunted in pain. “I don’t like hitting women, but have no problem killing supervillain bitches.”

      She laughed, shook her head, and spasmed as she tried to fight her urge to vomit.

      Then her forces arrived. Only, at their head was Gale and the others from the resistance, and they cheered, joining in the fight against our enemies. They weren’t her forces at all, but ours. More were behind them, and I saw that they were all putting up a fight—they were being pursued, fighting the enemy behind them and the three we’d been up against.

      Even the Big Guy and Plasma were there, running through the crowd to us.

      “The A.I.,” Plasma shouted upon seeing Twitch, then turning to fire blasts of plasma at an enemy behind her. “They overran us and now… she’s out.”

      Twitch cursed, moving to the front of the ship, where control panels and screens were laid out, and set up a couple of her screens, with the fighting going on all around.

      “What’re you doing?” Charm shouted.

      “My best to keep her at bay,” Twitch replied, glancing back as an image of a tall woman with straight, black hair moved through the enemy, laughing, taunting. Parts of the ship rose up to attack, moved aside and let fighters on both sides fall, then moved back with sickening crunches. Twitch made an adjustment, and for a moment the A.I. flickered out, the chaos of her attack stopping, but then she was back.

      “Try to keep them off of me,” Twitch said to Charm, then glanced over at me. “Hang in there, I’m doing my best!”

      I grunted, struggling, and turned to Gale. Seeing her reminded me of my early scan when debating how these powers worked, and the message that had told me I didn’t have enough powers to mix. Could that be something here? I pulled up my screen, analyzing myself, and saw the mix option. It gave me an order to the powers and had a minus button next to each.

      Of course! I hit the minus next to Metallica, disgusted at myself for ever sticking it in her ass, wishing desperately for a bath. At that moment, I had to focus on my priorities—but soon. I wanted to wash the taint of her from my body, but for the moment would be satisfied with simply removing her powers.

      The old skills returned, with the additional paths still open but without the metal aspect. I couldn’t wait to see what that meant. How well did metal conduct electricity? I grinned at the thought, forming my tempest, and staring Chains in the eyes as it lashed out, sending a bolt of lightning straight up the chains she had me in. The lightning connected with her, my suit protecting me from its effects. For a moment she shook, convulsing, eyes smoking, and then her head fucking exploded like a squirrel in the microwave.

      I hadn’t exactly expected that, and neither had Metallica or Drakonis. Both stared in horror, and that moment allowed Gale to hit the latter with a gust of wind while Tidal appeared at her side, adding water to the mix. His fire extinguished, but instead of returning to normal as I’d expected, the effect of their powers was to leave his head a smoldering skull. This was my chance—he was staggering back, flames beginning to start back up, and then I formed my tempest, forcing all of its might onto this upper tier super. I knew he wasn’t easily taken down, so I gave it my all, and it showed. The blast of lightning hit him, then wrapped around and hit him again, pushing him up into the air before wrapping around and hitting him yet again.

      He fought it, head finally bursting into flames again, but then it was too much and the lighting burst out from within, sending fragments of his burning skull to scatter across the room, similar to how it had happened with Chains. I was starting to believe that maybe there was something special about me after all. I also made a note to never use this power in a room I wanted to keep clean of gore and brains.

      With him gone, that left Metallica. Since I was free, I spun on her and unleashed my storm of swords. Only, I’d forgotten that it had changed back to hidden travel. Instead of sending a wave of blades her way from the metal floor, I moved through the metal, appearing in front of her. We made eye contact, her eyes widened, and I punched her in the nose.

      I really hated hitting a woman, but she was evil.

      “Shield’s down, then?” Charm said as she appeared, grinned, and joined in the piñata bash. Her strikes held nothing back, and I sent a lightning chain attack through the robots, rendering them inoperable.

      Gale joined in, pounding Metallica with kicks and punches, while I turned to help the others fend off the attack from the rear. My shots of electricity took them down five and six at a time, while my super ladies did their damage. It was clear, however, that we were greatly outmatched.

      To make it worse, the A.I. figure was back, flecking along the walls, face then appearing over us in the roof, laughing as turrets came out of the walls.

      “Fall back!” Twitch shouted, and she appeared floating over us, pink screens all around her. Her fingers were blurs along her screens, and the A.I.’s laughter became screams as she was pushed back, fading, and then reappeared below with the enemies. With a flip of her fingers, then quickly moving along the screens, Twitch sent up a pink wall between us and the enemy. The A.I. surged against the wall but slammed into it. She couldn’t pass! Barrage after barrage of attacks came, but nothing got through.

      When I glanced down again, Metallica was a bloody mess. The two ladies stopped their attack long enough for me to walk up, shake my head, and prepare to finish it.

      “One more time, for old time’s sake,” Metallica said, grinning up at me with her bloodied mouth. She was missing several teeth, others were broken. One eye was half shut. Even if this hadn’t been the case, the offer wouldn’t have been the least bit tempting, even when she reached down and tried to lower her pants. “It’s your super weakness, you know that. The source of your powers, yes, but also your weakness.” She reached a hand down her pants, smile spreading. “So come on, big boy. One… last… time.”

      As much as I wanted to deliver the final blow, someone else deserved it more. I turned to Charm, nodded, and walked off. The shriek from Metallica was cut off a moment later, and then my friend and lover joined me at the doors to the next room, her claws dripping in blood.

      “You all were having a party and didn’t invite me?” Gale asked, stepping up to join us.

      Twitch landed at her side, nodding. “Crashers are welcome when they save our lives like that.”

      “You all could’ve handled it.”

      “Maybe,” I admit. “Maybe not. You’re with us now, and that’s what counts.” I hesitated, turning back to Charm. “Or… is she? Your call.”

      Charm grinned, blew me a kiss, and said, “Let’s finish this.”

      The four of us moved as one, approaching the final doors. We were more than ready to take down the man we’d set out to find and steal powers from. Not much time was left, but we’d made it.
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      What we found within was nothing like what we expected. The man was hiding behind a tall chair, the display panels and more of this ship behind him. The screen showed that we appeared to be stationary, which made sense with Ranger coming and all.

      “Get back,” the man said, but his voice conveyed his fear.

      A quick scan, and I laughed. “You don’t have any other powers,” I said. “Other than what allowed you to restore powers to everyone else on this ship… you have nothing.”

      The man’s eyes went wide and he took a step back, tripping over himself and landing on his ass.

      “Wh-what’re you going to do to me?”

      Twitch stepped forward, motioning to Charm, and then grabbed the man, turned him over, and Charm reached for his pants to reveal his ass. I stared in shock.

      “What the fuck?” the man shouted, and I took a step away.

      “Got you,” Charm said with a chuckle, then spun the man back around and pinned him to the ground with Twitch’s help.

      “I… that was mean.”

      She shrugged.

      “You kinda deserved it,” Twitch said.

      I couldn’t argue that.

      “What’s happening?” the man asked, voice still shaking.

      Gale stepped forward and helped pin him down, while Charm took her claws and slashed open his palm first, then mine.

      “A scientific experiment,” I told the guy, then thrust our hands together, holding his as if it were an arm wrestling contest. His eyes were wide as he tried to comprehend what was happening. It was taking too long, I thought, and started to doubt whether it would work at all.

      Then the sensation hit me, like a gust of wind inside of my chest, pushing out in all directions, and I let it go. First the screens in front of Twitch flickered and went away, then the fires and other powers shooting at us ceased and all of the supers looked at us through the field with confusion and shock. Then they all broke into retreat.

      A woman appeared in the crowd, one walking toward us with arms covered in blood, and only then did I see that it was the Blue Lady, without the blue. She stared at us, lifted one fist in salute, and then turned to follow the others. The pain that had haunted her all these years was, I had to assume, finally put to rest. She had her retribution.

      “It’s working,” Charm said in barely a whisper.

      “How…?” the man asked, but then Gale whacked him upside the head and he was out.

      One of the supers in the other room behind the shield started laughing, and we went to the edge of what I now realized was a modified ship’s bridge, and stared out at them, confused.

      “It’s too late!” the super said, pointing to the sky. Sure enough, some sort of portal was opening there, blackness surrounded by red, swirling light. “Ranger’s come, and he’ll kill you all!”

      As if on cue, the portal flashed and a moment later a large man was moving through an opening above, then standing on the bridge of the ship with us. He was unlike the rest. While most of the supervillains on this prison ship looked like villains, he was tall, majestic. His long, blonde hair fell around his shoulders, his face lit by gold tattoos, his pointed ears giving him an almost alien feel.

      When he turned to look at me, I saw that his eyes, too, were gold. But they were far from godlike—his eyes told the story of hate and murder.

      “What’s this?” he asked, looking at me and the others, surrounded by corpses and blood. His expression soured with disgust.

      I started to open my mouth in response, but paused when I saw he wasn’t done.

      “I’ll tell you what it is,” he said, walking over to look out at the others beyond the shield. “Failure. Failure of the highest magnitude. You are with me, but as promised, only those alive on the bridge when the time came would accompany me. I am very let down to see the rest of you are so weak… but ultimately weakness will only hurt in the war that is to come.”

      At those words, he thrust out his hands. Explosions, people shrieking. I turned to see the display, which now showed parts of the ship, different views from within, as it broke apart, exploding and sending supers shooting out into space, where even they didn’t stand a chance.

      A whimper sounded from our feet, and we glanced down to see the man whose power I’d taken via blood. He crawled back, away from Ranger, jaw shaking.

      “And you,” Ranger said, stepping toward him. “You were supposed to lead my army, serve as my general. What a letdown.” Now his hand shot out and the man before him convulsed in pain, small popping sounds coming from within until his eyes went red and he was limp.

      Ranger finally turned to the four of us, sniffed, and shook his head. “You don’t belong.”

      I wanted to make a joke about a shower, about how it wasn’t my fault if he thought I stunk, but knew it wasn’t the time and he didn’t likely have a sense of humor. Instead, I simply shook my head, confirming that, no, we most certainly didn’t belong here. None of us.

      His hand shot out my way now, but I was ready, somehow. With my own hands held out to face him, I pulled on my newest powers. There was no time to find out how or if they worked, but I knew I’d taken something from the now dead super when we’d mixed blood.

      Whatever it was, it worked. Ranger stared at me in confusion, tried his trick again, and then he spun on Twitch. I wasn’t sure if it would work, but focused on not blocking her powers only.

      She saw me nod and her hands were up in a flash, screens blaring, and then it was there in front of her, that dreaded black hole from her stories. It grew as Ranger stepped away from it. I was moving back too, unable to focus knowing what could happen now. We might all get sucked into that thing, wiped from existence.

      “When you least suspect it, I’ll return for your lives,” Ranger said, glaring at her, then me. “What you’ve done here today, it’s only prolonged the inevitable. You will regret it.”

      And then he stepped back, glanced my way, and shot into the sky. As he departed, more of the ship began exploding. The A.I. was there on the other side of the wall, screaming, and then shattered as more of the ship behind her exploded—apparently including whatever part of it had created or maintained her. It was clear the whole thing would soon be gone.

      In front of us, the black hole was still there, still growing.

      “I can’t control it!” Twitch shouted, looking around desperately as everything fell apart around us.

      But I wasn’t looking around, I was staring into that black hole. Staring at what I thought I’d seen in there, a face, perhaps? A planet, people… and more.

      “It’s not what it seems,” Xin’s voice came in, distant… faltering. “She… doesn’t understand her own powers. Your… brother needs you, and this is the key. GO!”

      “Xin,” I replied, giving my companions a worried look. “Are you okay?”

      “It’s ending for me, recruit,” Xin replied, barely audible over the explosions. “But you… your journey has just begun. You will be an Elder… I have… no… doubt.”

      As his voice faded, I took a deep breath, knowing I had to do what he said. It was time to take a leap of faith.

      “Trust me,” I said, and then grabbed their hands, Gale grabbing onto Charm’s. Everyone else was gone, having been killed or fled to other escape routes. With the three ladies at my side, I ran, leaping into the black hole.
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      If you’ve ever jumped into a black hole—or what seemed like an ever-expanding black hole but was actually some sort of portal to another galaxy or dimension—you’d know the terror that grips your heart, the pulling sensation from all directions as you’re catapulted through space. We were shot out into a desolate world, one with red sand and large domes of glass, one of which we were apparently inside of. Ships flew by overhead, and I had the feeling there was much more to it than the endless plains of red nothingness.

      “It goes down,” Charm said, standing nearby.

      “What? Going down?” I shook my head, trying to clear it. “Not right now… I need to rest.”

      “No, goof,” she said, turning toward me now, but pointing past her feet, to something I couldn’t see. “This world, it’s built into the ground. Underneath.”

      I stood, stumbling over to her side, and then stopped, arms flailing. Sure enough, there was a large dropoff just past her, one I could’ve easily fallen down. She reached over and steadied me, taking my arm in hers. A moment later, Twitch and Gale were there too, all staring down into it.

      From what we could see, this was an opening for ships to fly down into, as far below we could see other ships unloading materials. Soldiers milled about, civilians moving to what looked like a village carved into the earth beneath.

      “You know what this means,” Twitch said, excitedly. “All those people, the ones I thought I’d killed. They might not be dead, they’re like this, probably, in another galaxy or something like that.”

      “I’m glad,” I said, taking her hand and giving it a reassuring squeeze. The look in her eyes was heart-warming, like all of her troubles had been a wall of wax, now melted away.

      “But others died… many today, to get us here,” Gale said, and I knew she was thinking of the friends she’d made on the prison ship, of the resistance.

      “We’ll see that Ranger falls,” I told her. “For them.”

      She gave me a look of appreciation, then turned, taking it all in. “This is all so… mind-blowing.”

      “But what’s it have to do with my brother?” I asked.

      “What?” Twitch looked at me like I was crazy. “Oh, Xin? Is he…?”

      I listened, hoping for a response from Xin. None came. “No, but he said something at the last minute, said that my brother was here and needed my help.”

      “Well then, looks like we have our next mission, before making our way back to the Citadel to find out if you’re an official Elder yet or not.”

      “Right, that…”

      “Guys,” Gale said, tugging on my shirt.

      We all turned to see her staring up with her eyes wide, mouth hanging open. The dome was opening.

      “Shit,” Charm said, glancing around, then focusing in on Twitch. “When it’s open and we’re exposed… Can your powers make it so we can breathe?”

      Twitch’s eyes narrowed in concern as she pulled up her screens, flipping through them until she found the one she was looking for, scrolled down it, tapped it twice and then cocked her head. “Huh.”

      “Huh, what?” I asked.

      She pointed up, and said, “Wait for it…”

      “Twitch!” Charm protested, watching as a second layer of the dome opened.

      “Wait…”

      Sure enough, the ship was through, moving toward the opening, and there were no problems.

      “What’s happening?” Gale asked.

      “The atmosphere is fine,” Twitch said. “In here, and out there.”

      “Then the domes are for something else.”

      “That’s the confusing part,” Twitch replied, but then her eyes went wide, staring past me. “Less confusing now.”

      I spun to see a massive sandworm plowing along the surface, red dust clouds forming behind it. It came alongside the dome and even tried to turn toward it, but waves of electricity rose up from the glass, pushing it away, and so the sandworm retreated.

      “You don’t want to get caught out there with your pants down,” a voice said, and we all turned to see the ship hovering nearby, a rear door open and a man in a Marine suit staring at us. “Or pants up, I gather. You all need a lift down?”

      I glanced at my friends, not seeing any reason to say no, and accepted the offer. Soon we were descending into the depths below, and once we landed the guy even pointed us to a tall building in the distance.

      “Tell them Jackson sent you,” he said, then handed us a metal, circular chip. “Hand the man at the counter this. You’ll be fine.”

      We expressed our thanks, then headed over. Everyone in this underground city seemed to be going about their normal lives, the outer edges of it lined with more of that dome-like glass. All manner of buildings were carved along the walls, but we were exhausted and just wanted to lie down and get some rest. The man at the tall building gave us no problems, showed us to what I termed a hotel room, and left us to it.

      “This is so weird,” Gale said, glancing around. “Are they supers?”

      I looked out the window and scanned a woman walking below, and saw that she indeed had powers. Hers was telepathy, and she glanced my way with a frown.

      “Yes,” I said. “And don’t think about anything important for a few seconds, at least.”

      They stared at me, waited, and then I shrugged.

      “Don’t draw any attention to ourselves,” Twitch said. “Try not to think when telepaths are nearby, and… what am I forgetting?”

      “Don’t forget to rest and eat,” Charm said, yawning.

      “And maybe celebrate?” Gale said, looking at me, tentatively. That caught Charm’s attention, and her tail wagged as she moved over to me, pulling me by the hand to join them. Twitch didn’t seem as certain, but when Charm lifted my hand and put it up against Twitch’s crotch, the woman couldn’t help but smile.

      “I’m exhausted,” I said, moaning as first Charm’s lips met my neck, then Gale stepped in from the other side, nibbling on my earlobe.

      “We’re all exhausted,” Twitch said, but was smiling. “Doesn’t mean we can allow ourselves to forget to celebrate. Considering that we’re all alive and have just foiled a big part of Ranger’s plans, I think we owe it to ourselves.”

      She knelt and started pulling at my pants.

      “Ooh,” Charm said, running a hand through the woman’s hair, still kissing my neck. Her other hand found my ass and spanked it playfully.

      “And this time, at least we all know why we’re doing this,” Gale said with a pinch of my nipple.

      “Ow, that hurt!” I protested.

      She grinned. “Good, you deserve it. Ever lie to me again and you’ll get much worse than that.”

      She glanced down at my cock as it flopped out, then knelt next to Twitch and motioned for Charm to do the same. All three of them were there, rubbing my thighs and ass, taking turns on my cock, at times two licking on it, sometimes one at a time while the others went for my balls. Then they started to undress each other and Twitch had her hand on Gale’s pussy, and I stepped back, watching as they both fingered each other.

      “Breaker,” Charm said, standing now as she continued to stroke my cock, watching them.

      “Yeah?” I gulped trying to suppress the urge to cum.

      “I’m ready.”

      “Ready?”

      She pulled me by the chin so I was looking at her. “Ready.”

      It took me another couple of seconds to process what she was saying and realize what it meant. When she tugged on my hand and reclined onto the bed, pulling me with her, I was sure.

      “Be gentle,” she whispered into my ear as she pulled me close, “at first.”

      I leaned in, kissing her, tongue moving across hers, then went to her neck, her collarbone. I wrapped my arms around behind her shoulders, and then looked into her eyes as I lowered my cock. It rubbed against her mound, then down to the wetness between her legs. As it started to enter, her eyes went wide and she gave a huge smile, and when I was all the way in she was wrapping her legs around me, pulling me in deeper, if that were possible.

      Slowly, I moved out, in, not all the way, but enough to get the motion started, and then she was rocking her hips and we were making love. The other two were watching, caressing each other, and when Charm came and pleaded for it to stop, they took their turns. I guess all of the recent sexual encounters had numbed me, because I was rock hard and just kept going and going. I almost made a joke about changing my superhero name from Breaker to the Energizer Bunny, but was pretty sure they wouldn’t get the reference.

      And when they had all cum, I was still standing there, rock hard, covered in sweat.

      “Finish for us,” Gale demanded, sitting back and staring up at me. “I want to see you do it.”

      “Ooh, please?” Charm said.

      Twitch reclined until her head was on Gale’s lap, and she simply licked her lips, then winked. Honestly, at this rate it was probably the only way to have an orgasm, so I took a stance in front of them, wrapped one hand at the base just above the balls, the other taking the upper half, and started to stroke.

      They loved it, moaning and massaging their breasts, and I was like their god that they knelt before as I stroked my manhood. Yeah, that’s right, I called it that… in my head. Then my abs tightened, my cock grew and throbbed and the ladies were moving for me, stroking my legs, fondling my balls as I touched myself, and with one gentle moan, I let loose.

      To say it was a mess was an understatement, and we were all surprised I even had that much left in me. But there was a shower, and soon we were all cleaned up, eating local fruits and nuts, drinking water and juice that reminded me of a mix of coconut and pineapple. Next, I remember not being sure how I got there, but I was on the bed, all three of them with me, and my eyes were closing. Charm’s head was on my chest, Gale with an arm wrapped around Twitch, who had herself propped up, staring into my eyes.

      “We find my brother,” I said, drowsily, “starting tomorrow. Or whenever the hell we wake up.”

      “Agreed,” Twitch said, and she wrapped an arm around me, leaned over, and pressed her lips to mine.

      It was the perfect way to send me off to sleep.
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      After working on Marvel properties and traveling the world, Jamie Hawke decided to settle down and write fun, quirky, and sexy pulp science fiction and superhero books. Are they all harem? Oh yeah. Oh yeahhhh. 

      

      It all started when Jamie was eleven, creating nude superhero comics with his best friend. What perverts! But hey, they were fun and provided good fodder for jokes up into their adult years. Now the stories have evolved, but they capture that same level of fun. Hopefully you will enjoy them as much as the author loved writing them! 
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      Thank you for reading my first solo project, and I hope you've had a chance to read Planet Kill! That was a fun project, written with my buddy, Sebastian Wilde. 

      

      However, I've always wanted to write super heroes of this type, and so this is more of a passion project. If you've read my bio, you know I used to make nude superhero comics with a friend when we were eleven or twelve. In many ways, writing this was a way to get in touch with my youth. Of course, I've changed a lot since then, and so have my story ideas. 

      

      I hope you enjoyed reading the book, and look forward to more of my writing! Planet Kill 2 is coming soon. As you can see by my sample included here, I also have another Supers book, this time from the point of view of Chad's brother. Exciting! So stay tuned. 

      

      Keep reading, and I'll keep writing! 

      

      I’m super excited and hope you’ll follow me on Facebook and Amazon (Click here and then ‘Follow’ under my name/pic). That way, you won’t miss it! It’s probably my best work ever.

      

      Thank you again, and I look forward to hearing from you!

      

      To connect directly:

      

      https://www.facebook.com/groups/JamieHawke/

      

      Also, for GameLit Harem:

      

      Http://bit.ly/HaremGamelit

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Read Next

          

        

      

    

    
      Thank you for reading SUPERS: EX HEROES! Please consider laving a review on Amazon and Goodreads. And don’t miss out on the newsletter:

      
        
        SIGN UP HERE

      

      

      
        
        ***

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          
        

      

      

      Grab book 2 - PLANET KILL: HAPPY HUNTING!

      

      "They've taken Mortal Kombat meets Hunger Games and thrown a layer of debauchery on it. Brilliant!" 

      

      More blood, sex and death as one man fights against a deathly conspiracy—and one woman seeks justice. 

      

      He’s forming his harem and is now a major player on Planet Kill. As Pierce makes his moves to cement his hold on power here, he continues his mission to escort forced volunteers off planet. Only, along the way he discovers a much broader conspiracy: one which threatens the nature of humanity. 

      

      She has her harem but is on the way up and out. She plans to ascend to Planet Paradise Fourteen, where she will finally have her revenge. If only this planet were everything it appeared to be on the surface, instead of the golden-framed and crystal-distorted mirror image of Planet Kill. 

      

      WARNING: This book contains gratuitous violence and sex, harems, reverse harems, massively oversized members, breasts galore, and ample blood. You might cringe, you will laugh, and hell, you might even cry. We refuse to apologize for any of it. 
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      Superpowers. Super harem. Super awesome.

      

      Who in their right mind tells both his lawyer and the judge presiding over his murder trial, “Fuck you!” while still in the courtroom? No one, right? Yeah, you’d be wrong about that. I did.

      

      You’d say the same thing if you were just found guilty of a murder you didn’t commit, though. Call me crazy for going off like that in court, but trust me, you don’t know crazy until you see what happened next.

      

      I never believed in superheroes. I certainly didn’t believe that I’d become one, or that strategically forming a harem of hot chicas and getting down with them to form my superpowers would be the key to my survival.

      

      Did I say my survival? I meant the universe’s. No, really...that’s exactly what happened when I was taken to a galaxy of supers, thrown into a prison ship full of villains, and told it was up to me to stop them all.

      

      Read on, friend, because it gets a whole hell of a lot crazier from here.
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      A spicy sneak peak

      

      “Payday,” Threed said as she licked her lips, face inches from my crotch. Her mismatched eyes, one blue and one red, stared up at me as she unzipped my pants. Her other hand was already caressing my cock through my pants, so that when she pulled down my pants and boxer-briefs, it flopped out, ready to go.

      “Threed,” she was named because of the way her eyes resembled those old school three-D glasses with the red and blue. So Threed, like Three-D, only pronounced like peed.

      At first, I had found those eyes shockingly out of place. But now, staring up at me with her mismatched orbs and a hint of a smile, one hand gripping the base of my cock while she traced her lips with its tip, they only struck me as sexy as hell.

      “Want more?” she said, and then she blinked, creating a copy of herself at my side—her super power, and the real reason she was called Threed. She was able to imagine something and make a replica of it, though she could only really make three of something at any given time. It was her limit, because anything more than that and she couldn’t focus enough to make them do anything, even continue to exist.

      Three-D printing had been a thing for centuries now, but this was taking it to a whole new level.

      Her replica immediately joined in, Threed moving out of the way but bringing my cock with her. When she engulfed it, I thought I was in heaven. Then her replica’s tongue met my balls. My stomach muscles clenched, a tingling worked its way up from my shins to my groin, and I had to bite my lip to keep from yelping in ecstasy.

      “Oh, the big D can’t handle it?” Threed said teasingly, though it sounded muffled as she hadn’t taken my cock out of my mouth. Before I could answer, she started stroking it while moving her head up and down, the replica giggling and flicking her tongue across my balls.

      “Shit, shit,” I can’t, I admitted. Maybe one day, but for now I pulled back, sighed, and grabbed Threed by the ass before hefting her up and onto the counter of our little room in the space ship.

      The walls were thick enough and we were mid-flight, so I doubted whether the other girls would hear. Not that they cared—hell, half of them were probably listening in, touching themselves and thinking about getting their turn.

      I needed to rest, but couldn’t think about that at the moment. Right then, I needed to bring it like it had never been broughten. So I squeezed her ass while she took my cock and guided it into her wet pussy.

      It was tight, warm… home. Where I belonged. I slid in while moving my lips to hers, pressing firmly and tasting her tongue, then moved my mouth to her neck while my hand that wasn’t on her ass found her breasts, and then we were moving, faster, faster… Another set of hands found my back, moving down to my ass and I jumped, startled as a finger attempted to work its way down there.

      “No, no,” I said, also not ready for that. Someday, maybe? If I was drunk? A glance back showed me that Replica was pouting.

      “You want me to get rid of her?” Threed asked. “Or can I…?”

      I rolled my eyes, uncomfortable with what I knew she wanted to do, but I said, “Fine.”

      She grinned, blinked again as she wrapped her legs around me and pulled my hips toward her to get the rhythm started again.

      “This is weird,” I heard myself say, but it wasn’t me—it was my replica, standing behind me with her replica, his cock (well, my cock) fully erect and more impressive than I’d ever realized when glancing down at myself.

      “Did you…?” I asked, losing focus.

      “Dear, honey, sugar,” she stared at me, frustrated. “I can only make exact copies. You really are that big.”

      I glanced back, smiled, and said, “Damn.”

      “Stop looking at my cock, er, me,” my replica said, and then we both laughed, and I turned back to focus on Threed. A second later, moans and yelps of satisfaction sounded from the other two, so I knew they were going at it. Threed was watching over my shoulder as I pushed up into her, our two bodies becoming one.

      As tingles spread through my body, sweat formed on my chest as I lost any thoughts of what was going on around me, I didn’t give a shit if watching a very exaggerated version of a mirror of us turned her on.

      Hell, it would probably turn me on too, if I could focus on anything at the moment aside from the amazing feeling of her tight pussy. My mind only had two thoughts running through it—damn this felt good was the first. The second was the realization that this was only the beginning.

      I was in for the weirdest, most amazing sex I’d ever had.

      

      Chapter 1

      

      Payday, bitches.

      It was time to collect the last of my stipend deposits from serving in the Elite Space Marines. Those of us who went special forces—Marine Recon, in my case—were rewarded by a spot in one of the few middle-class cities remaining on Earth. That was me, too poor for the Paradise Planets, but not desperate enough to volunteer for the Planet Kill system.

      This money was destined for great things. A shot of caffeine to put in my final hours preparing for the last stage of my tests with the Interstellar Bureau of Investigation, or IBI. I figured studying around home while getting a chance to check in with my brother and see our foster parents made a lot of sense, but it was going to be a surprise. The idea of walking up to my brother’s door and astonishing him like that made me all giddy as I approached the bank door. It was even enough to ignore the lines of beggars to my left and the flying pods overhead, several of them occupied by security forces ready to shoot down those beggars if they tried anything.

      “Thanks,” the tall woman said as I held the bank door open for her, then another, “Thanks,” followed, and I noticed the ten-year-old girl following her. Much like her mother, the girl exuded relative wealth (nobody was really wealthy if they lived on Earth). She had cute little pigtails but her face was buried in a holographic screen that projected from the device on the back of her hand.

      Holo tablets were only found around places like this bank—even with someone like me around, the beggars would still see that, and likely snatch it in an instant, making me wonder what her mom was doing letting her show it off like that. Sexy mom, but not so smart.

      Hey, I noticed these things. It was all part of the plan. We all have plans, right? Well, mine was to get into the IBI, ratchet up the numbers in my bank account, and then find a wife. If I was really lucky, I’d have a little girl like this one—or a boy, I wasn’t picky. Having survived the Marines, I felt I had another shot at this thing called life, and I wasn’t going to waste it by not having a family.

      That is, if the gods had that in store for me, of course.

      A glance back from the woman and she frowned, watching the way I was eyeing her, and suddenly my good will from holding the door for her was gone. Damn. I waited for a couple to enter, then followed after them so that I wouldn’t be in line right before the other woman.

      Waiting in line at these things was usually a chance for me to run back over the questions and answers I’d been studying for my IBI tests, and I’d been about to when the bank door slammed open with a crash.

      “Everyone shut the fuck up!” a man shouted, blaster pistol held high. He was at the entrance, strolling into the bank with purpose, eyes moving across the crowd and quickly analyzing me and two other guys who looked to be in good shape. Either he was about to flirt, or was scanning the room for possible threats to whatever plan he had in mind. My guess was the latter.

      He went for the largest of us first, aiming his blaster, not even bothering with the tellers or going for the vault. The victim’s eyes went wide, a trickle of piss running down his leg. He was probably just a regular guy, going about his day trying to survive in this messed up world. He didn’t deserve this, and apparently had no idea how to deal with it. I’ll say it now, and I’ll say it again—no amount of watching people kill each other or fight on that Planet Kill program will every prepare you for the moment when a gun’s pointed at your face.

      I, however, was special forces, or had been. Marine Recon, always ready to lay my life down for my brothers in arms, for my country. Why should this time, here in a bank with all of these civilians and children around, be any different?

      So I charged, slamming into the guy and knocking the pistol from his hand. It was only then that I saw someone I recognized, the man who had just run in from outside—my brother, Chad.

      The recognition had distracted me just long enough for the criminal to recover. I thought he’d go for the gun, but instead his eyes went all weird, at first silver and then black, or half silver and half black, it was all so confusing. Smoke rose from his fingers and I was sure either he was high or I was, and that something very bad was about to happen.

      His eyes moved from me to the girl nearby, the one with the pigtails. An image flashed before my eyes of me and a girl like this playing catch, or me teaching her how to swim, and then this son of a bitch strolling in with his fucked-up eyes and trying to hurt her.

      This may not have been my daughter, but there was no way I was letting the bastard touch her.

      My rage boiled up and came out in a war cry this time. My legs carried me forward, my fist pulled back and ready, even as bursts like solar flares started to shoot from his hands. Nothing in me yelled retreat. There wasn’t an ounce of hesitation, only the overwhelming desire to make this guy suffer for thinking he could hurt anyone, ever.

      And then I realized I was a gonner. Dead meat. No matter how fast my punch flew, this guy had fucking fire shooting out of his hands. As much as that didn’t make sense, it was there for me to see. My damn reality.

      Fuck it. I didn’t care, because I’d do my best.

      I let loose, and in the moment of panic and dread, processed a portal opening up beside me, a woman standing there, and the criminal turning in surprise.

      The fire was still coming, only it was washing over me, not affecting me in the slightest. My fist landed as he was distracted, and I knocked him onto his ass. Where my fist had connected with his chest, there was a burning circle. The woman in the portal looked at me, then to the man on the ground.

      “Oh, shit,” she said, eyes going wide. She grabbed him first, then turned to me, grabbed me by the collar of my shirt, and pulled us both through the portal with her.

      “My brother—” I started, turning back to look for him, but all I saw was his stunned expression fading as the world disappeared around me.

      Instead of the bank, now tall walls of metal rose up around me. They glowed as if from a warm sunset, but from the inside. As I watched, black lines like thick veins ran down the walls, expanding, fighting off the light. All around were tall statues that glimmered like diamonds, but they too were being covered in darkness, like a shroud slowly drifting down.

      Then a woman dressed in a black skin-suit appeared in the center of the room, at a spot that I saw was now surrounded by nine other men and women. Only, the woman in black turned to me and I saw she wasn’t a woman at all—instead of a face, a golden faceplate stared back at me with a glowing skull within.

      The sight of her caused me to stumble back, pulling me free from the other woman’s grip, so that I fell on my ass.

      “It’s done,” the woman in black said, and knelt. One of the men lifted his hands and energy flew from the woman, flooding the others nearby, and then they were pulled back into their statues, vanishing with a burst of white and blue light that pushed back the darkness.

      Finally, the woman in black collapsed, only there wasn’t anything left of her—just a black outfit, crumpled on the floor, and the glass that had held the skull. As it smashed on the ground, shattering across the floor in sparkling shards of light, it became clear the skull was gone too.

      “Who the fuck is that?” a man shouted, stepping over from behind. He came from the direction of a strange looking craft—a space ship, no doubt, but it had the look of a missile with turrets and razor-like wings.

      He approached us, having only just then noticed we were there. His glare focused on the criminal on the ground, not giving me a second glance. The criminal was still alive, apparently, and the fiery circle I’d left on his chest was smoldering. Nothing deadly.

      “Eclypse,” the woman who’d taken me said. “Apparently, Ranger’s already sending his supers to Earth. He’s made it through.”

      The man shook his head, gestured to the glowing statues, and said, “Our sacrifice will hold him off. We’ll find our heroes to reinstate the Elders, you…”

      “I have to do this,” she said, eyeing me as if I was a great burden.

      “Navani,” he said, reaching for her.

      She stepped back, pulled me up, and said, “If we want to ever truly defeat the supervillains, Andrew here is our only hope.”

      My mind swirled, confused with everything that had just come out of her mouth combined with the strange sight I’d just seen. Supervillains? Men and women vanishing and where the hell was I? What had happened to my brother?

      “Enough,” I said, yanking myself from the woman’s unnaturally strong grip. “I demand answers!”

      “You didn’t tell him?” the strange man asked of the woman, who he’d called Navani.

      “There was no time,” Navani replied. “He was fighting Eclypse here, nearly killed himself to save the others.”

      The man turned a curious eye to me, then nodded. “Truly his father’s son, no doubt.”

      “My father?” The mention of him here, like this, made no sense. “I’m going to tell you right now, my father went missing years ago, and I mean a lot of years. So whatever weird game you’re playing ends now. Who the hell are you, and how are you doing this?”

      The man on the floor—Eclypse, apparently—suddenly jolted up, turned on me, and growled. His eyes glowed silver again, then a darkness started to take over until each eye was half silver, half black, and I had a sense of how he’d gotten his name. His fingers started to glow with a flame, but then the other man sighed, stepped up beside him, and placed a hand on the back of his neck.

      Eclypse collapsed, a strange light flowing out of him and into this man.

      “Xin,” Navani said, “come with us.”

      “I wish that I could, but the only way I we can find these others is with my help.” With a deep breath, he walked over to the circle in the center of the room and knelt. “Go, now. I don’t want you to see me like this.”

      She bit her lower lip, nodded, and then turned to stroll over to the ship. Xin bowed his head, light pulling from him toward the statues, and he said, “Call the first hero.” Light intensified and I could see his skeleton within, hear echoing cries of torment, and then—

      “ANDREW!” Navani shouted. “Move your ass!”

      I’d responded so quickly to that phrase over the years and was in such a state of shock, that I immediately did as commanded. I high-tailed it out of there, following Navani up and into the craft, only pausing to wonder where I was going once the doors were closing behind me. Of course, by then it was too late.

      What the hell had I just gotten myself into.
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