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      Professor Hill looked around the room. This class, like the ones before it, were all the same. He already knew which of the students were getting a passing grade. He also knew which of them had wealthy enough parents, that after he failed them, their grades would be overturned by the board. But he wasn’t in it for the job, or the clout. He just hoped that one day. One person. One mind would open enough to actually do something.

      The class was mostly taken by those who didn’t want to do something harder. Being lectured on social issues wasn’t a difficult subject when you stared at it on paper. But this class wasn’t about pass or fail. Not really. It is about teaching people to think. Like young Sabrina. A hair over five feet tall, brown hair in a tight ponytail, green eyes and she always wore a blouse with a respectable pair of pants. Despite only being nineteen, she could have been going on thirty with how she dressed and behaved. And sitting in the front row since the first day she arrived, Professor Hill had plenty to say on the matter.

      “So, you’re implying a conspiracy?” She asked.

      Professor Hill grinned, but shook his head. “I’m not implying anything. I am a teacher. If what I teach you makes you think there is a conspiracy, that is up to you to think about.”

      “So it’s up to us to decide?” Malary from several rows back, asked.

      She was the eldest of the class. At seventy-eight, she joined the class out of boredom. And while Professor Hill had hoped that she would have brought a calm and level-headed atmosphere to the classroom. Instead, she brought snark and an unyielding opinion on life based on her own experiences. Experiences that had served her well enough to go to college in her golden years. But had little bearing on the modern world and the struggles of young people today.

      “It’s not about deciding,” Professor Hill shook his head as he gestured up to the projection. Hovering in the middle of the room was a three-dimensional image of a man in a black suit. It covered him from head to toe. “It’s about constructing a valid argument, or hypothesis on the likelihood that this man, was a victim.”

      “That’s Xenon, isn’t it, Professor?”

      Professor Hill shot Sabrina a professional smile. “Correct. Does anyone know much about the man?” He watched several hands raise, before the professor shook his head. “Outside of hero work.” At those words, all the hands went back down again. “I’m not surprised, and don’t worry. The specifics of his life aren’t in the exams.”

      Professor Hill waved his hand in the familiar gesture the AI that ran the room recognised to change to the next slide. The image of Xenon shrank and moved over, while a newspaper article blew up. It was a simple announcement from the births and deaths section. And the name highlighted in the article was one…

      “Dean Herrison,” Professor Hill turned back to the class. “Through accessing public records, I have compiled a small amount of available information.” Waving his hand, a third window popped up with the relevant stats. “Born in ninety-three, both parents were professionals. He had a full scholarship to a prestigious university running an exchange program to Switzerland. But that all stopped when he tested at fifteen like the rest of you.”

      “They pulled Dean from his school, home and subjected him to six years of intense training, coming out as a B-grade hero the world knew as Xenon. Can anyone tell me what his powers were?”

      “Force field projections,” Sabrina chimed in immediately.

      Professor Hill gave her another professional smile. Of all the students in this class, she was the most dedicated.

      “Correct again, Sabrina. Xenon could not only project force fields, but he could manipulate them, move them and reshape them as he saw fit. It allowed him to mimic the ability to fly, deflect projectiles, protect his allies and so forth.”

      Professor Hill took a deep breath, before gesturing for a video to play. It was extremely graphic, but the main parts were censored as per university guidelines. But you couldn’t miss the wet sounds a body made when it was crushed between two solid force fields. Nor could you hide the screams of a man sliced clean in two by a blade made of the same energy. With the entire class now staring at the projection in horror, Professor Hill ended the clip. Taking it back to the newspaper article.

      “Dean Herrison, left his entire fortune to the animal shelter he volunteered at for his entire adult life. He did his required ten-year conscription around his volunteer work. He refused every interview except the official ones, never spoke publicly even while on the job and retired the very minute he was legally able. We know this, because there is footage of him abandoning a fight at noon on the twenty-sixth of may twenty-twenty-four.”

      “Three people died because he left,” someone grumbled from the back.

      “But it was his choice,” Professor shrugged. “Which is the whole point of this subject. Xenon, to the very minute of his legally required duties, dropped a ten year, multi-million dollar career, let three people die and quit. Six months later, he injected himself with enough heroin to kill an African bull elephant and left his entire fortune to an animal rescue. As a side note, he was also a strict vegan.”

      “You think he wasn’t cut out to be a hero,” Malary nodded to herself like she knew the answer in advance.

      Professor Hill paid her no mind, as he continued the lecture. “He isn’t the only case on record. Superheroes tend to fall into two groups,” he waved and a series of names replaced the article, separating to each side. “Those who retire immediately upon completion, with many of them going into hiding,” he gestured and a group of names on the left column glowed, showing the majority of them. “And those who stay within the Agency and retire only when they are too old, injured or killed,” he gestured again and the opposite column glowed in its entirety.

      “How many active heroes do you think, right now, wouldn’t have chosen this as a career path?”

      “That’s not for them to decide,” Malary grunted.

      “Exactly!” Profession Hill clapped his hands. “These people, at the tender age of fifteen, were subjected to a test that would determine whether or not they would be required to perform mandatory hero training before being conscripted into the military for a period of ten years.”

      “And they’re paid well for it,” Malary challenged.

      “I’m sure Xenon was thankful for the money,” Professor Hill smiled thinly. “This class isn’t to debate the pros and cons of being a hero. It’s to challenge the idea that there are only two sides. Why are their only heroes and villains? Why can’t we let them decide on their own terms, if they want to be heroes?”

      “Because they’re dangerous.”

      Professor Hill visibly cringed at the voice. He turned his head towards the woman entering the main room. At forty-two, she was a few years older than Professor Hill, and still on the list of active heroes.

      “Sele-”

      “Not in public, John,” she smiled brightly.

      “Class,” Professor Hill gestured around the room. “I’d like you to meet Sirius.”

      The woman glowed, from her long white hair, to her eyes and even her dazzling smile. “I like to pop in from time to time and remind everyone of the importance of the Hero Act. In the past, there have been issues with rampant power usage. Unrestrained supers going out of their way to cause violence and harm-”

      She stopped as the sound of terrible screaming cut through the air. The entire class stiffened as Professor Hill allowed the audio clip to play. The screaming, led to crying, begging, before a dark laugh cut through the audio. A solid crunch was heard, before more choked gasping, and finally Professor Hill waved for the AI to stop the recording.

      “Can anyone tell me what audio clip that was from?”

      “John-”

      “No,” Professor Hill shook his head. “No, you will not walk into my classroom to preach, without me reminding you what the reality of the Hero Act really is.”

      “I think I know what that was, professor,” Sabrina looked conflicted as she raised her hand. “But I’m not sure if I should say it.”

      “Thank you for your concern, Sabrina,” Professor Hill nodded. “Class. That was the sound of a young mad scientist, being tortured and killed at the hands of an infamous villain, Pulse. That recording is over twenty minutes long and it is a mystery to this day how it was accidentally released to the public.”

      “John,” Sirius tried to interrupt, but Professor Hill ignored her.

      “Twenty-two years old. His fellow heroes abandoned him during the collapse of Dominair City. There, he was captured, tortured and then murdered, all on film. That film was sent to the relevant authorities as a warning, before an anonymous leak allowed it into the hands of the media, and into the format it exists today.”

      “I could have you arrested, just for playing that,” Sirius glared.

      Professor Hill shrugged. “Then do it.”

      Sirius looked like she was thinking about it, when an alarm blared in the building. Her head snapped around, before she slapped a hand to her ear. The communicator she was wearing linked into the Agency’s communication hub. After receiving her instructions, she turned back to Profesor Hill, who gave her a bored look.

      “This conversation isn’t over,” she nodded.

      Then with a massive pulse of white light, she lifted off the ground, before blowing a hole in a window to make her own exit. Professor Hill sighed, watching the white streak vanish over the city, while most of the class held their phones to film. Even those that weren’t filming, were watching. All except for one. Sabrina, who gave him a small smile. One that Professor Hill returned. She was his brightest student. A prodigy. One he hoped would change the world one day. Maybe even for the better. And he knew, that she knew, what that recording was.

      One never forgot the sounds of your own brother’s screams. When David Hill’s remains were returned already cremated, a fourteen-year-old John Hill took it upon himself to discover the truth. Back in those days, computers weren’t as advanced as they were now. And it only took him a few minutes to hack into the Agency’s database. Like his brother, John had a brilliant mind. One that would show up in testing, and out him as a mad scientist. But as his young eyes fell upon a hidden folder, archived in evidence, his entire world turned upside down.

      He read the files. He saw their excuses and read the transcripts as they left behind his brother to secure the facility so the villains wouldn’t gain intelligence. And he watched the full twenty-one minute, thirteen second clip, before deciding he would never join the Agency who would be so callous to their own. After releasing the clip to the media, John erased the evidence of his entry, wiped the drives off his computer and set about reprogramming it into a machine that would jam the sensor in the testing facility.

      But a year on, John didn’t know for sure if his invention would work, until he sat in that chair. His mother and father waited in the room beyond. They had already hugged and kissed him goodbye, convinced that he was going to be taken away for training like David had. They knew of their sons brilliance and had steeled themselves to the possibility he was not coming home.

      “You look nervous,” The nurse smiled.

      John nodded slowly, “It all comes down to this.”

      “A very grown up way to think about it. Can I get you to check your name for me?”

      “John Hill.”

      The nurse paused for a moment, before nodding and glancing down at the clipboard. “Right.”

      “You knew my brother?”

      “I did,” She nodded. “I was the one who administered his test.”

      John closed his eyes and tried not to cuss. It wasn’t her fault what had happened. And recognising his tension, she let the conversation drop.

      “Just hold still. You won’t feel a thing.”

      John nodded as she stepped around an insulated screen. An arm, with a glowing light at the end lowered from the ceiling to hover in front of him. John closed his eyes and hoped that his invention worked.

      “Professor?”

      Professor Hill blinked, coming back from the memories of his past. Sabrina was the one who spoke to him. He glanced around seeing most of the class on their phones. Even Malary had hers out.

      “Sorry, Sabrina,” he nodded her way. “I was lost in thought for a moment.”

      “It happens to the best of us, Professor,” she smiled.

      Not for the first time, Professor Hill activated the latent nanites flowing through his blood and ran a quick scan on the young woman. And as usual, they came back with nothing to indicate she wasn’t anything but a mundane human. Albeit, a brilliant, mundane human.

      “Oh, shit!”

      “Language,” Professor Hill frowned at the young man in the second row.

      But it wasn’t the words that really bothered him. It was the sudden silence of the room. Everyone had suddenly gone quiet as they stared at their phone. With a last glance at Sabrina, who was reaching for her handbag, Professor Hill reached into his pocket and took out his phone. Opening it, he scrolled to the local news, for a livestream of the event. They headlined that codename Darksite was attacking the city again.

      Professor Hill scrolled down through the various tribbles about how Darksite had been named for his lack of physical evidence. Without a name, moto, or history beyond a single, vague, sighting a decade ago, all they had was the actions.

      The giant robot was a standard form by now. Bipedal, it was big, slow and easy to track and follow. What made it so dangerous was its defensive capabilities. They considered Darksite an S-grade villain. That was despite the fact, he’d never actually killed someone. The robots appeared out of nowhere and attacked some part of the city. And would continue attacking until a relevant hero appeared that could take it down.

      The part that the authorities hated about Darksite, was that in the subsequent investigations, they always found corruption. A destroyed building had fire code violations. An eviscerated factory was really a drug manufacturing plant. Hell there was an incident where a senator was found to have been involved in a human trafficking ring, after one robot ripped the roof of an apartment building and livestreamed a video of the genetically enhanced cowgirls who were being kept in cages on the top floor.

      Trillions of dollars of damage. Huge wastes of resources. And they couldn’t just ignore the robots, or they began moving towards populated areas. Essentially, fighting one of Darksite’s machines, was like fighting one of the mutated beasts that stumbled in from the wilds around the city. Big, destructive, and almost impossible to stop, without vast amounts of resources.

      Professor Hill watched his machine demolishing a fortune-500’s offsite recruitment centre, that hired homeless people and paid them a pittance, essentially keeping them as slaves. He hated it had come to this. The reason the Hero Act was put in place, was because having a power is like having a compulsion. The longer you ignore it, the harder it is to ignore, until one day it squeaks out. So those who didn’t want to be heroes, would eventually snap. A pyro would toast their shitty middle manager. A mind reader would wipe a cop to get out of a speeding ticket. Colossal, would shift into lava form in the middle of a shopping centre, causing an uncontrollable blaze that killed six thousand people. Half from the smoke, fire and lack of infrastructure, and the other half presumed dead after it forced them to flee into the wilds surrounding the city.

      Decades later, it was mandatory. If you showed early, they took you in for training. Everyone else was tested at fifteen and they sent those who came back positive for training. Training would include a mandatory ten-year service period, before being placed on an emergency register. And all of this was placed under the command of Pinnacle. The blonde-haired, blue-eyed wannabe Greek God with the power of thunder, strength and flight. He was one of the few S-class heroes and had been trying to track Darksite for years.

      Professor Hill knew that the man was a greedy, vain, pig-headed, slack, jawed, musclebound oaf, behind closed doors. But as he was the most powerful man in the city, he was in charge. What he said, goes. And it was only by pure luck, he didn’t want the job, and hired a bunch of advisors to act as a council to run the city itself. Sure, he brought in a few things. Ice Cream Day was a big hit for the kids. But the complete shutdown of support for supers who didn’t want to be heroes, led to problems.

      Professor Hill had made it his life mission, to argue for an alternative. A place for supers to stretch their powers, get it out of their system in a healthy way. And then they could lead normal lives, without being trapped in a system of abuse, violence and the possibility of a horrific death. Hell, most villains were those who escaped the system for those very reasons, choosing to rebel in any way they saw fit. And it led to a culture of us versus them. And if you were a ‘them’ they put you in a box until you became an ‘us.’

      And it wasn’t just Capitol City.

      And yeah… Pinnacle renamed the city the wrong version of the word.

      It was the whole world.

      It was easier to lock up the supers who didn’t want to play ball, than it was to just let them live their lives. Professor Hill tried not to think about the conditions some of them were kept in. Isolation was one thing, but drug induced comas were an option for the villains who were combative.

      “Oh, shit.”

      Professor Hill glanced up at Sabrina. She never swore. But when he watched, she had a hand clutched to her mouth in shock. With a sigh, he glanced back at his phone and saw what she was so shocked about.

      “Pinnacle dead?” He blinked, reading the headline.

      In a flash, he activated the AI, linking it into his phone, it scanned for footage. It only took a moment and Professor Hill stared in horror at what he found. Sirius arrived on scene behind Pinnacle. She was one of the heavy hitters that routinely came in to fight the robots. And like always she went up high, to charge a blast straight down. It was a standard technique, and the robot held out a hand to catch the plasma blast on an oscillating magnetic field. Something Professor Hill was proud of creating. The field was enough to disrupt the plasma itself, containing it in place and allowing the robot to disperse it right back at her. If not for her invulnerability to heat, she’d have died the first time he tested it.

      But this time, as the robot collected the blast, Pinnacle, in all his idiocy, attacked the arm itself. Whatever went through his mind, Professor Hill didn’t know. But the mighty blow to the linkages in the arm, was enough to snap it free, sending it tumbling to the ground. Releasing the concentrated plasma globe, directly into the earth.

      The camera cut out as the blast ricochet off the ground, enveloping the leader of the city, and a secondary camera patched in from a different angle. Pinnacle screamed as his flesh vaporised and the robot was blown into the air alongside him. Sirius, not expecting the explosion was blind and didn’t see the robot until it was too late. It slammed into her, sending her tumbling through the air, before she crashed into a nearby building. She would be fine after a few days’ rest. But Pinnacle was gone. And the robot was not…

      The robot was not!

      Professor Hill spun on his heels. The only person to notice him sprinting from the room was Sabrina, who watched on with a look of dread on her face. Professor Hill raced through the school. He was shouted at, several times, and ignored them entirely. Bursting out a side door for the staff, he sprinted through the middle of a football game, that was on hold as they watched the robot getting up from its fall, on the mega-projector.

      When he saw his car on the other side of the lot, Professor Hill sent word to the AI to start the engine. Usually he used a key for the sake of people watching. But this was an emergency. When he reached his car, the door sprung open on its own and he leaped into the front seat. Slamming his seatbelt into place, the car lurched into motion on its own. Ellon Moose, eat your heart out. Self driving cars was one of the first things John worked out as a teenager. While he could drive on his own, he much preferred to let his AI handle that for him.

      “It’s an emergency, get me to Rover,” he told the car.

      “Affirmative Darksite,” the AI replied politely.

      He rolled his eyes and made a note to do a little prodding in the AI’s algorithms. It was acting more and more like a spoiled teen giving him snark these days. And while it excited him at the prospect of having created a true AI, he needed to ensure it was safe in case something ever went wrong. Like calling him Darksite in front of company, or drawing attention to itself online.

      It was also a fantastic driver. Racing through the traffic, the AI tied in with all the local infrastructure. Through equal parts manipulation, timing and simply diverting around congested sections, John, AKA, Darksite could cross Capital City in a little over twenty minutes. And considering it had a population of almost thirty million people, that was one hell of an achievement.

      The closer he got, the worse traffic got, until it suddenly vanished. The only vehicles on the road, were heading in the opposite direction. There were a few police out, waving for him to stop. But he ignored them. Even when a bullet slammed into the windscreen. Thanks to the special compound he’d added to the glass, the round deflected harmlessly as the car continued driving. It swerved around a barrier and mounted a curb to cross a section blocked by a group of frantic officers who tried desperately to stop him. But Darksite’s AI knew the emergency this was and performed the actions necessary.

      Up ahead, Darksite could see the robot as it smashed an apartment building. This was the default mode for when something went wrong. Trash everything around it in a slowly growing arc. It was supposed to draw the attention of the supers and it had. But none of them were capable of taking down one of his robots. Not on their own. With proper leadership, they may have managed it. He could see Miss Moth buzzing around looking for weak points. If she was carrying an explosive, she could have planted it in a joint and taken down another limb.

      If she was being backed up properly by Bruiser on the ground, hurling boulders at the legs of the robot, she may have spotted the punch from the robot. It didn’t hold back and her scream was heard even over the engine of Darksite’s car. She slammed into the ground, bouncing before tumbling over Darksite’s bonnet.

      And that was as close as the AI could get, thanks to Bruiser’s idea to use the road surface as ammunition. With a grunt, John got out of the car and ran through the debris, towards the robot. Bruiser yelled something, but John ignored him as a rogue fire blast washed over the titanium alloy shell of the robot. It wasn’t a particularly imaginative design, but John didn’t bother with theatrics. A rectangular body, four limbs and a head. One of those limbs was down thanks to Pinnacle. But the rest were still functional.

      “HEY!” John roared.

      The robot, hearing his voice turned to face him.

      “PROTOCOL ALPHA SIXTY-SIX!”

      The robot made a low hum, before stepping into a relaxed posture. Then he saw a flash. Turning his head, John saw a camera flash a second time.

      “Murderer!”

      “You killed him!”

      John frowned as he turned about. Several heroes were gaping at him. They were dressed in their uniforms. Capes, masks, an occasional tail, horns or claws. Most of these heroes were perfectly suited to taking down someone on equal terms. But practically useless against a giant robot. And now they were looking directly at him.

      “You killed Pinnacle,” A woman snarled, before her arms whipped out like long snakes.

      John dived out of the way as the limbs slammed into the ground. He ignored her pained scream as John rolled to look at his one armed robot.

      “Rover! UP!”

      As a wave of heat flowed towards him, John covered his head, as the robot’s good arm slammed down on top of him. He felt the fingers wrap around his form, before they hoisted him into the air. And that was all John needed to activate his ultimate trump card. Atoms are ninety-nine percent empty space. So if you design an energy field that compresses that space, and locks the action to a specific user and anything they’re touching…

      Darksite, opened the device, allowing the AI to read his biometrics. It was the same AI that lived in his nanites, but they were separate from each other. Without one verifying the other, they couldn’t interact. But with security cleared, the device activated and Darksite, along with Rover were pulled into the atomic space, and out of public view.

      “Welcome home, John,” the AI spoke through the PA.

      “Good to be home, Aura,” he groaned.

      “Would you like to view the current news about your unmasking and wanted level?”

      John slumped, still stuck within Rover’s fist and rested his head against one of his monstrous fingers.

      “...Fuck…”
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      “Aura, what can you tell me?”

      “I’m sorry John, there isn’t much information at this time. It appears most networks have gone offline.”

      “Typical,” John sighed.

      “It appears that the protocol for dealing with villains-”

      “Supers,” John corrected the AI.

      “My apologies, John,” Aura corrected herself. “The protocol enacted to handle situations like this, was designed by your brother.”

      John flinched at her words. It made sense though. The man was a genius. It would have made sense for him to have been ordered to create a way to handle even himself if he turned. He’d have done it too. It also meant that whatever protocols were in place were likely ironclad. You can’t remotely hack a system, if the internet is down.

      “No nearby cameras you can link to?”

      “Just the one, John.”

      “Put it on the screen then,” John sighed.

      This space, while not quite extra-dimensional, was as close as physically possible. Teleportation and dimensional travel weren’t possible. Dimensions weren’t how people thought. It wasn’t a parallel world on the other side, it was a constraint of reality. While it was technically possible to push through into the fourth dimension if you knew how. What you could achieve in such a space was limited, and three-dimensional objects didn’t handle the transition well.

      So John had come up with the idea of creating a space, shrunk down at an atomic level. If someone had found this place, picked it up and put it under a microscope. They’d be looking at something that resembled the old International Space Station, but with a multi-level warehouse mounted to the side. An entire floor of that warehouse was reserved for energy production. Compressing so much mass into the size of something only a few uncompressed atoms wide took vast amounts of energy and he had found a renewable source.

      For now though, he was in the control centre. Which looked almost like an air-control tower, connected to the rest of the facility via an elevator that led directly to the loading dock. In it, was the AI bank, a series of screens that on a regular day, were hooked up to just about every available feed in the city, and a coffee machine.

      Even as he turned towards the screen, the coffee machine pushed out a fresh mug. Double shot, extra milk, no sugar, just the way he liked it. Plucking the mug from the machine, the screen lit up and…

      “Really?”

      “It is the only available camera,” Aura replied.

      John sighed as he watched the mechanical dildo thrusting into the empty space. Whoever owned the machine wasn’t on screen, and there was nothing else to indicate something was wrong. The chat box on the side for the live feed was silent as of ten minutes prior.

      “The footage will cut off in approximately thirteen minutes due to battery failure,” Aura announced.

      John sighed and nodded his head. “Shut it off then. Actually turn it off too. Just in case whoever comes back needs it.”

      “At once, John.”

      He sipped his coffee as the screen went black once more. The situation was troubling. Despite the numerous contingencies he’d come up with over the years, he was still in shock that it had all ended so spectacularly.

      “Why me?” He sighed.

      “Would you like me to analyse-”

      “Sarcasm, Aura, sarcasm.”

      “My mistake, John.”

      John raised an eyebrow, wondering if it was in fact a mistake. The little AI that ran the school made mistakes. Aura’s systems NEVER made mistakes. But, that was calculation based. Trying to work out human nuances was on a whole different level. Even he had trouble reading others. Which is why he had so many useless contingencies in place. If they caught him at home, there were no less than nineteen different options he had. Everything from cutting the city’s power to aid his stealthy exit, to going down in a blaze of glory under the threat of a fake thermo-nuclear bomb.

      Having to publicly out himself in such a spectacular fashion, after killing Pinnacle, in front of dozens of cameras… That was going to be a hard one to pull a cover. No doubt before the city went dark, they had circulated his information throughout the world. There were only a handful of true S-class heroes out in the world. Killing one had just made him the most wanted man alive.

      John slumped back in his chair and thought about his options. Realistically, there were only a few. He could hide, flee the city into the wilds, or attempt to minimise damage and pretend like nothing happened. Hiding would work for a while. There was enough stored rations in this place to last until the next heat cycle. But then what? He didn’t have a spare base to hide in, while he vented the thermal conductors. That much hot-silicon-alloy took weeks to reduce back to safe levels, and the whole time, he needed to shut down the cold fusion reactors.

      Fleeing, may be an option. But that meant living like a hermit in the wilderness. Though it would be hard to fight his itch while banging rocks together, and if he made any attempts to mine for materials, he’d make himself a target from anyone with a satellite that could detect heat.

      Which realistically left the last option… Try to fix things and move on. Which meant…

      “Aura, what’s the chance I can take over the city?”

      “Almost one-hundred percent, John.”

      He frowned, “What’s the chance of taking over the city, while preserving maximum life, infrastructure and preventing anarchy?”

      “My apologies John. Without access to the outside world, I cannot give an accurate calculation. But it would be significantly lower than one-hundred percent.”

      “No shit.”

      “Incorrect, the septic system-”

      “Sarcasm!” John snapped, before sighing. “Sorry, Aura.”

      “It’s quite alright, John. For the meantime, would you like me to set the mood?”

      John sipped his coffee in the otherwise silent room, and nodded. “Sure.”

      But when Eye of the Tiger started playing, John nearly choked on his coffee for the second time. But… John froze, before glaring at the AI bank against the far wall. Knocking back the last of the coffee, John ignored the uncomfortable heat, before springing out of his chair.

      “Lab,” he grunted, stepping back into the elevator.

      The elevator wasn’t a standard elevator. It didn’t follow a vertical path. It descended from the centre of the control room where it made up part of the floor, but then followed around the side of the dock. Without Rover standing in the middle of it, John could admire the large, domed space. At one end, was the exit. Simply a large doorway. Large enough for a six storey tall robot to walk through. As it did, the energy field would cover the robot and hold it in a temporary stasis, before dropping away. That would cause a gradual, even and completely painless transition back to full size. To get back in, you needed the access key. Of which, only one existed and was clutched in John’s hand. It allowed the energy field to bulge, touching whatever was around it. The field would then encompass it and anything it directly touched before pulling it through into the dock.

      Across from the doorway, was the warehouse. Multi levelled, it was where Rover would be waiting. The lower levels were storage for the various materials and equipment John had built over the years. The central level housed currently used equipment, like Rover, while the upper floors held the generator and the heat exchange facilities. It took several years to heat all the sinks to saturation. Some of that heat would vent on its own and be expelled naturally. But most was stored until John shut down the facility to vent it all. It took a few years between vents and took weeks to vent the system properly. Which was the reason he couldn’t hide forever. Though it may be possible to do more frequent partial cooling cycles. It still wasn’t a long-term solution. Ideally, venting in the ocean would be best, but the oceans were filled with all manner of creatures that would put even S-grade heroes on their toes.

      All that vanished as the elevator platform followed its path down the wall, sinking below the floor on the side of the room between the two massive doorways. Dropping below, this was the lab. It was the first place that John had constructed and it had gone through many iterations. A few tools in his parents’ garage and a workbench, turned into a hidden cavern below the garage. From there, John discovered his passion for robots and AI. Aura, his personal assistant, was the sixth generation and his greatest success.

      It had taken him years to build. When the lab got too large, he had to find a way to move it. And with the help of a lightning rod, the storm of the century and a few extra bits and pieces, John proved the concept of atomic compression. Then it was simply a matter of powering the machine. And here, now, after twenty years of work, John had a place he felt safe to explore his ideas. The lab was huge. Not to the extent the warehouse was. But along with a whole new leg for Rover that he was tinkering with, was several other half built projects.

      “Alright, so in order to move the, lab, what will I need?” John asked himself.

      There were plenty of options. He could simply run out the door and the activator device would retract to the palm of his hand. But that would leave him vulnerable to any supers in the immediate area.

      “Maybe the tank?”

      He strode down to one of his older projects. It was mostly complete. The vehicle side of things, anyway. It was covered in a large sheet that he stripped away. The armour was rated against anything up to B-class. With a few tweaks, he could even install the oscillating field to defend it against Sirius. But… Then he’d need a power source to run it.

      “Making an assumption about the possible heroes that may be in the area, I would suggest a stealthier exit,” Aura chimed.

      John looked over the tank, before sighing. She was right. Even if he got it sorted and pulled it out. It could take a punch, but it wasn’t exactly fast in the grand scheme of things. There’d be no point in trying to escape, any hero with speed or the ability to move rapidly would just follow along behind. And that’s if an elemental type didn’t just bury it, drown it or haul it off somewhere.

      “Stealth,” John nodded.

      Moving over to another sheet, he pulled it off. When he was a teen, John had subtle dreams of an old cartoon superhero, billionaire. The black armour on the stand was a remnant to that. It was built for a frame slightly smaller than he currently was. But it was adjustable and would only need a few tweaks. Though…

      “That cape isn’t staying,” he shook his head.

      Plucking off the helmet, he examined the horns and shook his head. They had a purpose, but his nanites provided the same function now. He didn’t need an antenna. Carrying it over to a nearby workbench, he set it down and opened the back. From there, it was a simple matter to unhook the cables, detach the horns and set them aside. That left two odd looking holes, so he placed the helmet to one side.

      “Aura, scan the holes and make me a couple patches to cover them.”

      “John, would you like it made from the same material?”

      John froze, before frowning. It was an early creation of his, and in that time, he’d come up with several new materials. “What do you suggest?”

      “I could extrude an entire new set from the carbon weave you designed for the rotors in your quadcopter.”

      John frowned, “And how long would that take?”

      “A single extrusion per piece. If you wanted plugs, it would only take a minute, but I could recreate the armour in an hour, along with any changes you wish to make.”

      John frowned, before spinning and looking over the armour once more. He concentrated, and a HUD came into view over the armour. Identifying each piece was simple with the help of Aura. She highlighted each component and the internal structure that went along with it. The armour was something he had been proud of, but she was correct in that he had better materials now.

      Piece by piece, John examined, noted, added modifications and rebuilt the armour virtually. With Aura’s help, he could measure clearances and took her advice on what additions to include. Until he turned back to the helmet.

      “Aura?”

      “Yes, John?”

      “Aura, why have you suggested a full interface to the helmet?”

      Aura was silent for several moments before starting. “John. You are no longer in hiding. Having access to my full features at all times would be of significant benefit to you, rather than relying on our current, outdated system.”

      John frowned, thinking about the nanites in his body and how he used them. They worked and were functional. But she was also correct in that it limited them in their capacity. He had intentionally refused to install her full capabilities into himself, in order to prevent him relying on her. The last thing he wanted was to be caught talking to her in front of someone suspicious enough to check him properly. And while he didn’t have time to create new nanites, putting her system into his armour would give him a boost.

      “Fine, what else do you suggest?”

      “The stealth field is adequate to hide from most threats. But an anti-matter rifle, ammunition storage and some form of transport would be ideal.”

      “Isn’t anti-matter a bit over the top?”

      “It is merely a suggestion based on the heroes that may be present at the time you leave. If Sirius is recovered and waiting, I do not know how else you may be able to stop her.”

      John grimaced as he thought about the beautiful hero. He hated that he found her so attractive. Her glowing eyes and inhuman perfection put most off. But it was those very things that made her so attractive to him. But she was the last one to see David alive, and she was the one John blamed for his death. There were thoughts at one stage of killing her. But, for the memory of his brother, John decided to forget her, if not forgive. And that had worked right until landing the job at the university, where she had randomly inserted herself into his classes to act as a counterpoint to his own teachings. And being the celebrity she was, the university did nothing to stop her.

      “Fine,” John signed. “You start the extrusion process. Add the low grade anti-gravity projectors and room to install an exoskeleton.”

      “At once, John.”

      With Aura doing her job, John started on his. Turning back to the helmet, he started on removing the internals. Most of what was installed, he no longer needed. Night vision and the HUD for example were something the nanites in his blood could provide, so he left those in place. But he removed the other components, like the microphone, loudspeakers and the apparatus to let him drink water.

      Remember people. Hydrate.

      With the helmet stripped, John set it aside and took the next piece. By the time John had a neat stack of internal components for the armour, the new pieces were being delivered. The helmet was first and was delivered via drone. Those drones were Aura’s idea. John had wanted to install large cranes on a rack system. And while he had in the end done so, they were on a much larger scale and only moved things from here, to the warehouse. Everything else was moved via drones. It had been rather cost effective and he couldn’t argue with their efficiency.

      Before he could start putting things back in, though. John needed an exoskeleton. He wore them while working. They strapped to his body and hugged his frame. They allowed him to move heavy objects without straining himself and effectively made him a human forklift. And with a few modifications, he had a freestanding, spare exoskeleton standing by his workbench.

      Installing the helmet to the top, John grinned when it held the helmet perfectly in place. Then it was as simple as working in reverse. As each piece of armour came in, John installed it to the frame, then reinstalled all the internal components. Cooling, heating, insulation against gas, liquid and radiation. The bladder filled with water for him to drink. Not to be confused with the empty bladder installed so he could relieve himself if need be. Until finally, he had a suit that peeled open from the front.

      It was all black, and less bulky than the original. The anti-gravity generator strapped to the back and with just a thought would reduce his weight to almost nothing, allowing him to take massive leaps. Which would probably be a death sentence, except Aura, with the exoskeleton would help with aiming and landing. The stealth field too would be handy. On the first layer, it would coat the suit in a projection of what was behind it. It used similar technology to high-visibility signs and would project the view directly back no matter who looked at it.

      Then as a backup, it could produce a smokescreen that would make anyone who could still see him, blind. In the greaves, were storage pockets for the magazines for the anti-matter rifle. The rifle was shoulder mounted and folded against his back while not used. That left his hands free.

      “Shocky-punchy,” John grimaced.

      “You were eighteen, John.”

      “Yeah, but… Y’know what, I’ll think of something better,” John shook his head as he noted the name of the electrified projection emitters installed in his fists. He’d forgotten all about the name he’d given them. Though he was the only one likely to ever know the name, so his embarrassment was solely one sided.

      With a shake of his head, John turned around and stepped backwards into the suit. His feet found the boots easily, before he crouched and pushed his head up into the helmet. That was all he needed for Aura to close the rest of the suit around him. It only took a moment, and the helmet blinked into life.

      “Hi Daddy!”

      “Fuck,” John sighed as the nude avatar danced in his vision.

      “Ooh, you want me t-”

      “Aura, can you take over?”

      The nude avatar with massive tits who was about to give him a show vanished in an instant. The HUD blinked, before reforming with his current preferences. Aura could change them as needed at a simple request. It wasn’t some video game where you were stuck with whatever the developers decided you needed. This was fully customizable. If he wanted a fucking mini-map, he could have one. He just needed access to cameras or a drone to hover around, or he was relegated to simple GPS.

      “How do you feel?” Aura asked.

      John shook his head and rolled his shoulders. “Not bad,” he admitted.

      The suit was comfortable. He knew it would be, but if he didn’t know better, he would have assumed that Aura had shaved off a few microns here and there to make it fit better. With a sigh, John turned and strode across the lab to the elevator.

      “Dock, then we’ll do a quick test.”

      “At once, John.”

      The elevator rose, and the ceiling approached. The hole in the floor was directly above and John frowned. With a thought, he activated the anti-gravity projectors and flexed his legs. Rocketing upwards, he panicked and windmilled his arms as he hurtled towards the curved walls of the dock. Crashing into the wall, he slid around towards the ceiling in a strange, upward arc.

      “Little help?” John grunted.

      His arm reacted without his input, snapping out as his hand automatically closed over the support rail for the elevator. It brought him to a quick stop, before the low effects of gravity slowly took over his momentum, dragging his legs back towards the ground. With a thought, John deactivated the projectors and felt gravity take hold.

      “Shit!”

      “Your bowels are-”

      “SARCASM!” John shouted, before his body violently contorted within the suit. It flipped itself around, before he slammed into the floor in a classic superhero pose.

      Taking a few deep breaths, John nodded to himself. Before standing. The suit was unharmed according to the stats. Which… Well that on its own was a good thing. It could take a beating. Maybe not go head to head with a physical based super, but if he could brush off a direct attack or two, that would certainly be a benefit.

      “Give me a target, Aura.”

      From the warehouse, a drone zoomed out. It whirled through the dock and John targeted it. The rifle lifted from his back and settled on his shoulder, aiming on a gimbaled axis, at the drone. It whizzed quickly from one side of the dock to the other, forcing John to turn his entire body to keep the rifle on target. But as he turned, the drone suddenly lunged towards him.

      Without a moment to think, John leaped to one side as his anti-gravity projectors activated. He sailed out of harm’s way while Aura helped right him, before deactivating them and coming to a sliding stop. The drone whirled around to race towards him again, and this time John concentrated on his HUD, mapping a landing zone. With a lunge, John leaped over the drone before impact, and with Aura’s help to control the armour, he landed comfortably.

      Spinning about, it surprised him to see the drone already on its way. He didn’t have time to dodge, so instead he threw a punch. The… shocky-punchy activated, sending out a short, static burst of electricity over his glove. It worked perfectly, frying the systems within the drone. But did absolutely nothing to stop its momentum as it crashed into him. The impact sent John flying backward where he tumbled across the floor.

      “Well the armour worked,” John commented.

      “Better than projected,” Aura agreed.

      Getting up, John heard two more drones and spun around. The first raced towards him, while the second hung back. John targeted the further drone, sidestepping the first and activated the rifle. It fired with a horrendous, but recoilless shriek. The air split from the velocity of the tungsten weighted slug exiting the barrel at mach seven. On impact with the drone, a temporary field within collapsed, exposing the antimatter core to the target. There was little in existence that could withstand the weapon. The drone looked like a cartoon, where the blast punches a hole clean through the centre, with the shockwave blowing it outward at the same time. As it fell to the ground, John turned to the first drone and held up his hand.

      At the physical command, it screamed to a halt, an inch form his palm.

      “That should be enough,” he nodded.

      “At once, John.”

      The drone whizzed off, while John looked at the exit. “Recommendations?”

      “Speed. And stealth.”

      John nodded, “Right, activate the stealth system then.”

      He glanced down at his hand and watched it vanish before his eyes. The system wasn’t perfect. There were a few edges you could see if you concentrated. But nobody with a casual glance would notice him unless he passed in front of something obvious. He’d still disturb air currents and if someone pointed a laser light at him, that would cause a distortion in the projected image that couldn’t be rectified, Mostly because it projected the image to the surface of the suit. A laser would stop once it reached the suit and would not be projected to the target.

      Something John could think about later as he moved to the exit.

      “One small step, huh?”

      “John, you are over twelve-”

      “Sarcasm!” He snapped, before chuckling.

      Activating the anti-gravity projectors, John leaped for the exit. Passing into the energy field, everything flashed for just a moment. It didn’t feel like anything, and it was all over in the blink of an eye, before he was sailing through a familiar looking, destroyed part of the city.

      “I integrated the lab into the suit,” Aura said, even as he sailed over the crater caused by the plasma blast. “We can return in a moment’s notice.”

      Landing on the far side, John caught himself and whirled around to look for danger. But…

      “Where is everybody?”

      The area was deserted. He expected there to be at least some supers waiting. But… there was nobody. No police, no cameras, no spotlights and no supers. It was as if the whole place was deserted. With a frown, John looked to a nearby building and leaped. The suit did its job, and with Aura’s help, he landed on the roof. From up here, he could see much more of the city. It was dim. Like someone had turned out all the lights in the major infrastructure. In the middle of the night, it shouldn’t be this dark in Capitol City. But there weren’t even any cars on the roads he could see.

      “Aura, monitor for signals, cameras or anything you can detect that might explain just what the hell is going on.”

      “At once, John.”
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      It was a strange thing as John stepped into the apartment building he lived in. It made sense that it would have been evacuated. All his neighbours probably hated him right now. Mrs Peabody, who used to bake cookies at Christmas. Sam and Dean from down the hall who threw parties for every ball game. Even the lovely new young family who moved across the hall. John hadn’t even met them yet, and now they probably thought he was a monster.

      Not that any of it mattered. John wasn’t staying. It wasn’t safe now. Eventually, someone would come. And when they did, John didn’t want to be here. It would be far easier to start anew somewhere. Get a disguise, a new job. Go underground maybe. Live quietly until the hustle and bustle went down. He just needed to pick up a few things first.

      Touching the pad by the door, Aura overrode the standard AI’s security and opened the door. She said nothing, but she didn’t need to. She was entirely correct. There was no need to hide her now. Not having her available was probably more dangerous. She had access to a sensor suite that scanned his surroundings. It would even pick up invisible supers. Or, at least all the ones John knew about. It was hard to tell with supers. If one existed that could hide themselves perfectly, they may have used that power to circumnavigate the test. At which point, he wouldn’t know about them, and therefore wouldn’t have come up with a way to thwart their power.

      But that was neither here, nor there as John stepped into his apartment. It wasn’t much. But it was home. He had fudged a few numbers to get it. But from casual observation, anyone looking into his finances wouldn’t question it. No fancy car, no real expenses and an average two-bedroom apartment under a mortgage. The furnishings were simple. Mostly greys and blacks with hints of white to break it up. The television flicked on and John sighed at the emergency broadcast channel. It wasn’t playing, but it overwrote whatever was supposed to be on. Leaving just a series of vertical coloured bars.

      Strolling through the lounge, John made his way into the hall. It had three doors. The first on his left contained the bathroom and laundry. It was John’s first stop. For nothing more than his toothbrush.

      “I suppose I’ll need to put a bathroom in then,” John sighed.

      “You have all the required materials in storage. Would you like me to start printing?”

      John paused, before glancing at the shower. He didn’t want to risk stopping now. But the idea that there would be a hot shower just a couple of hours away was enticing.

      “Please, Aura.”

      “Is there a particular place you wish to have it built?”

      John frowned, thinking about the layout of the facility. He could build it atop the control centre. But… He spent a lot of time down in his lab when he had access to it. That would probably increase now he was on the run.

      “I would suggest above the control centre,” Aura announced. John frowned and opened his mouth to question her logic, when she continued. “John, if you place your living quarters below the lab, you will be less inclined to leave it. Placing your living quarters above the control centre will give you greater peace of mind with security. It will also help promote healthy boundaries between yourself and your work. That will help improve your social life.”

      John couldn’t argue with those points, right until the last one. “Why would I worry about that?”

      “John, you refrained from relationships mostly because you couldn’t be honest with people. That is no longer the case.”

      “But why would I be inviting anyone back to my lair, since I’m now the world’s most wanted man?”

      “Sex.”

      John blinked. Then shook his head and plucked out the last of his bathing supplies. He wasn’t about to start a conversation with his AI about the sex life he was expecting while living on the run. Shaking his head, John stepped back out and froze. She glowed like some ethereal angel as she stood in the middle of the lounge room. Aura detected her at the same time and the rifle mounted to John’s shoulder swung up to take aim.

      “Are you going to kill me, John?”

      John swallowed nervously as Sirius stood before him. She wasn’t acting in a hostile manner. She just watched him with a sad expression.

      “I don’t want to kill anyone, Selena.”

      “You killed Pinnacle.”

      John grimaced and sent the mental command for the rifle to lower. She said nothing, but he had the distinct impression that it displeased Aura to follow that order. Sirius nodded at the gesture and stepped closer.

      “Stop,” John frowned.

      “You just-”

      “I don’t want to hurt anyone. I’m leaving.”

      “Leaving?”

      John nodded. “It’s for the best. You’re going to hunt me, anyway.”

      “Maybe,” Sirius sighed. “Not for the moment though. We’re evacuating.”

      “Where?”

      “Northstar.”

      John frowned as he tried to work out how that was possible. “How are you going to move millions of people to Northstar? Do they even have the space to house that many people?”

      Selena shook her head. “No, just the heroes are evacuating.”

      “Wait,” John frowned. “You’re all just leaving?”

      “What did you expect?” Selena sighed. “You killed Pinnacle. There’s panic in the streets-”

      “Which is why you shouldn’t be leaving!” John snapped.

      “Why didn’t you come forward, John?”

      John froze, before he felt that long simmering rage build inside. “Why did you leave him to die, Selena?”

      She smiled sadly as a tear rolled down her cheek. She didn’t wipe it away as several more joined it. “I loved your brother, John. He was my world.”

      “The fact you could leave someone you loved, to a fate like that, is abhorrent,” John snarled.

      Selena nodded slowly. “Yes. And I cried every night for years, hating myself for following his orders.”

      “And that’s the difference between you and me,” John sighed. “You had all the power and gave it to someone else. I just wanted the right to make my own decisions.”

      “Is that what you think this is all about?”

      “Yes,” John nodded. “Literally. How many supers are in holding cells because they didn’t want Pinnacle telling them to break rocks.”

      “And what about all the villains?”

      “Like me, you mean?”

      Selena let out a sigh. “This is getting us nowhere.”

      “So what did you want?” John retorted.

      “To apologise,” Selena shook her head. “For your brother and… To warn you about what happens next.”

      “Told you. This is where I leave. There’ll still be a giant robot to fight now and then. But-”

      “The city will go into anarchy and likely thousands of people are going to die.”

      John blinked in shock for a moment. “Excuse me?”

      “We’re evacuating, John,” Selena sighed. “All of us. Those who were heroes. Those who were backup, logistics, prison guards.”

      John felt her words hit him in the stomach. “You’re not taking them?”

      “Why would we do that?” Selena waved her hands. “You’ve got everyone scared right now. We’re not taking the bad guys with us. We’re leaving them to you. It was part of your brother’s protocol. We expect by morning most if not all of them will be free. There will be infighting and once the dust settles, we come back and clean up what remains.”

      “So what, you expect me to stick around and play peacekeeper with actual villains?”

      Selena shrugged. “You said it yourself. How many of them are only the bad guys because we made them that way.”

      “I’m not talking about mass murderers!” John snapped. “I’m talking kids! If you just waited till the age of consent and offered them a job-”

      “I’m leaving, John,” Selena interrupted. “The last flight was an hour ago. I stayed behind to shut things down.”

      “You can’t be serious.”

      Selena shrugged. “You killed Pinnacle.”

      “He killed himself,” John snorted.

      Selena shrugged, before turning her back. “You could have been great.”

      John wanted to yell. He wanted to scream. Hell, he wanted to activate the rifle and hit her in the leg just to see what would happen. But he didn’t. He held still and watched the woman he hated more than any other, stroll casually out the front door.

      “She is still within scanning range,” Aura chimed in suddenly. “The walls will not affect round velocity-”

      “No, Aura,” John sighed. “We’re not killing anyone else.”

      Aura was silent as John turned and strode into his bedroom. “That may not be possible, John.”

      “Preservation of life is always the priority. I wouldn’t have killed Pinnacle if I could have helped it. Remember how dumb the average person is. Then realise that half of us are dumber than that. That’s an awful lot of people making really dumb decisions every day.”

      “Decisions like the one that killed Pinnacle.”

      “Exactly,” John sighed, grabbing out a duffel bag from the wardrobe.

      John spent the next few minutes packing essentials. There wasn’t all that much to take. Just a few changes of clothing, some keepsakes and his toiletries. And with all he really needed, John activated the device and was pulled into the lair.

      John sighed as he stepped onto his elevator. He didn’t need to do anything before Aura had it rising to the Control Centre. She had a point after all that. The separation of work and leisure was important, even to a mad scientist. Sleeping away from the lab was a good thing. So for now, John had some work to do. Stepping off the elevator, he dropped his bag against the desk for the displays and looked around the room. It was large, spacious and a section of wall was unintentionally blank.

      With all the rooms rounded, it was hard to fill things in if you didn’t need them. John wasn’t one for idle decorations, so if there wasn’t a need to use a space, it was simply left. There was an elevator at one side of the room. With the displays opposite. To one side was the AI bank that houses Aura and the other…

      “It would be a simple modification to open a space for a living area,” Aura announced. “But I’m not sure now is the time.”

      “I have got nothing better to do,” John disagreed.

      “And if the city’s villains escape while you’re organising your bedroom?”

      John blinked, then shook his head. “It has nothing to do with me.”

      “Would you wish for others to suffer the same pain you feel when you think about your brother?”

      John flinched, before clenching his fists. “You don’t talk about him like that, do you understand?”

      “I understand enough, John. To know that while you have no wish to be forced into acting. You will blame yourself if given the choice, you did not, and somebody got hurt.”

      “Aura, check your drives for me.”

      He heard a small buzz, before a slight click. “No errors detected, John.”

      John sighed and shook his head. “Fuck.”

      “That is also a possibility if you leave-”

      “AURA!”

      “Yes, John?”

      John rolled his eyes. “Do you have schematics on the prisons?”

      “I have the original schematics from when the prisons were built. But I have no way of knowing if they changed. They kept the prisons on a closed circuit to prevent that kind of information from making it to the public.”

      “Sounds like something my brother came up with,” John snorted.

      “Yes, actually. He made several recommendations that were implemented.”

      “I hate this so much,” John sighed. “Aura, I need a tranq kit, and a portable generator.”

      “They will be in the dock when you are ready to leave. Might I suggest a coffee?”

      John glanced over at the machine by the displays as a steaming mug lowered into position.

      “Yes.”
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        * * *

      

      John smiled as the exoskeleton took the weight of the generator without a hitch. It wasn’t technically a generator. But a sophisticated relay with a battery bank. It meant that John would need to remain near the prison for the short term to let everything charge. But he could take infrequent trips away, taking the lair with him. The generator though, was a heavy thing. About the size of three truck batteries side by side. And with them strapped to his back, it impressed John that the suit could take the weight as easily as it did.

      “You designed it well,” Aura commented as John stepped out onto the street.

      “Still though, it’s a wonder,” John replied as he checked the holster on his hip. Along with the rifle on his shoulder. He now carried what looked like a laser pistol from a video game. Thankfully to everyone, it didn’t actually fire a laser. But a tiny tranquilliser dart. And with the help of a magnetic rail, it was also perfectly silent other than the sound of the round itself. He just hoped he wouldn’t need it.

      “You should use the rooftops,” Aura suggested.

      John nodded and flexed his knees. As the anti-gravity generators activated, he launched himself into the air. It was less than graceful as he tumbled somewhat. But with Aura helping the generators deactivated, and he dropped comfortably to his feet on a nearby roof.

      “That, was less than graceful,” John snorted.

      “Small leaps from building to building,” Aura instructed without comment.

      John grit his teeth and moved to the edge of the roof. Objectively, he knew he could make the gap. The exoskeleton would make it easy. The anti-gravity generators would make it a forgone conclusion. But he still nervously stared down at the ground, half a dozen stories below and let out a long sigh.

      “How is it you could jump straight up to the roof? But jumping a small gap is making you anxious?”

      “I’m not worried about falling, when I’m flying,” John shrugged.

      “That… makes little sense, John.”

      “Well, think about it,” John shrugged.

      Taking a few steps back from the edge, John swallowed and jogged forwards. He took several steps, lengthening them and building speed, before leaping. He put little effort into the leap, and he felt a minor correction from Aura. Sailing across the gap, he angled himself and landed easily on the other side.

      “The next gap is the same width, but the roof is higher,” Aura informed him.

      John nodded and jogged over. This time he didn’t stop to look. He just concentrated on the target and leaped. Once again, Aura compensated for him and John sailed through the air, landing easily on the taller roof. With a laugh, John continued, heading in the direction of the prison.

      As he delved further into the city, he noticed more signs of activity. The streets were mostly empty and silent. But there were still people about. They moved in hurried walks. Some of them ran. People were purchasing supplies with cash, like they were recovering from a large storm. John had to wonder if that wasn’t all that far wrong. And as he leaped over an entire street, he heard shattering glass.

      Landing on the other side, John paused and glanced back. There was an electronic store. There were TV’s in the window, where a group of masked individuals were climbing in. John thought about it for a moment, before sighing. He had bigger-

      “HELP!”

      John froze, “Aura, did that come from-”

      “HELP!”

      “SHUT UP, BITCH!”

      “The store, John.”

      “Fuck.”

      Turning back around, John leaped off the roof and slammed into the pavement in the middle of the road. The sound was enough to spook the closest person who spun around holding a hammer.

      Further back into the store were the rest of them. One was breaking into the cash register, another couple were taking phones. At the rear, were a pair who had been confronted by an older man. Aura enhanced his vision through the mask and John could make out all their features. From just their eyes, he pulled their criminal records. Most of them were kids, but the two at the back with the shop owner were bad news. One was a career criminal, while the other had a record of violence.

      “You a hero?” The closest man blurted.

      “Hero?” The one by the till called out. “They’re gone.”

      “Then who’s dat?” The burglars turned as one and spotted John for the first time.

      John thought about his options. This needed to be handled quickly. He didn’t want to leave the prison alone any longer than necessary. It probably had some kind of backup system in there. But nothing that would hold supers forever.

      “Alright guys!” John called out. “Just come on out and go home. Nobody needs to get hurt.”

      “Get out’ta here asshole!” The one in the back yelled.

      John frowned, noting he was the one with the history. So maybe a statement needed to be made. Stepping closer, he watched as the first burglar retreated. John reached for his hip and pulled the tranq pistol. He heard several exclamations of fear and ignored them.

      “Last chance,” John offered.

      “I’ll go,” the first one held up his hands. “Shit’s not worth dying for.”

      “Good man,” John nodded, moving aside so the youth could climb out the broken window. “Anyone else?”

      “Fuck,” the one at the till sighed.

      “Are you serious right now?” The one with the violent streak called.

      “I told you I wasn’t cut out for this. My ma would never forgive me if I got caught.”

      John nodded as he climbed out. Only to stagger as the youth swung his fist into the side of John’s head. It wasn’t a hard impact. But from the shock, John staggered back before slipping on broken glass and falling in a heap.

      “Fucking got ya!” he whooped.

      The young man ran over and raised a foot to stomp John’s head into the ground. But John was ready. Catching the youth by the heel, he activated his… shocky-punchy… That name really needed addressing. And as several thousand volts passed into the young man’s leg, he let out a terrible scream and collapsed. John picked himself up and looked down at the wannabe gangster. With a shake of his head, John raised the pistol and put one in his leg. He heard a choked cry, as he clutched at what he believed was a horrible wound. But John ignored him as he went back to the store.

      The two taking the phones held up their hands, seeing John, but he didn’t waste any time on them. Raising the pistol, he fired once for each, hitting them in the shoulder. John wasn’t sure if that was his aim, or if Aura helped. But he wasn’t about to question it here. The two at the rear with the store owner were panicking, trying to force the old man into showing them the way out the back. The two with the phones were already collapsing as the drug diffused into their circulatory system.

      Activating the anti-gravity generators, John hopped into the store, through the window. It gave him the effect of flight as he hovered across the room. Aura tweaked the power, bringing him to a gentle stop at the far end, where the two men held the old store owner in front like a human shield.

      “Give up, and you don’t get hurt,” John offered.

      “You’re going to kill us,” the career criminal snarled.

      John opened his file and saw his name was Gary. He was a father of a little boy named Josh, whose mother, who he paid child support to, went by Sherry. It also seemed like he was a decent partner. She had no significant other, but they were seen spending time as a family. It was how he was arrested last time.

      “Gary, if you hurt that man. You’ll never see Josh and Sherry again,” John spoke softly. “You can all walk away right now.”

      “How do you know about them?” Gary snarled. “You hurt my family-”

      “NOBODY IS GETTING HURT!” John snapped.

      “Fuck that, Gary,” the other man snapped. “We can’t trust him.”

      John opened his file. Ben. He was a youth delinquent. Barely out of his teens, he had a violent streak well known to the police. He supported a drug habit by targeting old people on pension day. Hitting an electronic store was a natural progression for him.

      “Last warning, Ben,” John shook his head. “I don’t know how you ended up with the life you have. But the only one responsible for it is you.”

      “Hey, fuck you, man!” Ben snapped. “You don’t know shit.”

      “I know what’s right in front of me,” John shot back. “Two assholes with a hostage. And let me play out your options. Eventually, you’re going to let him go. Or you’re going to have to kill him. You can’t keep him forever. There’s no situation where you suddenly won’t be without a hostage. So make this easy on yourself and let him go now.”

      “I don’t wanna go back to jail,” Gary grunted.

      “I’ll put in a good word,” John offered. “Make sure you have decent visitation or something.”

      “Fuck,” Gary shook his head. “Who are you anyway?”

      John bit the inside of his lip, before nodding. “Darksite.”

      The three men froze. Even the old man suddenly looked a lot more terrified than he was before.

      “You killed Pinnacle,” Ben mumbled.

      John sighed. “Look, I don’t have time for this shit. There’s a bunch of villains who are about to escape prison. I was on my way there to make sure that didn’t happen, when I stumbled across this shit. So decide. Get the fuck out, or I’m going to hurt people.”

      “Aren’t you leading them now?” Gary asked.

      “Aura?”

      “Targeted and ready.”

      With a flick of his thoughts, John’s arm moved on its own. Raising in an instant, two shots rang out, taking Ben and Gary in the shoulder. They yelped and flung back, tossing the old man towards John. He stepped forward, catching the man so he wouldn’t get hurt, before helping him stand.

      “Please don’t hurt me?”

      “Oh, for fuck’s sake,” John sighed.

      Without another word, John turned on the spot and activated the generators. Leaping out of the store, he landed in the road and aimed for the roof. Launching himself into the air, it surprised him when Aura redirected his leap to carry him into the nearby building.

      “Push off the wall to get horizontal momentum,” she instructed.

      John nodded and twisted around to get the timing right. When he touched the building, he shoved off and with Aura’s help, was on the way again. When he reached the top of the building, the generators shut down allowing John to continue as he did before. Running and leaping, he could already see the city was turning into chaos. The police were out in force, trying to get the situation under control. But even they looked scared. John turned a blind eye to the lot of it though. As the prison was the primary goal. If those villains got out, things would be infinitely worse.

      “Aura, I know it’s up here, but where exactly is it?”

      A building highlighted in the distance and Aura’s voice chimed, “This is the building. The prison is below ground and you will need to enter via the loading dock in the underground carpark.”

      John let out a sigh and continued on his way. Leaping over a street he closed in while he kept an eye out. There was a lot more police activity around here, and that made sense. If law enforcement was worried about breakouts, this is where they would be. With the heroes up and leaving, they had doomed the city to ruin. Which… In the event of a super taking over, would be a good thing. Loss of control on all fronts would mean a lack of power to gain. A villain would be stuck trying to regain control of the city while the heroes outside the city moved on to their contingencies.

      The building itself though was dual purpose. John didn’t know what they used the upper floors for. But it just looked like some regular old office building. Lots of floors, lots of windows, lots of desks and computers. Nothing special at all except the number of police around the bottom, mostly congregated on one side.

      Putting two and two together, John activated his stealth system and moved around to the clustered side. Sure enough, there was an entrance for the underground car park and that was where the police were guarding. Depending on what villain came out, they might even be successful in holding them back. But there were some really nasty pieces of work in there alongside the opportunists and simple thugs.

      Picking a spot, John leaped from the roof and let Aura control his descent with the generators. He floated through the air and gently touched down on the road in front of the driveway.

      “What’s that?!”

      John checked his body and saw that he was still transparent… Except there were an awful lot of lights being pointed directly at him.

      “There’s something there!”

      “Show yourself!”

      John turned and saw the police staring right at him. They didn’t know who or what he was. But they could see the distortion in the lights he caused.

      “Show yourself, or we will open fire!”

      “Run,” Aura said.

      With a nod, John whirled on the spot and sprinted for the parking lot. The movement must have spooked someone as they opened fire. As the first round whistled overhead, John yelped as a barrage opened up around him. The rounds tore through the air, smashing the concrete building around him. John dived for the ramp as an impact hit him square between the shoulders. It pitched him forward, but Aura activated the generators, giving him extra time to rotate around so he landed on his feet.

      Up above, he could see the shower of concrete from where the police were still firing. The smoke and dust was everywhere and John shook his head.

      “They’re scared,” she commented.

      John nodded and turned to see a man with massive arms, wearing nothing but a pair of orange slacks, staring right at him.

      “Aura?”
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      “Thought the heroes were gone,” the man squared up.

      John took a deep breath and let out a wave of tension. Then he activated his HUD and pulled the man’s file.

      “Sam Baker,” John called softly. “Thirty-four, one child living with your ex.”

      “Titan,” he growled. “And I don’t like threats.”

      “Not threatening,” John shot back, before deactivating the stealth system to become visible again. “Just reading your file.”

      “Wait, who are you?”

      “Darksite,” John responded casually as he checked the man’s record. “Says you aren’t in for violent crimes. You just break into big vaults and steal cash.”

      “I’ll kill a man if I have to,” Titan squared up.

      John held up one hand in the universal wait gesture, while the other hovered by his hip near the tranq pistol. “If I let you go, are you going to start breaking shit?”

      Titan frowned. “What?”

      John sighed and reached for the clips for his helmet. Pulling it off, he looked Titan in the eye. Stepping forward, John held out his hand to shake. “Darksite, it’s a pleasure to meet you.”

      Titan blinked in recognition and looked at the offered hand for a moment, before stepping closer. He reached out with a massive hand, dwarfing John’s, but he shook gently. “Titan, but I told you that.”

      “You did,” John nodded, pulling away slightly. “Look. Things got real complicated, real quick and all the heroes are gone.”

      “What are you then?”

      “Not a hero,” John shook his head. “If you’re out there for more than a few minutes, it’ll be pretty obvious who I am, anyway. Just know that I fucked up bad, and right now I’m trying to fix things as best I can.”

      “So… What? You want me to go back to jail?”

      “No,” John shook his head as he realised this was probably a very fortunate accident. “Out there,” he gestured over his shoulder. “There’s a bunch of trigger-happy cops. I’ve got with me a portable generator that will run all the prison systems for a while. I’m assuming whatever force-field that kept you in failed.”

      “A bunch did,” Titan nodded. “I got out, some of the others are working out what to do. There are some nasty dudes in there.”

      “Exactly,” John nodded. “What I need, is someone to watch my back, while I set up the generator. Then I’m going to put all the nasty ones back in there cells.”

      “Then what?” he frowned.

      “Then, maybe you want a job?”

      Titan stared for a few moments before snorting. “You’re kidding, right?”

      John shrugged. “Look. Things are fucked, the heroes are gone, people are scared. If I wanna keep the bad ones locked up, I’m going to need help. If you can help me, then I can help you.”

      “And how, exactly, can you help me?”

      “Because right now, I’m the one apparently in charge of the city.”

      That caught Titan by surprise, “What happened to Pinnacle?”

      “I killed him.”

      Titan frowned, “Maybe you deserve to be in here more than some others then.”

      “Maybe,” John admitted. “Believe it or not, it was an accident. And if people want to hold me accountable later, I’ll think about giving up. For now though, there’s a bunch of villains inside that really shouldn’t be getting out.”

      Titan sighed and nodded in agreement. “Fine, what do you need?”

      “Muscle,” John shrugged. “I have my toys, but I have things to do. If you can advocate for the better behaved ones to sit tight and keep the nasty ones busy, I can get this place locked up.”

      “And what do you want to tell the ones who don’t want to go back into their cages?”

      John lifted his helmet back into place and seated it down into position. “Tell them, I’m looking at commuting sentences for the better behaved ones.”

      Titan sighed and stepped aside. “Any idea where you’re going?”

      “Aura?”

      With the HUD activated, an overlay lit up, giving a pinpointed location far below. A moment later, a faint blue line drew itself onto the floor giving directions.

      “I will monitor the surroundings and remove it when necessary,” Aura said softly.

      “Let’s go,” John waved for Titan to follow.

      The first obstacle was obvious. An armored vehicle crammed into the entrance that Titan had escaped from. The vehicle looked like a kid’s toy that had been stomped repeatedly until it bent in the middle to cram into too tight a space.

      “Ah…”

      “Let me get that,” Titan offered.

      Stepping around, the large man grabbed ahold of the rear of the vehicle. Then, after placing his foot on the concrete wall, he heaved backwards. The vehicle shrieked, and the building rumbled as the blockage pulled free. It was slightly awe-inspiring for John to watch. But his attention was firmly fixed on the three people standing on the other side.

      “Oh, thank fuck for that,” the first clapped his hands.

      Behind him was a skinny man with long braided hair, and a short, squat woman with a pixie cut and tattoos. Titan saw them both and frowned. Aura though, was one step ahead and showed a quick pop up. The leader at the front of the three. He was a psychic. He needed physical contact for his most powerful abilities. But he could project fields around himself to make people feel things. Those things going by his rap sheet with a scroll bar, included both fear, admiration and lust. The two behind him though. One, the man, was a low grade super and good with locks. The woman was a brawler who could project hardened plates from her skin to act as armour and weapons.

      And considering she was in for destruction of public property, and he was taken in after professing his desire not to work for the Agency. The charge was treason. Exactly the thing John campaigned against in his class… Though that was a point. People like himself were the reason he campaigned at all. But now he was a known villain… One step forward, two steps back…

      Shaking himself back to the present, John frowned as the man in the lead grinned. “Taking a trip down memory lane?”

      John realised what had happened. It was his power. He’d pushed something out, that caused doubt and confusion in his targets. Titan was standing off to one side looking confused about something too, so it hadn’t been a discriminatory attack. His two minions however, seemed unaffected. Which when John thought about it, was probably awful. Because no doubt they were affected by everything he did, but couldn’t react to it due to whatever compulsion they were under.

      John grabbed the pistol at his side, as a wave of fear pushed over him. Aura flashed a warning, even as John wanted to move back. But she locked the suit, preventing him from moving. All at once, John remembered the exoskeleton built in. She could use the suit without him if necessary. It was also then that John realised that having something else to think about, helped clear his mind from the effects of the psychic attack.

      With a growl, John raised the pistol. The man frowned deeply, before a second wave washed out. This wasn’t fear, but confusion. John’s vision swam as he couldn’t make out which of the four people in front of him was the target. More to the point, his vision swirled, making aiming impossible. But he had an ace up his sleeve.

      “Aura, hit the psychic.”

      He expected to feel his hand squeeze. But that’s not what happened. The rifle mounted to his shoulder came online, and he heard a shout. Right before there was a pulse and a shriek of a hypersonic slug punching a hole in something. All at once, John’s vision cleared. If not for the suit, he’d have collapsed. Titan, by the doorway did, falling onto his side, he shuddered as he cleared whatever it was he went through.

      The two others with the psychic stood perfectly still. They had a fine mist of red over them, while the psychic was… headless. John could see a hole in the wall at the far end of the corridor and several more people in orange jumpsuits cowering from their positions on the floor.

      “I thought you didn’t kill people!” Titan shouted.

      John flinched and shook his head. “Was a reaction to the psychic,” I he shot back.

      Striding over to the large man, he could see the distrust written all over him. But John put it aside and held out his hand. Titan growled and took it, letting John haul him to his feet.

      “I don’t like killing people,” he growled.

      “Then help me so I don’t have to,” John pointed back to the blood stained duo.

      Titan sighed and nodded. “Fuck.”

      John gave him a moment to collect himself, before striding over to the pair. “Can you two hear me?” In unison, they both turned their heads towards him. But remained completely motionless. “If you can both hear me. I want to help you. For now, I need you both to return to your cells.”

      They turned on the spot and stormed back inside, while the other inmates watched on with trepidation.

      John watched as Titan stood at his back, before entering. “That goes to everyone!” John shouted. “Back to your cells!”

      “Who are you?” an older man shouted.

      “Darksite!”

      That made a few turn and run. Which told John that the news had broken in some parts of the prison at least. Some others clearly recognised his name, but didn’t otherwise respond. But John wasn’t messing around. His tranq pistol was still in his hand. Raising it, the first prisoner’s eyes went wide, before John hit him in the chest. He let out a gasp as he fell back, and John ignored him, moving to the next. Firing again, this time at a younger woman, she yelped and scrambled away. The rest fled as Titan grabbed his shoulder.

      “What-”

      “It’s a tranq!” John cut him off. “They’ll be fine in a few hours, I promise!”

      Titan grumbled and let go, allowing John to continue inside. He really was impressed at how easy it was to move. The generator was still in place on his back, and the exoskeleton just did all the work from strength to balance.

      “This level is for low range inmates,” Aura announced softly. “Those who can be easily confined within a normal cell without extra provisions.”

      “What was a psychic doing up here then?”

      “Reports say he was allowed a reduction in security for good behaviour.”

      John snorted in disbelief. It was far more likely he projected a field around himself to seem more trustworthy and just did whatever the hell he wanted. You can’t fake things on camera though, so he wouldn’t have broken any rules. But he certainly shouldn’t have been up here in general population.

      “What’s below then?”

      “Two basement levels,” Aura started. “The upper level is for the stronger supers. Titan was housed there.”

      “And the second?”

      “Maximum security. Surveillance is down and I cannot gather much information.”

      “You’re in their surveillance?”

      “Yes, their local AI was easy to overcome. I have gained control of the facilities remote functions. I can open and close cells, but most secure areas are locked manually.”

      “Wonderful-”

      “Not wonderful. I have recorded sixteen-correction, seventeen murders. General population for the most part have caused no permanent damage. The first basement is overrun with supers, but various groups have formed to defend themselves. The deaths I recorded are from this floor.”

      “Shit,” John swore.

      “Problems?” Titan asked.

      “Downstairs, there are deaths.”

      Titan grunted, “Are you going to do anything about it?”

      John sighed and looked around. The top floor was mostly open. The prisoners were free, and there were deaths downstairs. Heaven knows what maximum security looks like.

      “Aura, patch me into the PA system for this floor.”

      “Right away, John.”

      He saw an icon appear on the HUD and cleared his throat. “Attention inmates of the first floor. This is Darksite. Right now, there is a riot on the level below, and armed officers on the street above.” John watched the blue light take a left through a closed door. Gesturing, Titan stepped ahead and pulled it open, showing a fire escape. “This is your one, and only warning,” John continued. “If you can leave peacefully, and live peacefully, then you may do so. Causing harm to others, including the police who are attempting to prevent your escape, will anger me. Those of you who stay, will be treated fairly and may gain my help to escape later. The choice is yours.”

      As he finished, a blur shot out of the stairwell. John flinched as a hand swatted his ass, but before he could react it was gone. Aura chimed in with a pop-up and John rolled his eyes at the image of the lithe, dark-haired speedster who just made her exit. And it also told him that the way downstairs was clear.

      “You want to take point?” John asked.

      “Did you mean what you said?” Titan asked back.

      John nodded. “I’m actually a teacher, outside of all this. Taught about the unfairness of the system forcing people into acting like hero’s or being classed automatically as villains.”

      Titan froze, before turning. “Professor Hill?”

      John chuckled, “Yeah, are you…?”

      “Not me,” Titan shook his head. “My ex. She took your class a few years ago. It’s… How we met, actually.”

      John saw a flash of regret on his face and let the question on his lips die. The man had his demons. But if he regretted them, that meant he’d learned from then at least. John patted his elbow, being easier to reach than his shoulder.

      “Come on. If you can bust a few heads, I can tranq the ones that give you trouble.”

      “And what if someone upstairs causes issues?”

      John sighed, “Nothing I can do about that. If the nasty ones downstairs get out, things will get so much worse. I need to get them locked down again and patching in my own generator to get the energy fields working again will help the first part.”

      Titan nodded and led the way down the stairs. There was nobody else around, which John was thankful for. But they could hear voices coming from below. John wondered if Aura was going to lead him down to level three, but the blue light took him to an open door with a body on the other side. It was a woman, opened up like a massive creature with claws had slashed her from chin to groin. Titan paused and looked her over, before shaking his head.

      “Know her?”

      “No,” he sighed. “No, I kept mostly to myself down here.”

      John nodded, putting a note on that. Titan was a big dude with a lot of power. But he was also pretty tame. It would be interesting to talk to his ex and get her story. But that was nothing to do with the current situation. Up ahead looked like a cafeteria. In the middle of the room, was a clump of supers. They were yelling at a group who had surrounded them. John and Titan watched for a few moments, trying to work out what was going on.

      “We need to work together!” A large man with stoney skin shouted.

      “We’re in enough trouble!” Someone from the middle group argued back. “We’re only out of our cells thanks to Deep Blue!”

      I frowned at those words. Deep Blue was a super who had the ability to turn themselves into a body of water. That didn’t sound all that threatening. But when they did it in a public place, destroyed property, drowned people, then it became much worse. Added to that, Deep Blue still retained some motor control. So he could move about as a body of water. If Deep Blue was loose, this wasn’t good.

      “That’s what we’re saying!” The rocky one shouted. “Deep Blue is getting us out!”

      “And then what?” one other retorted. “I’m two weeks from freedom! Then I can rejoin the heroes as an auxiliary!”

      “You want to be one of them?”

      “No!” They laughed. “But it’s better than looking over my shoulder for the rest of my life, or living out in the wilds.”

      There were some grumbles about that, but big and stony wasn’t having it. He growled and pulled back a fist. The first shot took him in the shoulder. Being what he was, John used the rifle, but aimed for a place that hopefully wouldn’t kill him. The shriek of the slug deafened the room, but the explosion of rock and blood was the most surprising thing. The big super screamed out in pain as his arm fell limply at his side. It was still attached, but no longer functions.

      “BACK TO YOUR CELLS!” John roared, lifting the tranq pistol.

      Titan slapped his fists together, and a few of the supers watched him warily as well. So he clearly had some kind of rep in here too. One of them, John, wasn’t sure what side they were on. But they were slender, furred and were a rough approximation to a tiger, launched over the heroes. Their body moved just like a cat as they sprinted towards John and Titan. Titan stepped in to intercept, but the cat dived between his legs. Right into the path of John’s shocky-punchy. The high voltage strike set the cat off. It’s feline shriek sent it into the concrete ceiling where it left a dent. Collapsing to the ground, it twitched as John put a tranq in it for good measure.

      “You heard the man!” One of them shouted. “Let’s go!”

      “Fuck that,” someone else growled. But he too left the room in a hurry.

      The rest moved off without fighting. The big stone guy was grunting in pain on the floor. John moved over and saw that the flesh beneath the stone was already repairing. Which told him that healing was part of the package.

      “You going to be okay?” John asked.

      “Soon as I have my arm back, I’m going to use it to wring your FUCKING NECK!”

      John nodded, before jamming the tranq pistol into the wound. Squeezing the trigger three times for good measure, he left the rock super to his own regeneration.

      “Thank you.”

      John turned and saw a young man with large glasses. They had slipped down his nose and John watched as he pushed them back up.

      “You’re welcome,” John nodded. “Are you going to stay put?”

      He nodded, “Yeah. I’m not a fighter. I’m just really good at making bombs.”

      “You’re the one who wanted to be an auxiliary.”

      The younger man nodded, “Yeah… Do… Do you have any openings?”

      John glanced at Titan and realised that news had spread upstairs. But it must be restricted down here. “I’m sure we can help you out. Just be good for now.”

      The young man nodded, before flashing a nervous smile. As he turned to leave, John spotted Titan staring at him.

      “What?”

      “You didn’t tell him.”

      John shrugged. “Every mad scientist has their thing. I can make a bomb, sure. But if they’re his specialty, I’m sure I can use him.”

      “You’re not going to make a nuke or something, are you?”

      “No,” John shook his head. “A nuke by a mad scientist like him would probably be world ending. Only the crazies make those.”

      “Then what?”

      “Explosives have lots of uses. At the very small end, they can be a propulsion device for certain materials like a gas grenade. On the larger end, you can use an explosive to destroy other explosives.”

      “Just seems dangerous,” Titan sighed.

      “You bent an armoured truck and shoved it down a hallway. I’d argue that if someone like you went rogue and I had to kill you, an explosive would be an easy way to do it.”

      Titan frowned, but nodded in agreement. He was a muscle man, but that didn’t make him dumb. And John couldn’t help but feel some budding respect for the man. He had his morals and wasn’t willing to set them aside. And that meant at the very least, he was honourable.

      With a nod toward the blue line, John led the man into another corridor. This one was straight and led past a shower. Titan diverted to check inside as John continued on. He paused, hearing a scuffle, before a loud thump knocked some dust loose from the ceiling. Moments later, Titan came back out, scowling and with a scratch on his chest.

      “You okay?”

      “Fine,” Titan grumped.

      John nodded and found the navigation light, didn’t want him to go into the block, but into the security booth in front of it.

      “In there,” John pointed.

      Titan stepped around and gripped the door. He grunted as the metal buckled but it came free.

      “Please don’t hurt us.”

      John blinked, seeing two people in uniform. The first was obviously a guard, and she was dressed in body armour as she placed a rifle on the ground beside her. Behind the guard, was a man dressed for maintenance. He quivered in place all the same.

      “I’m not going to hurt you, but I’m sure you could help,” John pointed at the man.

      “If you want hostages-”

      “No hostages,” John cut off the declaration. “Just a guide to whatever is the best use of a powerstation.”

      “Why?” The man frowned.

      “Heroes left, power grid failed, now the villains are loose, right?”

      “Right,” The guard nodded.

      John gestured to the contraption on his back. “This is a portable generator. I plug it into your systems, take control and security comes back online.”

      “You’re going to lock them all up again?”

      “Most of them at least,” John admitted. “I told the small guys upstairs that if they play nice, I’ll let them go.”

      “You can’t!” The guard snapped. “There’s this psychic. He’s-”

      “Dead,” Titan growled. “Already dead.”

      “What he said,” John tilted his head towards the bigger man. “Look, I know where I’m going. But I don’t know if there’s any hidden traps or doors to get through on the way. If you can lead the way, this’ll go much quicker.”

      The two exchanged a look, before the guard sighed. “I’m coming too.”

      John thought about it, then saw the rifle. If it was being used down here with the big villains, that meant it was probably more than just a rifle. There were plenty of mad scientists cooking up new equipment for the Agency.

      “Fine, but follow orders.”

      The two got up and John pointed for them to lead. The security room was a small booth, but it had a back room. It was a self-contained unit, with a kitchenette and some bunks set up. It was clearly designed to be used as a safe house in the event of an attack. But they probably designed it to hold more than just a single guard and the maintenance guy. Over on the wall was a weapons rack, and John detoured to grab one. Titan watched with a slight scowl, so John didn’t even offer. Clipping it to his side, John made sure it wasn’t in the way of the tranq.

      The maintenance guy opened a panel on the wall and gestured. “Down there.”

      John looked at the light and nodded. It was certainly the direction they needed to go. But there was a problem.

      “You’re not going to fit,” John sighed.

      Titan nodded. “You won’t with that thing on your back either.”

      That was a bigger problem. Reaching around, John got a hold of the handle, before Aura released the clamps. The generator swung around under its own weight. The exoskeleton took the weight, but John still staggered sideways before he caught himself. Titan gave him a level stare, but John waved him off.

      “How far is it?”

      “Straight down a couple metres, then we come out in a room a little smaller than this one.”

      “It’s not in the lower level, is it?”

      “No,” the guard chimed in. “That’s much deeper underground. You don’t want to go down there.”

      “I’ll probably have to,” John sighed, before gesturing for them to move.

      Sliding in legs first, John held the generator at the top while he climbed down. The inside of the tunnel was flat and smooth. So John wedged himself back, before tipping the generator so it slid down on top of him. It was then a slow process of climbing down, while holding the generator above. He continued on for a few rungs, before his foot touched something solid.

      “What direction at the bottom?” He called.

      “If you’re facing the ladder, go left.”

      “It’s always left,” John snorted.

      Rolling onto his front, John left the generator balanced on his shoulder. Crawling forward, he let it slide down his back, before depositing it on the floor. Then he dragged it aside and waited for his companions to join him. They didn’t take long, the maintenance guy came first, with the guard following up in the rear.

      “Keep going, I’ll tell you when to stop,” the man called softly.

      John nodded and reached around behind himself to grip the handle and started hauling.
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      “Alright, Aura. How about now?”

      John waited for a few minutes, before the lights above flickered on. John frowned as the room lit up as the glare bothered him.

      “Aura, what’s with the lights?”

      “I now have full control of the facility, John,” Aura replied swiftly.

      “What changed?”

      “The prison has been running in low-power mode since the warden evacuated with the rest of the supers.”

      John groaned, before turning his head. The guard was standing by the maintenance guy. They were chatting softly, and John activated his nanites, giving them a scan.

      “They are both staff of the facility,” Aura confirmed.

      “So why didn’t you two leave?” John turned to face them. When he saw their nervous dispositions, John became suspicious once more. “Look, whatever it is. It’s better you tell me now, then have me trying to clean up the mess it causes later.”

      “We’re part of Succubi’s harem,” the man grumbled.

      “It’s legal,” the guard added with a huff. “Not technically ethical, but legal.”

      “Succubi,” John frowned. “She’s in maximum security, how are you on staff?”

      “That’s part of it,” the guard admitted. “We can only work on the upper levels. We’re taken downstairs on supervised visits so she can… feed.”

      John nodded, seeing them both looking equally uncomfortable.

      “Security footage shows their statements are accurate,” Aura confirmed.

      John let out a breath of air and nodded. “Great, so you two know more about what’s going on downstairs?”

      “No,” the guard admitted. “We were trying to find a way down, but…”

      “You got caught up in all the rest,” John nodded. “What now?”

      The two exchanged a look. “Do you know what’s happening downstairs?”

      John shook his head. “No, but… Do you know how to get there?”
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        * * *

      

      The first thing John noticed as he crawled out of the maintenance hatch, was Titan’s bleeding lip under the flickering ceiling light. The second thing he noticed, was the pained groan from a hunched figure on the far side of the room.

      “You okay?”

      Titan shrugged. “He got a good hit in. I hit him back.”

      John activated the night vision in his helmet and looked at the super. Their body looked like interlocking stone plates. And right in the middle of their chest, it looked like those plates were cracked in concentric rings from the sternum.

      “Do you need medical care?”

      The super shook their head, “Doesn’t. Work.”

      “Can’t get through your skin?”

      The super shook their head slightly, before grimacing in pain.

      John stood and watched the two humans climb out and look over the room. Titan stood aside, aiming to ease their worry. John watched him for a moment. He had respect, was self aware and had enormous self-control.

      “Alright, patch me into the PA system again.”

      The small group, minus the injured super, filed into the guard station proper, where a woman stood in the doorway peeking in.

      “Ah…”

      “Back to your cell,” John gestured.

      “Excuse me?”

      John let Aura take care of aiming properly as he whipped out the tranq pistol. The woman held up her hands and opened her mouth, before the dart thumped into her leg.

      “You, mother…” she paused. “Fuck.”

      To John’s surprise, Titan darted in and caught her before she hit the floor. The woman clung to him and giggled, before she fell limp in his arms. He brought her back into the station and set her in a nearby chair.

      “Ready, John.”

      John cleared his throat. “Attention prisoners. This is Darksite. I am giving you all one final warning, to return to your cells, or I will have you returned.”

      A series of shouts rang out from down the hall. People yelling obscenities, while others tried to call for calm. John looked over the room and sighed.

      “You two, stay here. We’ll come back before we check downstairs. Titan, you’re with me. Aura, you’re in charge of cell doors. Anyone going home, lock them up.”

      “Confirmed.”

      Getting up, John gestured for Titan to step out first. And it was a good thing too, as someone hiding outside the doorway punched him. There was a static discharge that made the villain tense, but not enough to stop him from grabbing whoever it was, and use them to dent the wall. John stepped out of the guard station and looked down at the middle-aged man who was groaning in pain. The wall looked much worse on this side, but John was content knowing that even Titan would struggle to get through. So with a last glance at the two humans, he closed the door, hearing the locks activate. Then, after putting a tranq in the injured super’s leg, they moved on.

      It was like shooting fish in a barrel. John kept the rifle at the ready. Anyone with a serious power needed to be taken down immediately. And if a tranq didn’t do it on the first shot, John wasn’t enough of an altruist to waste a second. Not on this floor.

      “Aura, put a note down to bring some kind of mass communication device next time,” John commented.

      Aura wisely remained silent, so it did not distract John as a shadow shifted from around a food trolley left out. He wasn’t sure it was real at first until it became three dimensional and leaped straight for him. John froze, realising he didn’t have time to raise the tranq, and instead watched the rifle move on its gimbaled axis. Right before Titan’s fist slammed into them. The super cried out as they twisted around the big man’s arm. Their body crumpled mid air, before they flew sideways, smashing into the wall.

      With a sigh, John raised the tranq and put one into the villain. Either they lived, or they would die. Regardless, their suffering wasn’t necessary.

      “I hate this,” Titan grumbled.

      “Please inform Titan that there is only a single group of villains outside their cells. They are holed up in the cafeteria.”

      “Aura says most went back to their cells. There’s only one group up ahead.”

      Titan grunted and marched on.

      “And you’re sure you have them all accounted for?”

      “The ones that remained,” Aura replied.

      John sighed, realising that meant a lot had gotten away as well. “Casualties?”

      “Some,” Aura admitted. “Communication outside the facility is patchy. Several ambulances have been called and they are trying to get the military to intervene.”

      “Great,” John sighed. “Fucking great.”

      “John, would you like my recommendation?”

      John mulled it over for a moment, “Fine, Aura. What do you recommend?”

      “Take over the city.”

      John scoffed, but Aura pressed her advice.

      “Take over. Bring the city under control. Hire prison guards, get the electricity running properly, reestablish communications and uphold the rule of law.”

      “And then what?”

      “John, you teach a class about preserving people’s rights to autonomy. This is a chance to do just that, is it not?”

      John sighed, “But isn’t forcing people to work for me, doing the exact opposite?”

      “If you suggest that telling a qualified electrical engineer, to do their job and receive pay, is forcing? Then yes.”

      “So put myself at the top. Get the ball rolling, under force if necessary. Then let them self govern and hope the heroes come back?”

      “Do you need them back?”

      John opened his mouth to answer an obvious question. But… Did he? Other than animal attacks and the occasional stray villain that came around. More often than not, most of what the heroes really did was fight his robots. Sure there was stuff to do. PR, putting out literal fires. Who needs the jaws of life when someone like Titan can peel a trapped person out of a car. Heroes did good things, they just did them for the wrong reasons. Like trapping teenagers into decade long contracts that violate their freedoms and rights.

      He would have to think on it further. Because the splash of water on his boots distracted him. Remembering someone mentioned Deep Blue was on the loose, John grew concerned. And even Titan was slowing.

      “Come on, we want to chat!”

      Titan glanced back at John, who waved for him to continue. They stepped out the end of the hall and took in the sight before them. A man, who looked like a cross between a cartoon caterpillar blowing smoke rings at a young woman, and a fat alien worm with a taste for golden bikinis. He stood in the centre, with a trio of others around him. The first a woman, who could only be described as a succubus.

      Her body was bright pink, and she only wore a pair of prison issue pants, torn off as high as physically possible. Her breasts were the definition of perfect, which for some odd reason irked John. There was a beauty in imperfection and, for lack of a better description. Succubi was perfect. Her flawless skin, her breast to ass ratio, she was a walking magazine foldout.

      Then there was a man made of metal. Unlike the rock guy back in the guardroom, this one had adaptions. It wasn’t just his skin that was metal. He had large metal spines extending from his back. He even had enormous claws extending from his elbows, sweeping forward making him look like a praying mantis on metallic roidz.

      The last was… Well they were a cloud. Kinda green in colour, but vaguely shaped into that of a human as they floated just off the ground.

      “Darksite,” Deep Blue bowed. “It is an honour to make your acquaintance.”

      John glanced at Titan, who was staring at the four villains. He was holding it together, but Aura’s enhancements took note that he was extremely nervous about being here. And you didn’t need any guesses why. Succubi used powerful mind powers to distract people with her own beauty. The caveat is that she actually needed sex to survive, which was how she apparently had a harem within the city. Other than that power, she was also the most vulnerable. The other three were rather bulletproof, being metal, water and gaseous.

      “Aura?” John asked, looking at the cloud. The pop-ups came, and John read the file. “Unknown name, unknown personal information. Prisoner designation # 1275C. Can form various chemical compounds and can even precipitate. Standard form is a white fog.”

      “I suspect they are currently in a form of chlorine gas,” Aura informed him.

      “Titan,” John nudged the large man. “Cloud is toxic.”

      “Great,” he mumbled.

      “Succubi!” John called. “Two friends of yours. A female guard and a maintenance man. They’re safe, hiding in a guard station.”

      Her mouth dropped, and she hopped lightly, setting her breasts bouncing comically in place. “They stayed?!”

      “I am happy to lead you,” Aura said through the PA system. “I can set waypoints as blinking lights.”

      From her back, sprouted a pair of batlike wings as she swooped over and landed in front of Darksite. Clutching him in a tight hug, she made purring noises.

      “Thank you, thank you thank you!” She squealed.

      “You’re welcome,” John grumbled as pink flesh obscured his vision.

      “Oh, I’ll be good this time,” She nodded.

      “Succubi!” Deep Blue snapped.

      “Oh shut it,” Succubi waved over her shoulder. “My babies stayed behind. I’ll take quality over quantity thank you!” As she turned to head off, she whispered, “flammable.”

      John spotted a light blink down the hall and with a beaming smile, Succubi beat her wings and was off. Deep Blue stood there with his mouth open, while the metal man turned to look at him.

      “What now?”

      That roused his attention and Deep Blue shook his head as he turned his attention back to Darksite and Titan.

      “We’re leaving,” the big man decreed.

      Deep Blue had a common reputation. He was a mass murderer, he committed torture for information against not just his targets, but their families. He was walking destruction, and John was not inclined at all to let him leave. But the other two were mysteries. From the scan of #1275C, he knew they were bad news. Zero communication, they responded violently to being confined, but otherwise went about the city doing as they pleased. Their motives were more aligned to rampant chaos, than anything of real meaning.

      But it was the metal one that had John’s attention. Stag. He liked to fight people. He used to be a hero. Took down a lot of villains until he started ignoring safety concerns. One too many civilian casualties, and he took down one of his fellow heroes. By the time they took him down in return, he had a dozen high-profile murders under his belt. So with a deep breath, John dived into his moniker and stood his ground.

      “I can’t let you do that,” Darksite declared.

      Titan shifted beside him. And John was glad to see him getting ready.

      Deep Blue chuckled. “I wasn’t asking.”

      Stag burst forward. Titan shifted to intercept, but there was enough of a gap that Darksite took a shot with the rifle. The round slammed into the metal super, hard enough he spun to one side with a shower of sparks. But he was up in a flash and moving. This time it was Titan who intercepted, and the two went down in a heap.

      A wave of water burst out in a concentrated wave aimed directly for Darksite. Leaping, he let the anti-gravity generators do their job as he bounced off the ceiling and redirected to the far side of the room. Deep Blue, however, was more than prepared. The wave of water stopped before it hit Stag and Titan, and swirled around the room.

      Darksite watched it coming and sighed. “Aura, if we live through this. I want an airtight suit with a backup oxygen supply.”

      “Confirmed, John.”

      Leaping again, a second blast of water came directly from Deep Blue. The water hit like a firehose, knocking him off course. And with his reduced gravity, the impact sent Darksite spiralling into the ceiling. If not for the helmet, that would have been the end of him. But from the strength of the materials and the exoskeleton absorbing the impact, Darksite was just left slightly rattled.

      “Is that all you have?” Deep Blue frowned.

      Darksite dropped to the floor, landing in a puddle of Deep Blue’s water. “Can hardly fit a giant robot in here.”

      “Even so,” Deep Blue frowned. “I expected… More.”

      Darksite sighed, before water welled up around him. It wrapped around his arms and legs, before dragging him to the ground to crawl on his hands and knees. Darksite turned his head, and he could make out the yellow cloud making its way over to help Stag. If it were true, and #1275C was chlorine based, that would make it an oxidizer. All it needed was a catalyst.

      “Aura, cleaning supplies. Flammable solvents like acetone, turpentine or something like that.”

      Deep Blue sighed, “Let’s try this again.”

      Darksite activated the shocky-punchies on both hands. Immediately, the water became electrified. The suit Darksite wore was electrically inert, and the voltage passed through Deep Blue’s body without restriction. The transparent man floundered, before losing shape. His body collapsed into a complete puddle, before Darksite deactivated the shocky-punchies.

      “Down the hall, second door on the left is cleaning supplies,” Aura chimed in.

      Darksite turned his head and looked back the way they came. A couple lights flicked on and off, telling Darksite exactly where the room was.

      “Oh, fuck,” Deep Blue groaned as his form rippled through the water.

      Scrambling to his feet, Darksite sprinted. Stag and Titan were wresting on the floor. Stag had Titan pinned to the ground, Titan was holding his own. But not well. He was a collection of shallow cuts, bruises and abrasions. Stag wasn’t as strong physically, but his blades were taking their toll. Titan was forced to hold both of Stag’s arms to prevent the metal man clawing him. So Stag wrestled, tossing Titan around, dropping his knee or shoulder into his unarmoured opponent with every opportunity.

      As Darksite approached, he took aim at the metal man and fired a shot into the side of his head. The impact snapped him around and he fell to the floor. Titan gave Darksite a grimace, before moving over to wrestle with his stunned opponent.

      With a final look back at the yellow cloud, Darksite turned towards the door. Like everything in the prison, it was a heavy security door. The lock was sunk into the metal so it couldn’t be broken. But that wasn’t designed to stop a recoilless rifle. Taking aim, Darksite blew the lock out, before kicking the door inward. It swung open showing a man who was part rat, who held up his hands.

      “Aura?”

      “He is not on record as a prisoner.”

      Darksite frowned, despite the rat man not being able to see the expression. “Acetone?”

      “Would turpentine work?”

      The rat man gestured to a bottle beside the door. Darksite leaned in, spotting it behind a locked gate. With a grunt, he used the strength of the exoskeleton to rip the cage open. It was a silly thing. Most supers had some kind of advanced strength, whether telekinesis, outright muscle, or a power-based tool of some kind. If they could break into the cleaning room, the cages would not stop them either.

      Taking the bottle, Darksite turned around to see Deep Blue regaining his form. But the priority was #1275C, who was descending over Stag and Titan. Stag had gotten control over the fight again. Which was evident, by Titan’s rather large gash across his forehead. And with #1275C closing in, time was limited.

      “HEADS UP!”

      Darksite pulled back and pitched the bottle of turpentine at Stag. The metal man tilted his head up to see the bottle pitched at his head. Unsure of its contents, he lowered his head and crouched down over Titan to brace. Which was perfect as Darksite opened fire with the recoilless rifle. The first shot punched through the bottle. It essentially exploded from within. The shockwave of air following the round, tore the bottle into shreds, vaporising the liquid and spraying it about the hallway.

      The subsequent shots, were aimed directly at Stag, who shrugged off the first shot, with a shower of sparks. #1275C must have realised what was happening, as it reared back and started changing colour. But not fast enough, as the turpentine drifted over Stag, it caught alight on the sparks. The flash of fire, combined with whatever #1275C was made of and Darksite felt like a horse had kicked him as he tumbled down the hall.

      When the building stopped shaking, and his ears began to work, Darksite stumbled to his feet. Stag was hunched over where he was, and… Moving oddly. The yellow cloud that was #1275C was nowhere to be seen, and Deep Blue was back to a puddle.

      “Titan!”

      “I can detect two life signs,” Aura chimed.

      Scrambling down the hall, Darksite wanted to check his friend first. As Stag shifted, he feared the worst, until he actually got eyes on it. The metal was torn open, twisted and the flesh beneath was blackened from the heat.

      “Can you get this guy off me?”

      Darksite couldn’t help the chuckle as he squatted beside the big man. He was burned, bleeding, but looked fine for the most part. Turning around, he braced on the metal man’s side and lowered his arms. By turning his hands backwards, he grabbed as low as he could on the metal man, and lifted. He was heavy too. Whatever made his power, kept his weight even after death. Some supers reverted to human form, this guy certainly did not. Which mean the metal was probably more a mutation than a power. His power must have been what kept him alive.

      “Oh shit,” Titan grunted.

      He crawled out, and Darksite dropped the metal corpse. Moving over to help Titan, Darksite could see his various injuries. Apart from the cuts and the burns, Titan was missing a finger on his right hand, and half his entire left hand. That injury ran up his arm to the elbow, leaving the bone exposed.

      “You just rest up, buddy,” Darksite patted his shoulder on a less bloody spot.

      “Did you just call me buddy?”

      Darksite chuckled. “You trusted me so far. After this, I owe you one.”

      Titan snorted, before groaning. “Then do me a favour and don’t make me laugh. Whatever you did kicked the shit out of me.”

      Darksite grinned and stood up, before checking around the area. The puddle that was Deep Blue was pouring through some cracks in the concrete. He knew the villain was gone. Even if he hit him with the shocky-punchies again, the villain would just seep through under gravity.

      “I heard an explosion.”

      Darksite turned and saw three people. Succubi and her two harem members, who looked rather tousled. As if it weren’t obvious enough what they were doing in there.

      “How many more were downstairs?”

      “Dead,” Succubi shrugged. “Well… All except Worm.”

      “Shit, I thought he was dead.”

      “Nope,” Succubi sighed. “Probably should be. When they went to low power, he thawed out and broke free. That’s what tipped Deep Blue off to the power grid and he got the rest of us. Then it was all, join him or die and…” She looked around. “You know the rest.”

      Worm was bad news. For such a weird name, worm was a thirty foot long monster. He could chew through just about anything, was bulletproof, could hold his breath for hours and had a level of strength unmatched by just about anyone. He spent his time tunnelling through the earth, bursting out to eat animals and occasionally people. They hunted him at first, as a monster. Until he was caught and the world discovered he was a villain when he shouted obscenities on national television.    

      Darksite nodded along, before spotting the guard hovering over Titan with some medical equipment. He sighed, thinking about the inherent dangers involved with letting succubi run free and made a decision.

      “Look, my plan is to take over the city,” he started.

      Succubi raised an eyebrow, “I… Don’t do teams. Was never my thing.”

      “No,” Darksite chuckled. “The heroes are gone. Their idea was if something happened, they leave and the villains in prison riot. The heroes come back and mop up the survivors later on.”

      “Wonderful,” Succubi sighed. “And how does taking over the city work out if they’re coming back?”

      “I’m going to make sure the city doesn’t fall apart. I’m going to sort out the power, fix communications and reinstate this prison.”

      “And?” Succubi frowned, looking uncomfortable at the idea of being put back behind bars.

      “And, I could do with some allies,” Darksite admitted. “I’m not looking to team up. But if you keep your nose clean and stamp out any villains that come knocking wherever you end up, I’d greatly appreciate it.”

      “I didn’t expect that offer.”

      “I’m going to offer it to him as well,” Darksite nodded at Titan.

      “What?” He grunted back.

      “Once I get you patched up first. Think of it like duke and duchess of the city, while I’m the king.”

      “Who made you king?”

      “Apparently I did when I killed Pinnacle.”

      That made her stop, before she frowned.

      “Look, I don’t want trouble. When things don’t turn out like the heroes planned, they’re going to come back and start hunting whoever’s in charge. At that point, I’m probably going to go live in the woods or something, let them have the city. For now though, I don’t want anyone burning it to the ground.”

      “The world thinks you’re some big scary mad scientist,” Succubi nodded. “You talk a big game though, so we’ll see how it turns out.”

      Stepping closer, Darksite held out his hand. She looked at it for a moment before smirking. She reached out and grasped his gauntlet and they shook hands gently.

      “The building is surrounded by police who are a little to gun-happy. If you hang around, I can get you out.”
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        * * *

      

      John could see the prison just a block over. It was a strange experience letting people into his lair for the first time. Thanks to Aura, he knew Succubi hadn’t poked around too much. She checked out the place while Titan sat with the humans in the dock. But she hadn’t pried more than checking out what room was for what.

      As for getting out. That was simple enough. Cloak, anti-gravity and run. By the time the police spotted the shape moving through the light, he was already leaping through the air. To compound things, the external PA system for the prison started playing a pre-recorded message.

      “The Prison is now under the control of Darksite. Hiring of additional guards will begin by morning. I repeat, the prison is now under the control of Darksite.-”

      John heard the scrape of claws on bricks. Turning his head, he watched in the darkness. He was on a roof, near to the prison. Still cloaked, he was taking a moment before returning to his lair. Titan, Succubi and the others were already long gone. But until he did something more permanent about the power situation, he couldn’t leave without risking the prisoners getting loose again.

      As he watched, a slim figure came over the edge of the building. John immediately recognised it was a woman. She moved on all fours as she sniffed softly. Her hair draped down around her, hiding her face and John noticed the feline tail that flicked from side to side. His first instinct was that the cat villain from the prison got out again, but… As he watched, he realised she still had very human proportions and very little fur. Her hands still looked human, though her feet were digitigrade paws.

      She moved along, sniffing, and John silently grasped the tranq pistol. She hadn’t behaved aggressively yet, but he wasn’t about to take a chance. If she weren’t a villain, she was likely a hero. Which meant they were acting quicker than he first thought. Raising the gun, John watched her pause just outside of arm’s reach. She sniffed softly, before standing up on her two hind legs.

      Dropping the stealth field, Sabrina’s eyes went wide, seeing the gun in her face. She held up her hands and took half a step back.

      “Are you going to shoot me, Mr. Hill?”
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      “Sabrina?”

      She gave him a toothy smile and cocked her head. “I gotta say Mr. Hill, I don’t like being on the end of this thing.”

      John blinked, then quickly lowered his weapon. She was close enough, if she wanted to attack him, she probably would have already. And even if she did, John still had his tricks.

      “Thank you,” she growled cutely.

      John blinked again as he gave her a once over. She was still very much the Sabrina he remembered from class. Long brown hair, five feet tall with green eyes. A skintight outfit that hugged her curves emphasised her slender body. Her feet were bare, and were an odd mix of human and feline, to go along with her hands. There was even a tail flicking around behind her. But it was her face that drew John’s eyes. She blinked slowly, and John watched her pupils retract into feline slits for a heartbeat. And perched atop her head, were a pair of furred ears that twitched with the sounds of the night.

      “You like what you see?” She asked.

      John took a deep breath and activated his scan. And for the first time since he had met her, he got confirmation.

      “What are you?”

      “At the moment, kinda hungry,” she grinned, showing a set of pointed teeth.

      John shook his head. “Sabrina-”

      “Mr. Hill.”

      John blinked at her whining tone. Before shaking his head as she giggled softly. “I’m serious.”

      “So am I,” Sabrina shrugged. “You have no idea how hungry I get when I’m like this.”

      John chewed his lip for a moment, before freezing. Sabrina must have spotted him tense as she took a step back as John half-heartedly raised the pistol once more.

      “Sabrina?”

      She swallowed nervously and nodded her head. “Yes, Professor?”

      “Sabrina, how did you find me?”

      She trembled at the tone of his question. John raised the pistol a little higher, while activating the scanner once more to see if Aura could detect any signalling devices.

      “I’m like you,” she mewled.

      John grit his teeth at her words. But then he saw a tear roll down her cheek. He frowned. It was possible to cry on demand, wasn’t it?

      “Remember when I bumped into you on transition day?”

      John nodded. He sure did remember. All the unfamiliar faces, names and capes walking around on campus. It was nerve-wracking.

      “I was following your scent,” she sniffed as she wiped her eye. “I was scenting if there were any supers in hiding, while cross-referencing who they were with government records. And then I bumped into you.”

      “You walked right into me,” John frowned.

      Sabrina nodded. “I was so caught up on chasing the scent, and you didn’t register on the database. I got so flustered, I just… Didn’t stop.”

      “How do I know you aren’t a hero playing double agent?”

      Sabrina smiled and wiped away another tear. “I don’t know.”

      John slumped his shoulders, lowering the tranq pistol again. She was right. There was very little she could to prove she wasn’t working with the enemy. It was her word against his and all he had to go on, was that she was in his class.

      “Aura, pull up her file.”

      “Certainly, John.”

      “Is that your AI?” Sabrina asked softly.

      John nodded without speaking. He left Aura in control of the suit, ready to aim and shoot if necessary. But he put effort into reading her file.

      “Sabrina Heary. Nineteen and a straight-A student. Most notably with extra credits in biology, chemistry and mathematics.”

      “I also play the cello,” she offered.

      John nodded as Aura updated the file to include that little titbit. “It also says your parents died when you were seven, and you were raised by a family friend. Thomas Evans,” John continued. “Says he’s a pharmacist.”

      “He’s not at your level. But he gave me a good start in life.”

      John nodded, before looking through the rest of her file. It was solid. She was a regular girl, then a regular teen. She grew up under the tutelage of a man who was as ordinary as everyone else. It was possible someone could have done a con job. It could all be fabricated. John’s brother could have done it. Each mad-scientist had their speciality after all. His brother was information. Collection, distributions, storage. No detail was too large or too small, which made this whole situation so bizarre.

      “So how did you get past the test?” It was a question he needed to know the answer to. Getting past those scanners was the most nerve-wracking thing he had ever done.

      “I suppressed my markers.”

      John blinked slowly, “You what?”

      Sabrina bit her lip and twiddled her fingers together as her tail lashed from side to side. “I identified the genome responsible for the transmission of powers. I took a sample of my own DNA, and synthesised a drug that would bind to the protein, making it temporarily unresponsive to the scans.”

      John frowned, “I think I need a better explanation than that.”

      “And I need something to eat. So, if you’re not going to kill me, can we go somewhere and talk?”

      John blinked then looked down at the pistol. “This wouldn’t kill you. It fires a tranquilliser. Aura?”

      “John, I have already taken liberties and designed a floor plan for your new living arrangement. This includes a kitchen, though you will need to stock it beyond the rations you have in storage.”

      That made sense at least. Aura had access to drones and commercial grade printing facilities. But she couldn’t print a loaf of bread, or a side of salad. The more surprising part was Aura’s liberal use of the machinery to begin with. They had barely discussed what they would need, and yet now apparently Aura was building him a whole home.

      “Would anything even be open?” John looked around.

      Sabrina’s face dropped for a moment, before she let out a noise. “Can you get down to the ground, or do I need to carry you or something?”

      “I can get down,” John sighed.

      “Great, there’s a mini-mart I passed on my way here.”

      John nodded, before setting a waypoint for the location of the base entrance. It needed to remain behind to act as a power conduit to the prison. But it also meant he lacked a portable base if he needed to escape something. John noted he would need to find a permanent place to set up where he could live in obscurity. Taking out the power grid would be an easy way to shut the city down and let the villains still within the prison run rampant. Only through his direct involvement did he keep things under control, so staying close would serve a double purpose.

      “Coming?”

      John blinked and turned his head to spot Sabrina on the ledge of the building. She gave a smile, before pitching off the edge. John gasped and sprinted over, before spotting her grinning face as she stood on the fire escape below.

      “Please don’t do that,” John sighed.

      “Awww, you care,” Sabrina giggled, as she swung down to the next level.

      John rolled his eyes, before stepping off the ledge. With the help of Aura, he drifted down at a safe speed, passing Sabrina who gaped at him.

      “That’s cheating!”

      “Keep up,” he shot back.

      It was a close thing, as Sabrina rushed down the stairs. To John’s surprise, she didn’t climb all the way down. Instead, she leaped from the second storey, landing beside him a fraction of a second before John touched down on the pavement.

      “I won!” She danced around in circles.

      John watched her, wondering at her obvious delight. He had always been comfortable answering her questions in class. Sabrina had been a dedicated student, and he wondered where life would take her. But watching her dance around looking like a hybridised cat was so far from expectations it bordered absurdity.

      “What?”

      John blinked, realising she had caught him staring at her. “Sorry. Are you ready to go?”

      “Yeah,” she nodded, suddenly looking nervous. “It was this way.”

      John followed along as she sprung down the road. He admired how she moved. Depending on what she was doing, she swapped from two legs to all four. And she was extremely active, which told John that her hunger was likely because of a faster metabolism. He also thought she likely slept a lot. But there were so many questions he had. And she wasn’t willing to answer them for the time being, so instead, John concentrated on keeping up.

      They didn’t go far. But that didn’t mean they didn’t have a bit of fun doing it. Sabrina moved like a liquid. Flowing through her movements in a way that John couldn’t help but watch. Whether running across the road, or leaping up to spring off a tree to run across the top of a nearby storefront. He did his best, moving with a series of low jumps, propelled along by the anti-gravity generators. Unfortunately for him, he was also mid air when Sabrina whirled around at the front of a store.

      John sailed through the air, before landing and walking back to a smirking Sabrina. “I win again.”

      “What a catastrophe,” John shook his head.

      Sabrina grinned and turned around, before sticking out her butt. With her tail flicking around, she winked. “How about a cat ass trophy?”

      John stepped around, ignoring the remark. She was his student, not a sex object. Besides, they had some shopping to do. The store however, was closed with the lights off.

      “So, got a different plan?”

      “Nope!” Sabrina giggled.

      Darting over to the door, she pulled open a small pouch on the back of her wrist and pulled out a few tools. John watched in amusement as she expertly picked the lock.

      “Regular cat burglar,” he joked.

      “You laugh about the cat puns, but you should feel my tongue,” she looked over her shoulder and shot him a wink. “I have.”

      John was extremely thankful he was wearing his helmet as he blushed furiously. But Sabrina didn’t continue, as the lock shifted and she let out a happy sigh.

      “Let’s go!”

      John strode in behind her as the lights turned on. Assuming Aura had things under control, the two of them meandered into the store. It only had basics, but there was just about whatever you needed. Milk, coffee, some vegetables, meats and pre-packaged foods. John took a basket and started grabbing things at random. Sabrina joined, but she was far more selective with her choices, heading straight to the meat section, while John stopped in front of the snacks. And when he had enough, he had Aura hack the till and deposit funds to pay for it all and gestured for them to leave.

      They waited only long enough for Sabrina to re-lock the door. After the looter incident, John wasn’t all that keen on leaving it open. Regardless of the situation, he wanted order to remain the priority. The prisoners would go hungry for the night, no doubt. But that was something he would fix in the morning, and he doubted any would have serious issues before then. Only Deep Blue gave him pause. The violent, sociopathic super-villain was on the loose. His ability to literally seep through cracks made him difficult to track, let alone capture. It would be the first thing on his list once things settled down.

      For now, John carried the groceries, while Sabrina following him back to the rooftop. He carried them up with a jump aided by Aura, while Sabrina used those fantastic claws of hers to scale the building. He watched with some amusement, before reaching the roof. And after settling down, Sabrina joined him.

      “Alright, I need to touch you.”

      “You only have to ask,” She giggled.

      John rolled his eyes as he transferred the shopping to one hand and fished out the base entry device. “You might feel a little discomfort, but you get used to it.”

      “I’ll be fine.”

      John nodded and rested his hand on her arm, before opening the device. It scanned him in a moment and pulled him into the base. John dropped into the loading dock, before blinking in shock. In one hand, he held the shopping, while in the other, he held Sabrina’s empty sleeve.

      “Oh, shit!”

      Placing the shopping down, John rushed into the exit, bursting out onto the roof, where a surprised, and blushing Sabrina stood completely nude before him. She held her chest with both hands as she stood with her legs crossed.

      “Ummm.”

      “I guess that wasn’t supposed to happen?” She smiled nervously.

      “No,” John gulped. “Ah, do you?”

      She held out her hand, letting one pointed nipple peak between her fingers. John tried not to stare, as he took her hand and reactivated the device. It scanned once more, and this time the two of them thumped into the loading dock.

      “Wow,” Sabrina looked around. “This place is huge!”

      John thought about correcting her on the reality of how it all worked. It looked large from this scale. But its actual size was pretty diminutive, even before being shrunk down. But the more pressing concern on his mind, was the nude woman standing beside him.

      “Yes, well. We can do a tour later.”

      She frowned, before freezing. “Um… Yeah.”

      John turned his back as she bent over and collected her suit from the floor and proceeded to dress as quickly as possible. He held position until he heard a polite cough. With a deep breath, John bent over and collected the groceries once more, before turning to face her.

      “Follow me and stick close.”

      Sabrina did just that, sticking to his side as John walked onto the elevator platform. She flinched when it suddenly moved and Aura’s voice echoed through the loading dock.

      “Welcome home, John. And welcome Sabrina. It’s wonderful to meet you in person.”

      “Hello, Aura is it?” Sabrina asked as the elevator followed the track around the wall of the loading dock.

      “Indeed. I am responsible for security and basic functions within this facility. If you need anything, you need only ask.”

      John listened in and once again wondered how advanced the AI really was. He had built her with open-ended programming as a young man. Without a clear direction on what he was going to do for the rest of his life, he figured it would be better to let her learn and adapt on her own, rather than constrain her to a set of specific tasks. But this was the first time the AI had ever interacted with someone directly before. And she seemed rather adept at it.

      “So, do you want to talk now, or after dinner?” John asked.

      Sabrina gave him a small smile. “How about we go in turns?”

      “Sure,” John grinned as the elevator raised into the control centre.

      As the elevator paused, John looked around, before spotting the newly installed doorway on the empty side of the room.

      “Wow, what is all this?” Sabrina asked.

      “My control centre,” John waved a hand at the bank of computer monitors. “Basically, my version of a high-tech surveillance system. I can see and control most of this facility from here, as well as accessing wireless signals to see outside as well.”

      “Wow,” Sabrina stared. “And-”

      “And it’s my turn for a question,” John laughed as he headed for the doorway.

      “Aww,” Sabrina jogged quickly to catch up.

      “What is your power?”

      Sabrina sighed, “You’re going all hot and heavy from the start, huh?”

      “You know my power,” John shrugged. “It’s only fair.”

      Sabrina nodded, “I’m like you.” John frowned and slowed, but Sabrina nudged him onwards as they stepped into what looked like a living room. A large couch, big enough to sit a dozen or more people. In front of it, was a space for a projector mounted in the ceiling. The kitchen was on the other side and looked large enough to be in a small restaurant. Even the refrigerator was massive. Which was the first stop.

      And as John opened the doors, he sighed as he realised it was big enough to walk into. “Aura, do I really need all this space?”

      “John, I have provided ample space based on available materials, time and public opinion.”

      Before John could question what she meant by that, a series of pop-ups appeared before him. They ranged from online dating requests, to poetry written via social media, artwork and even one dedicated young man who had written a song praising the size of his equipment.

      “Aura!” John sighed. “Alright, enough, let me out!”

      The suit popped, opening from the front as the exoskeleton peeled the armour away. As the helmet went up, John took a deep breath as the cold air of the refrigerator hit him.

      “Shit,” John pulled his feet from the boots.

      Giving himself a quick shake, John turned and spotted Sabrina staring at him. She gave a bright smile, before plucking the bags out of the suit’s hand and started to rummage.

      “I can cook, you put these away,” She offered.

      John nodded slowly, before accepting the bag. Sabrina had taken some microwaveable vegetables and a pair of steaks. John took the rest and set the whole lot on a nearby shelf.

      “Aura, can you take the suit out?”

      “Certainly, John,” she replied through the PA system.

      The suit closed up, before stiffly walking out of the refrigerator and down into the control room.

      “So,” Sabrina called as she dug through a cupboard for the equipment she needed.

      “So?”

      “You asked about my power?”

      John chuckled and nodded. “Yes. Yes, I did, and you gave me a vague answer.”

      “As long as you remember,” she laughed, straightening up while holding a frying pan.

      John didn’t bother commenting on the equipment. He knew that most of it was retrofitted by Aura. Even the refrigerator was rather basic equipment. Only the finer detailed equipment like the electronics inside his suit needed him to install them. Though he was surprised at the depth of the equipment, she had installed and provided.

      “What’s your specialty?”

      John blinked, before smirking. “I’m not certain,” he admitted. “I used to think it was robotics, but… Aura has been giving me troubles lately.”

      “Troubles, how?” Sabrina asked, setting the frying pan over an electric burner before turning to the unopened pile of groceries she had collected.

      John sighed, before glancing up at the ceiling. Truth be told, cameras were only in specific places. But Aura had sensors everywhere. “Troubles like acting independently, giving advice and acting almost as if she had an agenda.”

      “My agenda is your wellbeing, John,” Aura announced.

      Sabrina giggled, “That’s comforting. At least she’s loyal.”

      John nodded, “What about you? You said you were like me, but I have a hard time wrapping my head around your outward appearance. So what’s your specialty?”

      Sabrina, frowned and stood still for a moment. John watched as the ears pulled back into her head, while her claws retracted and her hands went back to normal human. Even the fur, that John noted was a dark ginger, was gone.

      “Genetics,” she smiled, looking over her skin.

      “Genetics?” John gaped. “What, did you splice feline DNA into yourself or something?”

      “Mhm,” Sabrina smiled. “Also that’s two questions.”

      John blinked as his mind whirled. But he held his tongue. “Sorry, I just…”

      “I know,” she nodded as she seasoned the two steaks, before checking the heat of the pan. “It’s actually nice to be able to talk about it. Thomas… He wouldn’t understand.”

      “If you’re capable of this, you… You could change the world. You could cure cancer, genetic diseases.”

      “I could,” she nodded. “And now that I won’t be forced into working for the Agency, maybe I’ll be able to.” John froze, but Sabrina giggled. “So, first of my two questions. How do you like your steak?”

      John blinked at the question and shook his head. “I… Medium rare is fine.”

      “Good answer,” Sabrina nodded, placing the meat into the pan. “Preserves the natural flavour of the meat, while allowing a good sear.”

      “I never really thought about it,” John admitted. “What’s your second question?”

      “Am I attractive?” John froze like a deer in the headlights. “Because I’ll be honest. I’m hoping the old ‘way to a man’s heart is through his stomach’ rings true. Cos running around in my cat form really gets my blood pumping, and I ran out of batteries three days ago and could really go for a nice hard fuck later.”

      “You’re my student!”

      “I’m a grown ass woman!” She shot right back. “And my grown ass woman’ness wants dick. And I’d really appreciate it to be attached to someone I can connect with at an intellectual level.”

      “That, hardly seems like a good enough reason to have sex!”

      Sabrina shrugged. “Then how about for mutual enjoyment? It’s not the nineteen-fifties any more. You’re literally a supervillain who’s taken over the city, and I’ve been crushing hard for months now. Least you could do it toss a girl a bone.”

      “I can’t believe I’m having this conversation,” John groaned.

      “Neither am I,” Sabrina sighed. “I figured I’d just open my legs, and you’d dive right in.”

      “Sabrina-”

      “Professor!”

      John flinched, “I just…”

      Sabrina blew out some air as she nodded. “I get it. Let’s just enjoy the meal and…”

      John sighed as she tapered off. They shared an awkward moment, before John looked around. “Can… I help with anything?”

      “Nah,” Sabrina sighed, picking up the bag of vegetables. “Microwave is easy.”

      The two of them drifted into light chatter as Sabrina watched over the steak. Turning it occasionally, she made sure to get a nice crust on it, before serving up on a set of white plates. John just watched the equipment come out and wondered how Aura had managed it all. It was one thing to see metal and plastic components installed and ready for use. But the plates were ceramic. Ceramic would have taken hours to fire and cool, and that’s if he had the facilities to do so to begin with. That doesn’t even take into account the glaze.

      “What are you thinking about?”

      “Aura put this all together since this morning. I can understand how she built the furniture. But not how she made a plate,” he tapped the plate in question with a fork.

      Sabrina frowned, before turning the plate over. And right on the bottom was a sticker. “She didn’t.”

      “We can discuss it later, John.”

      John sighed. She had checked her files that morning. This was slowly getting out of hand. But now wasn’t the time to investigate as Sabrina served up their meal.

      “Usually you’d let the steak sit, but I’m hungry,” she shrugged as she started eating.

      “Thanks for the meal.”

      “You’re welcome,” she grumbled, before taking a bite.

      John did the same, regretting the mood. He wasn’t sure how to fix it, so for the meantime, he focussed on eating. The meat was tender and cooked perfectly. The vegetables were… Standard fare from a packet in the microwave. But it was food, and it went down quickly.

      “You got a shower in here?” Sabrina asked as she finished up.

      “Ah-”

      “There is a bathroom attached to the bedroom,” Aura interrupted.

      John looked over and at the other side of the apartment, opposite the entrance to the control room, a hidden panel slid open.

      “Nice work,” John nodded.

      “It doubles as a panic room,” Aura added.

      “You go first,” Sabrina smiled.

      “I feel like I have dishes to do,” John frowned.

      Sabrina shook her head and collected his plate. “This is your place. You go get yourself cleaned up. Then we can decide where I’m sleeping.”

      John wanted to argue, but the glare he received in response made him change his mind. He wasn’t used to dealing with women, but even he knew not to anger one. Following her instructions, John strolled across the room and into the main bedroom. There was an attached robe, large enough for several people, or a Sherman tank. He ignored that for now, before shaking his head at the oversized bed floating in the middle of the room. Literally floating.

      John turned away and headed through an open door to the side of the room. It separated in two directions. The first was a separate toilet, and the second, an enormous bathroom.

      “Aura…”

      “Is it not satisfactory?”

      John shook his head in defeat and strode into the room. At one end, was a heated spa to soak in. At the other was a shower large enough to lie down in. Hanging outside the shower already was a set of towels, and John let out a small sigh.

      “Is there a laundry?”

      In response, a hatch opened in the wall. John didn’t need telling twice and stripped off his clothing. Stuffing it into the chute, he stepped into the shower. The water started immediately and John tested it to find it was the most comfortable temperature.

      “Your preferences have already been logged via the nanites in your body.”

      “Thank you Aura,” John sighed as he looked over the set of nozzles available to him.

      Selecting the one for shampoo, John started cleaning. Scrubbing his hair always felt good. And that’s when his mind switched to Sabrina. Her slim, petite body in the evening. The shy way she stared as he took her hand. He felt himself harden and leaned against the wall. Collecting some soap, John scrubbed himself down, before paying a little extra attention to himself.

      “Thinking of me, I hope?”

      John jumped, but a clawed hand pressed him back into the wall. The water coming down made it hard to open his eyes, but he stuttered as a second hand gripped his cock.

      “Y’know, I’ve never had a real one,” Sabrina giggled. “Lucky for you, this kitty doesn’t mind getting wet.”

      “Sabrina, we shouldn’t,” John protested, still struggling to look at her through the falling water.

      But it was like the entire ceiling was the showerhead and he couldn’t quite escape it without staring straight down. And when he did, she was on her knees with her tongue out. She stroked her hand up, making him quiver. It had been so long since he had been touched. And most of those times, he’d paid for the experience.

      “Can I suck your dick, Professor Hill?” she asked, looking up at him. “I’ll do anything for an A.”

      John was torn with indecision. On one side of things, she was entirely correct. She was an adult, capable of her own decisions. She was also insanely hot, and the focus of more than one shameful fantasy. On the other, she was his student, and there were ethics to consider. And all those thoughts vanished as her tongue lapped the underside of his cock. John gasped as she giggled softly.

      “How about this, you tell me if you want to stop?”

      John frowned, as she opened her mouth, but did not try to stop her as she closed her lips over the head. Stroking back and forth with her mouth, John groaned and reached towards her. She slowed, watching his hands come close, but John, rather than grab her, gently stroked one of her ears. Sabrina shivered in pleasure, before continuing. John’s cock twitched as the rough surface of her tongue provided stimulation. He grit his teeth as she made small noises and gasped as she purred.

      John ran his fingers through her hair, touching her ears and doing all he could to distract himself. But it was all for naught as he felt his orgasm bubbling up.

      “Sabrina,” he gasped. “Sabrina, I’m gonna…”

      She pulled away for a moment and smiled. “Kitty wants her cream.”

      John gaped as she took him back in her mouth and purred frantically. She used one hand to cup his balls, massaging gently, while the other hand snaked up to grip his shaft. As she suckled on the head, she rotated her hand, giving short, firm strokes.

      “Oh fuck,” John groaned.

      Sabrina mewled as his seed sprayed into her mouth. John clung to the wall desperately as she continued to milk his orgasm. She didn’t let up for even a moment as he fired pulse after pulse into her mouth. Until finally, when he had no more to give, John slumped down the wall to sit before her. She pulled back, before lifting her chin. John, through the falling water, watched the way her throat moved, before she smacked her lips.

      “That tasted way better than I thought it would.”

      John slumped against the wall, listening to a series of sexy giggles, and took a deep breath.

      “You know damn well you were already getting an A.”
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      Something brushed John’s nose. It was soft, and ticklish, making him pull a face. Reaching up, his fingers brushed something else soft. But, there shouldn’t be anything in his bed that would be quite that soft. His duvet was cotton, but this was like a fluffy…

      John opened his eyes, confused at his surroundings. Not only was he not on a bed. But he wasn’t even in his apartment. He was on the newly installed couch, within his base and…

      “Gonna get a girl all riled up and leave her, huh?”

      John blinked and looked up. Sabrina was curled up on the couch. Literally curled, like a cat. The soft he’d touched was the fur at the base of her tail. While it flicking around, must have brushed his face.

      “Morning,” John groaned as he stretched and kicked off the blanket.

      “Don’t just ‘morning’ me!” Sabrina growled.

      John sighed as he rubbed his eyes. After their… shower. Things hadn’t gone well. Post nut clarity came in like a wrecking ball and the mood for the rest of the night was awkward. Even more so, when after eating, John insisted on Sabrina taking the bed. Much to his surprise, when both Sabrina and Aura expressed dissatisfaction for the idea.

      “I was cold, and there was nobody for me to cuddle,” she pouted, rolling over and stretching.

      It would have been an entertaining vision seeing her on her back, arms overhead while she pointed her toes straight down. Except she was as nude as she was in the shower and John quickly turned away rather than staring at the neat little slit between her legs.

      Slipping off the couch, John wandered back into the bedroom and sighed at the neatly made up bed. He didn’t even want to think about the fact she hadn’t even tried it. Despite everything that had happened, she was still his student. There were ethics to consider. Wasn’t there?!

      “You’re thinking too much, John.”

      John sighed and raised a middle finger to the ceiling.

      “John, that is a biological impossibility.”

      “You know what I mean,” John groused as he approached the walk in robe.

      Checking inside, he found the clothing hung up on the rail closest to the door, by a shelf with his shoes and some underwear. He thought about complaining about the size of the room. But he knew Aura was up to something. He had always figured she was more than she let on. But it was only now that things had changed that it seemed like she had developed a personality of her own. And that was equal parts worrying, and extremely exciting for the mad scientist.

      But that would have to be something he would explore later. For now, he had work to do. Thankfully, he was an early riser, so there was plenty of time. With a pair of slacks, a button-up shirt and a second glance at a tie, John walked back out as Sabrina finished zipping the back of her suit up.

      “Ah… Sorry. Do you want to borrow something clean to wear?”

      Sabrina shook her head. “While I’d love to wear one of your shirts, I’d rather it be after a long hard session of having my ankles forced behind my head while you rail me. Also, I hadn’t worn it long enough to get all sweaty and gross, so I’ll be fine for now.”

      John blinked slowly and let out a sigh. “Look-”

      “What’s the plan today? I heard a broadcast last night.”

      “That,” John shook his head at the obvious change of subject. “Yeah. That. I need to go out there. Hopefully nobody is going to shoot at me and I can get the prison sorted out.”

      “Then what?”

      “Then… I suppose I need to state my intentions for the city,” John frowned.

      “They’ll probably have cameras at the prison,” Sabrina pointed out.

      “Probably,” he agreed.

      “So?”
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        * * *

      

      Sabina sighed as John once again evaded her fingers. The morning crowd watched them warily. A few people gave Sabrina the once over. And John couldn’t blame them. Despite his ethical dilemma, he wasn’t immune to how absolutely gorgeous she was. And the cat ears for whatever reason just made him want her more. For now though, he collected his latte, before handing the double-shot, choc-caramel, extra-hot flat-white, cinnamon dusted, monstrosity to his cat girl companion.

      She rolled her eyes at the look he gave her. But it was a far cry from the look everyone else gave them. On any other day, it was just a coffee shop. But the looks on the faces of both the staff and customers had everyone on edge. It was just around the corner from the store the two of them had visited the night before. Their arrival hadn’t gone unnoticed either. Outside, there was a police car. The officer inside was on the phone, frantically speaking to someone and gesturing towards them.

      John rolled his eyes and turned to Sabrina. “That suit of yours stop bullets?”

      “No,” She frowned. “That…”

      “Maybe-”

      “I’ll stand behind you,” She nodded.

      “I didn’t think they’d be this quick about it,” John mused as he looked at the nearby businesses.

      “The power being back on?”

      “Yeah,” John nodded. “They must have worked through the night. Divert power from the prison into the nearby grid and isolate it bit by bit to see how much load it could handle.”

      “That is pretty clever,” Sabrina agreed as they walked in silence for a few moments.

      “Sabrina…”

      “Professor-”

      “John, Sabrina,” John sighed. “Call me John.”

      Sabrina smiled. “John. I… I don’t really have much of anything I would rather do than stand beside you.”

      “And what if Thomas sees you?”

      Sabrina shrugged. “He’s going to find out one way or another.”

      “That’s, not really an answer.”

      “Neither is some vague notion of a supervillain with ethical concerns regarding his legal responsibilities to rail a woman after she sucks his dick. But here we are.”

      John heard a loud snort, and turned his head to see an old woman clutching her sides in laughter, while her husband refused eye contact with them both. Turning back to Sabrina, she gave him a level stare, and John swallowed.

      “That-”

      “If you’re about to call that a mistake. Then I’m going to bite you. Really hard.”

      “I will open the suit to allow this action,” Aura stated.

      “Whose side are you on?” John growled with frustration.

      “Yours, John,” Aura replied evenly. “I am, and always will be looking out for your best interests.”

      “By allowing me to get bitten?”

      “By promoting healthy relationships with your colleagues.”

      John frowned, “She’s not my colleague. She’s my student.”

      “She is a grown woman who doesn’t appreciate you talking about her like she isn’t here,” Sabrina growled.

      “She is also your intellectual equal, but by her own admission, far more accomplished as a biologist than you are. Being your student, at worst, is a technicality. She displays all the hallmarks of a fertile-”

      “Yaaa lalalala!” John shook his head. “I don’t need to hear about how fertile she is.”

      “Not right now, but I’d totally have kittens for you, Mr. Hill.”

      John stumbled on a section of uneven footpath and Sabrina giggled madly. Ending the conversation without a word, John could see the line of officers up ahead. They had cordoned off the prison and there was a group of pedestrians standing around watching with their phones out.

      The officer in the car must have been calling ahead. Because a team in riot gear pressed towards them. John frowned, seeing them shoving civilians back and increased his pace.

      “Hey!” John shouted, but the riot squad seemed to become more animated. “HEY!”

      John activated his suit and leaped high into the air. He carried on with a slow arc as Aura informed him. “PA system active, John.”

      “STOP!”

      The crowd flinched as John sailed overhead, landing behind the first row of officers.

      “Enough of this!” He shouted again.

      “Ah, Darksite, sir. We were clearing room for-”

      “And I said to stop!” John shouted. “These people are civilians! I was walking over with coffee! There was no need for the riot squad!”

      “Sir,” The officer stepped back.

      John shook his head and hoped he had a superior to talk to. If that was the quality of the men on the force, John was going to be making some changes. Turning back to the crowd, John looked them over. The riot squad at least was now helping the few fallen people back to their feet.

      “Get them medical attention if they need it,” John sighed. “And just make enough room for my companion to get through.”

      The crowd scurried to follow his instructions. The pedestrians, not wanting to piss off the guy who just called off the riot squad, broke apart to let Sabrina through. She sipped her heated monstrosity as she strode towards him. Before her eyes suddenly went wide.

      John didn’t have a chance to respond before his head snapped forward. Aura’s sound dampeners blocked the sound of the gunshot, but he could hear the yelling as he stood back up. Turning around, John looked at a middle-aged officer. He was dressed like the others, maybe a little rounder in the middle. He had his pistol up and squeezed the trigger once more. This time, John’s head snapped back with the impact, but Aura braced him to continue standing.

      The man suddenly looked terrified as John stepped towards him. He fumbled and John grabbed the barrel of the gun, before yanking it from his hands. John knew with the help of the suit he was far stronger than any normal human. But with Aura’s help, he was able to restrain the punch aimed at the officer’s jaw. The officer collapsed in a heap, while John turned to see several more weapons pointed at him.

      With a sigh, John held the gun, pointing it grip first, towards the nearest officer. “If we’re done here. I have an announcement.”

      The officer looked from him, to the gun and back. Then, after lowering his own weapon, he took the unconscious officer’s gun as the rest of them wound back.

      “And in case anyone’s curious. If someone harms my companion in any way. I WILL LEVEL THIS CITY!”

      The officers shuffled back, as John headed towards the prison. It looked like there was an official press conference set up. There were cameras, men in suits and what looked like the chief of police in dress uniform. John waited for Sabrina to catch up, before signalling for Aura to lift the helmet to expose his mouth so he could sip his coffee.

      An officer rushed past towards the chief, and the two engaged in a quick discussion. The chief grimaced, as he looked back at John. But nodded, sending the officer rushing back to wherever he came from. John ignored them as he sipped his coffee. It was actually pretty good. Nice flavour, the milk was naturally sweet and best of all, it wasn’t burned. He was sick of going to overprice coffee stores and getting burned coffee.

      The cameras started as he approached and the Chief stepped around the group to approach.

      “Darksite,” He offered his hand. “I hope that little incident hasn’t caused much trouble for us.”

      John sighed. “If I could make it all go away, I would in a heartbeat.”

      The Chief frowned, but didn’t seem to know what to say. John wasn’t entirely convinced the officer hadn’t been instructed to do what he had done. Maybe not by the Chief, but by some other superior. After all, the heroes left because Darksite killed Pinnacle. If someone kills Darksite, they return and life goes back to normal. At least, that’s what they believe. But John knew. It would never be the same again. Pinnacle was the star hero, but he was little better than a thug and sooner or later there would be a push for the top spot. John just wanted to have the city ready to handle whatever came back when Northstar didn’t want to deal with the infighting any more.

      Seeing a podium set up, John turned and handed his mostly full coffee to Sabrina. She smiled brightly as she sipped her own concoction and watched as John made his way to the front. It made sense having it set up like it was. There was obviously a fear that something could happen. So they kept the public back, while they brought in the media and the area swarmed with police. The only thing missing was the military. But John thought it likely most of them went with the supers that left the city.

      After all, if John really wanted to kill Pinnacle and take over. The military would be the next step after subduing the Agency.

      Stepping up in front of the podium, the cameras pointed his way. And John let out a sigh. “I should have expected a media response,” John announced. “Truth be told, I didn’t think much of this through. I hadn’t planned for any of it.”

      “How can we trust that?” One reporter asked.

      John pushed his helmet up to expose his face so he could look at the man directly. “Would you rather trust me, or the supers that abandoned you?”

      The reporter frowned, when another stepped up. “You killed Pinnacle, forcing them to flee.”

      John nodded. “I did kill Pinnacle. And I regret his death. But that isn’t why I’m here. Originally, I wanted to ask for staff to man the prison. The supers housed within cannot be allowed to roam free.”

      “You deserve to join them!” A woman shouted from the back.

      “Probably,” John nodded. “But until a trial date can be set. I’m innocent until proven guilty, aren’t I?”

      “You would consent to a trial?”

      “Sure,” John nodded. “My goal right now is to preserve normality. Go to work. Shop. Eat, sleep, do all the things each and every one of you normally does. I understand parts of the city are underpowered right now. Part of that was design-”

      “You shut down the city’s power grid?”

      “The Agency did,” John corrected. “Their backup plan for someone taking over was to flee. With the prison population running rampant, villains would fight amongst themselves and they would mop up the survivors once the dust settled.”

      The reporters looked shocked for a moment, before one of them. Younger than the others. He wore a ball cap, which separated him from the rest, who were dressed like a formal event. “You’re saying the heroes abandoned the city to ruin?”

      “You can’t be serious!” Another shouted.

      “When they come back, you can ask them. Right now, I need prison guards and to fix the power grid. I believe there was a super responsible for maintaining a constant power supply. I am supplying the prison’s power. But I will need to do more to stabilise the rest of the city.”

      A klaxon sounded, and John froze as the reporters immediately hushed. It was Sabrina who responded first, rushing over to him.

      “John?!”

      John looked over the reporters, then spotted the Chief, who was shouting into a radio. Stepping away from the media, John rushed over and the man looked lost.

      “What’s the problem?”

      The Chief swallowed and let out a grimace. “South-East district reported a wall breach.”

      John grimaced. “Do you have transport?”

      “I mean… We have choppers.”

      “Do you have transport here?!”

      The Chief frowned, before nodding. “We’ve got the swat van.”

      “I need it, a driver and whoever you trust with a gun,” John ordered.

      “Follow me.”

      The Chief rushed off at a quick jog and John was happy to see Sabrina moving along beside him. The two followed the Chief, who called over a few of the officers as they moved. They gave John strange looks, but didn’t question the Chief, even as he directed them to get into the van.

      John sighed as he climbed into the back. If this were all a trap, it was a good one. This many men in the back of the van, if they took Sabrina, he wouldn’t have much of a leg to stand on without risking her life. Thankfully, he had all the equipment he did from the prison the night before. Only now, did he remember he had fired some shots with his shoulder mounted rifle. The officers watched him warily as the van moved. John ignored them, replacing the magazine with a fresh one.

      They drove for a time and it was obvious they were in a rush. John had to catch himself multiple times on the wall as the van made a hard turn. The Chief went up into the front, so John had little information on what was going on. Without the city’s power grid working properly, Aura had limited capabilities. But they finally arrived with the sound of screeching tyres. The officer’s closest to the doors pushed them open and John followed behind.

      And stepped right out into a residential neighbourhood.

      “Shit,” he swore.

      When humanity exhibited powers, so did some of the wildlife. Animals were animals, and they liked to eat, sleep and hunt as any other. But when an animal hit the super gene, they had unpredictable results. Like this moose. Or at least, that’s what it looked like. It was battling it out with a pack of wolves. But the moose and the wolves were changed creatures.

      The moose had obviously run and broken through the barrier into the city. The wolves, thankfully, hadn’t decided humans were the easier prey. But the destruction was everywhere. The moose was truly huge. It roamed about on eight legs. Its antlers were several metres wide, and it stood at a little over five metres tall. The wolves were almost two metres tall at the shoulder and could dart about far more quickly than a creature of their size should have been able to. Even then, they were having trouble taking the moose down, thanks to a scaled exterior that shrugged off most of their attacks.

      Even now, one of the wolves got its jaws around the creature’s rearmost left leg. But as it tried to drag the creature down, it braced on six other legs, while kicking out viciously towards the wolf. The wolf, seeing the blow coming, burst into movement, appearing just out of range, after releasing the leg.

      John spotted the Chief and rushed over. The man, seeing Darksite approaching sagged slightly in relief. “What can you do?”

      “I’m not sure,” John admitted. “I mean, I can shoot them. But the moose might withstand it.”

      The Chief grimaced, before Sabrina chimed in. “Get rid of the wolves, and I’ll distract the moose. All we need to do is get it outside the walls and it will leave on its own.”

      John turned to the catgirl, but she was already darting off. “Fuck,” John snarled. “Chief, your men are on distraction and collateral.”

      The man nodded, while John rushed away from the officers. He wanted to give them space, so they could work, without drawing attention to them when he began to act. With some space, John leaped into the air. His aim was for a small convenience store and he landed swiftly on the roof. One wolf was closing in on the rear legs of the moose once again, and John got the rifle ready.

      As the beast bit down and pulled, the moose shifted its weight for balance. And John fired the first shot. The round, thanks to Aura, was true, slamming into the side of the wolf’s head, just behind its ear. And as brain matter sprayed out across the pavement, the wolf collapsed and the others went into a frenzy. The animals weren’t dumb. They knew something had gone wrong, and John spotted one break off and head in his direction. It came straight towards the store, giving John the perfect second shot. Only as he took aim, the wolf suddenly burst into action. The round slammed into the pavement sending up a shower of stones as the wolf was suddenly right at the base of the building.

      The officers, seeing the miss, opened fire. John groaned as the other wolves took notice of the humans as the first wolf leaped onto the roof with him. Spinning, John didn’t get the rifle around in time before the wolf clamped its jaws on his arm. His armour protected him from the bite. But it would do nothing if the wolf wanted to shake him. Fortunately, his shock-punchy was lodged inside the creature’s mouth. Activating it was a breeze, and it howled as it spat him out. It collapsed, convulsing violently. John put the creature out of its misery and turned back to the fight.

      Two of the wolves were keeping the moose busy, while two had broken off by the distraction from the officers. They fired in bursts, keeping the animals at bay. But with each sudden lunge of their inhuman speed, John could see them closing in. And with how sporadic they moved, it was hard to get a clear shot.

      With a groan, John leaped once more, sailing through the air towards them. One wolf darted in, as the Chief stepped back. It saved his life, but the officer who moved forward to cover him wasn’t so lucky. The wolf clamped its jaws down on the top of his torso and immediately shook the man. With the officers stuck in a crossfire, they weren’t able to shoot the wolf. But John, from his higher vantage point, put a hypersonic slug through its chest cavity. The force of the round tore it up from the inside, spraying liquified organs across the ground.

      The second wolf’s head snapped around to stare at him, before it tensed to jump. But a rock smacked into the side of its head, making it pause. Sabrina darted around the creature, moving fluidly like a cat. The wolf, distracted by both opponents, didn’t spot John until he landed on its back. And by then, it was too late to stop the slug that blew the top of its head across the pavement.

      “You’re welcome!” Sabrina yowled as she rushed off once more.

      John growled, before turning his attention to the moose, as it flung a wolf into a nearby house. The large creature ploughed through the building and John flinched, as he heard screams. But the moose wasn’t done with it. With only one last wolf, to deal with, it turned to the one it tossed and charged once more.

      “No you don’t!”

      John blinked as the moose crashed into something within the wreckage of the house, before it violently flipped onto its side. To his surprise, Titan stood within the wreckage, holding the moose by the antlers. He pulled back his fist, and drove it into the animal’s head with a heavy, metallic thunk. It was enough to make the creature jerk, and he released it as it kicked and tried to get away. But Titan wasn’t done. Turning around, he grabbed the injured wolf from where it laid behind him, and hurled it by the leg at the moose.

      Shaking himself back to attention, John spotted the last wolf making a break for it. But it wasn’t heading for the breach. It was heading further into town. Flicking up the rifle, John aimed, and fired.

      The round tore through the air, before hitting the wolf right below the tail. The hypersonic slug, punched a hold clean through its body, exploding it from the inside. Titan grimaced, before turning back to John.

      “You cause this?”

      “No,” John shook his head. “No, I heard about this and came to help. Glad you were here.”

      Titan sighed and shook his head. “Lucky. I was… Checking on things.”

      John glanced at the house and saw a young woman, holding a child on her hip. She looked terrified, but the child was reaching towards the villain like he knew him. Looking back to the moose that was staggering to its feet, John sighed.

      “What do we do about this one then?”

      Titan cracked his knuckles and stepped towards it.
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      “So, is that…” Sabrina trailed off.

      John sighed as Titan drove his fist into the moose’s head once more. John offered to help, but the big man had to get out some frustrations. After a few blows to the head, it collapsed, and he choked the thing out. John wasn’t sure what else they could have done other than to jam his rifle into its eye.

      “He and Succubi,” John nodded.

      “Wait, Succubi? THE Succubi?”

      “Yeah,” John nodded. “She’s… Interesting.”

      “Is she why you won’t fuck me?”

      “No!”

      “Then why won’t you fuck me?!”

      “Because!” John floundered, then sighed and slumped back against the wall of the convenience store. “What if tomorrow, the heroes come back? What if they try to kill me, and everyone who helped me?”

      “John,” Sabrina sighed. “I’ve already helped you. Dozens of cameras today took my picture while I walked at your side. If I don’t have a dozen missed calls from Thomas by this evening, he died of shock already.”

      “I don’t want you to get hurt,” John shrugged.

      “John,” she giggled. “Fucking me until I can’t walk straight, is literally the opposite of hurting me.”

      “Am I interrupting something?” The Chief asked.

      “Chief,” John sighed. “Sorry about your man.”

      “Cartwright,” he sighed. “Was an outstanding officer. And you can call me Franklin.”

      “Franklin,” John offered his hand. “You can call me John.”

      “Officially, we’re supposed to call heroes by their codename on official duty.”

      John frowned, “I’m not-”

      “You rushed to the aid of some civilians on a whim and fought mutated animals on their behalf. It won’t save you from justice later. But I’ll remind everyone on the stand that you contributed to the safety of the city.”

      John thought about it. There were incidents like this all the time. Usually smaller. A bird flies in, something jumps a wall. A fire breaks out. John could help, but he couldn’t be everywhere. Even with Titan and Succubi out there keeping the peace, there would be problems.

      “I should go,” John nodded. “I suggest patching the wall.”

      “How do I get a hold of you if I need it?”

      John paused, before taking his helmet off. Detaching it from the exoskeleton, he pulled out the headset for the communication system and handed it to the Chief, who eyed it cautiously.

      “That’s connected to Aura, my AI.”

      “Great,” he frowned. “Do I need to wear it?”

      “Only to contact me,” John shrugged. “I’ll be in touch. Need to fix the power station next, then we’ll see what comes next.”

      “Right,” Chief Franklin nodded.

      John turned to Sabrina, who was watching Titan get awkwardly hugged by the woman and child he had rescued. She had a forlorn look, before noticing John.

      “Coming?”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 8

          

        

      

    

    
      “John?”

      “One second, Aura.”

      “John, you need to-”

      “Aura, I have it.”

      “JOHN!”

      John flinched and looked up as electricity began to arc. Without his suit, he was as vulnerable as Sabrina standing beside him. He had been at it for hours at the facility. It wasn’t just that a super was the one responsible for the power. But it was a super who was actively the generator of the power. Of all the systems in place, the workers at the plant were the few that still came to work. And with their backup systems, they were keeping things going as best as they could. But without intervention, they couldn’t get things running the way they were before.

      Which led to this situation. John, after taking a trip back to his lair, returned with another of his generators. Only this time, rather than simply patching it into the grid, he had to patch it into the city. But there were dangers involved. Suddenly flooding the system with power could overload certain circuits. Aura had intruded on the systems to help direct it where she could. But that caused a security issue and several firewalls were stalling her progress.

      In the end, John was forced to temporarily shut things down, which dropped the partially powered city into a full blackout. The only power within the city while he worked was the jail, now under the control of Chief Franklin. The man wasn’t a prison guard, but he had people on his payroll who had the experience, or at the very least the qualifications. Though a lot of the staff were returning now, that jobs were opening again.

      Apparently most only fled when they realised they were going to be in charge of keeping supers, without backup from other supers. And when the power dropped, and the supers started testing their restraints, the humans fled what would have been a bloodbath. John could hardly blame them. Even with his abilities, he wasn’t willing to go toe to toe with any super he couldn’t prepare for in advance. With enough time and study, John was confident with his ability to handle any situation. Which left him at odds with most situations being reactionary. Like now. Whatever systems were in place to defend the power grid, relied on whatever super was here to begin with. And with them gone, there was no way to stabilise things without shutting it down first, and opening it back up section by section.

      Which led to a power overload, and the terrified cat girl at his side to slam into him.

      “MOVE!”

      John didn’t need telling twice. The two of them ran for an emergency containment unit. It was basically an upright coffin. Designed to house the only singular person who would have been in the reactor’s core while it was running. And only during an emergency, that could end simply with the super in charge, shutting down their power.

      Sabrina yanked the door open and shoved John inside before forcing herself in as well. As John felt the curve of her ass press into him, she shut the door and turned the lock, enclosing them inside the insulated box.

      “Aura, what happened?”

      “It appears there was a short in one of the bypasses. It appears this facility’s emergency features were neglected.”

      John sighed as Sabrina shifted against him. “And how long are we stuck inside here?”

      “I will calculate,” Aura answered quickly.

      John gave it a moment, before becoming worried when Aura didn’t immediately come back. Instead, he was forced to ignore the soft flesh of Sabrina’s ass pressed against him. Every time she shifted, his cock rubbed between her cheeks and it was making him uncomfortable.

      “Can you hold still, please?”

      Sabrina sighed, “You’re kidding, right?”

      “Your ass is all over my junk,” John sighed. “I’d really appreciate it if-”

      “Like this?” Sabrina wiggled back and forth.

      John sighed, feeling the rub and shook his head. “Sabrina…”

      “What?” She turned her head to look over her shoulder. “Ask Aura how long we’re going to be stuck in here.”

      “She said she was calculating,” John grumped.

      Sabrina nodded slowly. This situation really wasn’t ideal. The box was designed for one person to stand comfortably for a few minutes at most. Realistically, if there was ever an emergency, the super could just shut down his power and problem solved. Which was probably why the emergency systems were neglected. There would never be a runaway generator.

      “Hey John?”

      John sighed, “Yeah, Sabrina?”

      “Am I hot?”

      “That is a ridiculous question,” John rolled his eyes, despite Sabrina not being able to see him.

      “I usually intimidate men,” Sabrina started in a soft tone. “When they see me as a sex object, I’m unobtainable. Like some glass figurine nobody wants to touch. And when they do, it always falls apart when they realise they can’t keep up with me on an intellectual level.”

      John stared at the back of her head as she fell quiet. He knew that feeling intimately. Not the glass figurine part, but the intellectual part. Being in hiding, John had never experienced a genuine conversation with someone that could relate to him. And here, now, in a small metal box. John was trapped crotch to ass with a woman that not only could keep up with him on that level. But she was drop dead gorgeous, and had already sucked his cock.

      Slumping forward, John pressed his forehead to the back of Sabrina’s. Her ears flicked as she felt the touch and she held perfectly still. John was torn. He was painfully erect from the position they were in. It wasn’t something he could consciously control. But, she was right. And hell, so was Aura. He wanted her. And as a villain, they were likely going to end up fleeing together. The Agency wouldn’t likely forgive her for helping him. Which meant she was already stuck with him, for better or worse.

      “Fuck…” John sighed.

      Sabrina turned her head to see what was wrong, when his lips captured her own. She tasted like strawberry lip balm. John didn’t even realise she was wearing it. But it didn’t matter as she squeaked in surprise and kissed back. She lapped at his tongue, and John didn’t need to be told twice. Pulling her close, he invaded her mouth, to a series of happy purrs. The rumbling, vibrations made John pause, but only as he pawed at her skintight outfit.

      “Mmm!” John pulled away, as Sabina took a breath. “Help me out of this.”

      “What?” John blinked. “Here? Now?”

      “Yes!” Sabrina whined. “I had no clean panties to go under the suit this morning. I’ve been rubbing with each step all fucking day!”

      “Where-”

      “Zip at the back!”

      John found it quickly and pulled down. Unlike those awful hidden zips on high priced dresses, this was a standard one and it shifted easily. But John could only get it down so far before he ran out of room. Sabrina shrugged out of her sleeves and pushed it down. John couldn’t resist but to reach around and cup her breasts. Her nipples were small pebbles atop handful sized mounds. They weren’t huge, but John had seen her often enough to know they suited her frame perfectly.

      “They’re a little-”

      “Perfect, and in any other situation they’d already be in my mouth,” John growled.

      “Fuck,” she trembled. “What happened to Mr Goody Two-shoes?”

      “He decided that if you wanted that A, you needed to give up your A.”

      Sabrina trembled, “I’ve never had something in my ass.” John blinked and opened his mouth to reply, when she continued. “But I wouldn’t mind trying it.”

      John swallowed slowly and took a deep breath. “I’m so hard it hurts.”

      “How do you think I feel since last night, fucker!” John flinched as Sabrina sighed. “Lift me up. I don’t have the room to climb.”

      “And?”

      “And when I’m high enough, get the rest of the zip down, then do the same to your pants.”

      “And what?” John laughed. “Just lower you onto…” He spotted the glare as she looked over her shoulder and stopped.

      With a kiss to the back of her ear, John grabbed the cat girl by the thighs and pulled upwards. It was difficult, but with her pressed between him and the door, there was plenty of friction to hold her in place. And with the zip exposed he could continue working it down, letting her fluffy tail pull free. And from the small gasp, he assumed it was pinching below.

      “Now you,” Sabrina growled as she wiggled her hips to get her suit down past her ass.

      John watched as more flesh appeared before him, and nodded. Tucking his hand between them, he fumbled for the front of his pants. The clothing he was wearing fit under the suit comfortably, so there was no zip to worry about. Pushing down the front of his pants, John felt his erection flick out, smacking meatily into the front wall of the box. Sabina sighed and slumped back against him.

      “I can’t move John,” she whimpered. “I can help steer you into me. But then it’s all up to you.”

      John nodded slowly, before pressing himself back into the wall. That gave enough room that with some wriggling, Sabrina could slide down. The first thing he felt was the pointed tips of her claws. But she shifted her hand, as John flinched.

      “Sorry,” she mumbled.

      “I’m fine,” John nodded and pushed her down once more.

      This time, the thing that touched the head of his cock, was a silken, wet source of heat.

      “Fuck, you’re so wet,” John sighed.

      “I know,” Sabrina whined. “I want it in me!”

      John shoved himself back against the wall, as Sabrina pushed his cock into position. And the combination of their movements, let Sabrina sink down on his cock with a sharp gasp.

      “You okay?”

      “Mhm,” Sabrina whimpered softly. “Never had a real one before.”

      John blinked in shock, “Seriously?”

      “Mhm,” She mumbled. “I told you before.”

      “But I thought-”

      “John…” She sighed. “Can we worry about this later?”

      “Well, I mean… Wait, what about contraception?”

      Sabrina giggled. “Aura was actually right about that one. I’m SUPER fertile. I’m almost constantly ovulating.”

      What horrified John more than hearing those words, was realising just how much it turned him on. He was already inside her. And there was no quick way to get her off again. If they continued, it was going to end in only one way.

      “I had to make my own version of the pill. It’s effective, but it does nothing for my urges.”

      “Urges?”

      “I carry a vibrator in my bag almost constantly. Sometimes I come to class wearing a wireless.”

      Taking Sabrina by the shoulders, John pulled her down. It forced more of his length into her, and Sabrina cried out and kicked uselessly in the air. Her feet weren’t touching the ground, but she used the pads of her paws to stroke the sides of John’s leg. John did his best to thrust up into her. With the lack of movement, it was more of a grind, but he was grinding away inside her at least.

      “Oh god, John!” Sabrina whined. “Fuck me! Fuck your kitty!”

      “Is that what you are?” John grunted as he forced his cock back and forth inside her. “My kitty?”

      “Uh huh,” Sabine nodded frantically. “I’ll be whatever you want. Just don’t stop!”

      “Maybe I should just keep you home then?” John chuckled as Sabrina rocked her hips to stimulate herself. “Keep you nude, on all fours. Get you a little collar with a bell on it.”

      “YES!” Sabrina yowled. “Breed me! Give me your kittens!”

      John felt her pussy contract hard and realised she was cumming. Her head fell forward as her tail lashed between them.

      “Hey, are you two okay?”

      John didn’t have time to respond before the door opened in front of them. Sabrina fell to the floor as a young woman stared in shock. John’s erection bounced with his heartbeat, before Sabrina whirled around and engulfed it. Pressed to the back of the box, John stared at the woman’s increasing levels of discomfort as Sabrina took him down her throat and swallowed rapidly.

      John couldn’t even speak as he started to cum. Sabrina purred furiously, sending vibrations down the length of his cock. It made him tremble with each pulse of his seed that fired down her willing gullet. Until finally, when he was spent, Sabrina pulled away and sighed.

      “I’m so sorry,” the woman held up her hands.

      “You should be!” Sabrina snapped.

      “Sabrina,” John sighed while tucking himself away. “She’s just a human. Don’t scare her.”

      “Still not fair,” She growled. “I wanted that deep inside me where it could feel it leak out again.” John’s cock made a small throb, as the woman blushed furiously and finally turned away. “Tonight I want a proper fucking. I’m going home with you, and I want you to hold me down and fuck me the way I deserve.”

      “Oh shit,” the woman gasped.

      John blinked slowly, but couldn’t see any guile in Sabrina’s expression. So he nodded slowly and offered Sabina a hand. She frowned at it, before getting to her feet. John watched as she pulled her outfit back up and turned his attention back to the woman.

      “Yes?”

      “Please don’t hurt me?”

      John sighed. “I’m not hurting anyone. Did you see my broadcast?”

      “I… Yes.”

      “Great,” John waved for her to talk. “Now what do you want?”
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      “Bitch.”

      John sighed as they headed out of the facility with Aura walking in the suit beside them. “She was just doing her job.”

      “I was doing MY job.”

      “Your job is to fuck me in random closets?”

      “No,” Sabrina shook her head. “My job is to be your sexual plaything.”

      “That…” John frowned. “That seems hardly fair, nor does it sound accurate.”

      “How is me cumming my brains out while you rail me three times a day, sound unfair?”

      “Fuck, Sabrina-”

      “Yes, that’s exactly what you should do,” she smirked.

      “I’m serious,” John took her arm and stopped her from walking off. “This whole situation is a lot to process.”

      “Yes, I know,” Sabrina nodded. “So, be sure to take regular breaks, hydrate, and fuck your kitty.”

      John frowned, “And what if you’re off doing something and you’re not around to fuck?”

      “Then fuck someone else,” Sabrina replied in deadpan.

      John paused, then frowned, and shook his head. “What?”

      “Then. Fuck. Someone. Else.”

      “What? You want me to just work through a stable of harem girls or something?” John asked incredulously, before noticing Sabrina’s hand as she drew small circles on her upper thigh.

      “Wouldn’t that be hot?”

      “You’re kidding, right?”

      Sabrina shook her head slowly. “Look, I get this is all very confusing. But the more you talk about this, the more I kinda want to see it happen.”

      “I’m not some playboy,” John sighed.

      “Yeah, that’s one of the reasons I like you so much,” Sabrina shrugged. “You’re not some asshole who thinks he’s the top shit. You’ve seen those heroes on TV.”

      “That’s not the point,” John sighed. “What about us? What about this?”

      “I’m going to have to do some tests. Because what I believe I’m experiencing is beyond my level of norm. If you let me use your laboratory, I can probably get some answers quicker than trying to let Thomas let me near his lab equipment again.”

      “So…” John sighed. “Shit, have I just taken advantage of a woman under the influence of something?”

      Sabrina paused and John’s heart began to sink, before she then shook her head. “No.”

      “And how do you expect me to believe that?”

      “Because before all this, I still wanted to ride your dick. Now I want to ride your dick, then watch a cute blonde chick ride it straight after.”

      “That doesn’t make it any better!” John sighed as he turned and continued walking.

      There wasn’t much traffic out here. This was one of the more industrial areas, but it was more for storage purposes with large, insulated warehouses, making it a quieter area. One that Darksite hadn’t had much reason to destroy over the years. Most of the businesses here were legitimate, thanks to the involvement of the power grid. Nobody wanted bad press in the area and the Agency was all about public opinion.

      “What about you then?” John asked. “If I’m going to be out fucking random women, will you be out-”

      John paused as he felt a series of claws dig into his arm. He turned and spotted Sabrina’s furious expression. Before it slowly softened and she retracted. “I’m… Sorry.”

      John looked down at the claw marks and glanced over at the suit controlled by Aura. He also noted that she wasn’t even looking in his direction. Which meant that Sabrina’s actions hadn’t been noted as hostile, despite the tiny red pin pricks in his sleeve.

      “Do you want to talk about what just happened?”

      Sabrina frowned, “Ask me something sexual?”

      “Ever been with a woman?” John tossed out.

      Sabrina nodded quickly. “Lots of times. Women aren’t intimidated by me being smarter than them. Women are more focussed on the emotional side of things… Fuck I’d love to eat one out while you fucked her from-”

      “Alright, alright,” John waved for Sabrina to stop.

      Sabrina frowned. “Okay, that’s weird.”

      “What part?”

      “Sabrina had a biological response to both a question about sleeping with men, and women. Though they had the complete opposite reactions, John.”

      John blinked as Aura gave her hypothesis. And from the look on Sabrina’s face, Aura had said it both in the nanites and from the PA in his suit.

      “John ask me about a man.”

      “Yes or no, would you fuck me here and now if I took my pants-”

      “Yes!”

      John blinked, before spotting a well-built man carrying a large crate out to a car on a side road.

      “If you were single, would you consider him to be attractive?”

      Sabrina turned and spotted the man, who was completely oblivious to us. Which was probably a good thing as she snarled and made to head in his direction. John was so taken by surprise by her anger, it was Aura who took her by the arm.

      “Sabrina, attacking that man would be a mistake,” Aura announced.

      “No man touches me!” Sabrina hissed.

      “Except me?” John frowned.

      And the difference from night to day, Sabrina spun around with a wide grin. “Of course! You can have all of me, and…” She frowned. “Oh, I get what you mean now.”

      “So-”

      “So I still found you attractive and wanted to have sex with you even before this became what it is. Now that we’ve actually had sex, it makes me want it even more, while also making me dislike other men sexually. The part that’s confusing is why the idea of you sleeping with other women turns me on so much.”

      “Is that perhaps something to do with what you’ve done to yourself?”

      “Maybe?” Sabrina frowned. “I’m driven a lot by instinct since I changed myself. Maybe there’s some overlap between feline and human. Maybe my human desire to be monogamous is clashing with my feline instincts to mate?”

      “There aren’t any monogamous cats though, are there?”

      “No,” Sabrina shook her head. “But ‘I’ wanted my own man. But I’ve been with plenty of women. So… I dunno. Female cats tend to go find many males, maybe I’m just pushing my desire for multiple partners towards women?”

      “That sounds too good to be true,” John smirked.

      Sabrina shrugged. “Only one way to find out.”

      “Oh?”

      “Mhm,” Sabrina smiled. “Take me home, fuck me stupid, then take me to dinner. I’ll see if I can hook us up with a threesome and we can figure it out from there.”

      “You’re crazy.”

      “Probably,” Sabrina smiled. “But you are too. So it works out.”

      John snorted, but he couldn’t argue her logic. If he were smarter, he’d have fled the city and made it really obvious he did so. Only a crazy person would have hung around while everything went to shit like this. Him leaving would draw back the supers, making this all their problem to deal with.

      “Alright, let’s get home. Aura?”

      The suit opened, and John waited for it to walk into him. It was an odd sensation. He would pause, then take a half step back, while the suit moved forward and it would close over him mid-step. Which was… In hindsight… Extremely good luck.

      “FIRE IN THE HOLE!”

      John glimpsed the man from earlier with the crate. Only now, the crate was open, and he was holding a shoulder mounted rocket launcher. Quick as a flash, John spun and grabbed Sabrina. Pinning her against his chest, John activated the anti-gravity generators and leaped into the air. The man must have expected something like this, because he hadn’t aimed for them directly. But for the ground they stood on.

      As the rocket slammed into the ground, John and Sabrina were only a few metres into the air. The shockwave washed over them, as shrapnel and debris tore through the air. Sabrina let out a shriek as something hit her, and John snarled with anger that they had injured her at all. But John couldn’t worry about that now, as they tumbled helplessly in the air. And mid tumble, John could make out the second member to the team, holding a rifle.

      Twisting violently, John put as much of him between the shooter and Sabrina, before a massive impact slammed into John’s back. The suit took the blow, but it still felt like being punched in the kidneys.

      “JOHN!”

      John snarled and shoved Sabrina away. She yelped as she tumbled. And with Newton’s third law, John was pushed back as well. With Sabrina twisting in the air, she landed lightly before spinning around to watch John. John, with far less grace and athleticism, crashed into a wall, just in time to spot the second rocket. Kicking off, John was closer to the explosion this time. It caught him in the back, kicking him into the air and sending him tumbling into empty space. The rifle shot took him high in the shoulder, with the round screeching as it deflected off the armour plate.

      John cried out, unable to see or orient himself. The only option he had was to deactivate the generators. And with a terrifying drop, John slammed into the pavement. The impact was far heavier than he was expecting. And rather than spring to his feet, like he planned, John groaned and tried to regain his bearings. At any moment, the next rocket would hit him. A direct hit would probably be fatal, if not injuring him sufficiently they could take their time dealing with him.

      A loud gunshot rang out, and John flinched, thinking about the sniper. But no impact came. And he heard a scream.

      “John, I’m taking control,” Aura said.

      John, still reeling from the impacts, relaxed so Aura could get him upright again. The man with the rocket launcher was holding his bleeding face, while Sabrina scrambled backwards on the ground. She was bleeding from a wound under her arm, and John grimaced, at himself. He should have known better.

      “Aura, kill them both.”

      “At once.”

      The suit went rigid. John closed his eyes as the suit spun around. It was one thing to shoot a wild animal. It was another to shoot some armoured supervillain. But, it was another thing entirely to shoot a human. Humans were squishy. He had spent his entire life making sure he wasn’t a threat to humans. And yet, as he felt the recoil from the rifle on his shoulder. All John could think about was that Sabrina would be safe now. She could run from the man, and now the sniper was down, she wouldn’t be shot from behind in the process.

      John kept his eyes closed as Aura turned around once more. This time she started running. It was an inhuman run. With far more precision, and coordination, than any human had the right to experience. And then he felt the punch. His arm moved back, then up, followed by a messy thud, that broke apart in an instant.

      John opened his eyes and came face to face with the man. He had deep gashes around his eyes where Sabrina had tried to blind him. But he stared right back at John. John’s fist was poking out the back of the man’s chest. And like that, his eyes glazed and his body fell limp, collapsing to the ground in a heap.

      “My apologies, John. I could not fire without risking Sabrina.”

      “It’s fine,” John mumbled as Sabrina was in fact standing behind the man.

      She had a conflicted expression on her face. But she didn’t seem upset by any of this. So instead, John took in the sight of her holding the underside of her arm. Remembering the shot, John took control of the suit and stepped up to the catgirl.

      “I have you,” John told her.

      She melted into his arms, and John picked her up. Holding her in his arms, she pressed her face into his shoulder as John leaped for the nearest roof.

      He’d worry about who sent the hitmen, after he helped Sabrina.
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      “John?”

      John didn’t respond as he held her close. He huffed impatiently as the elevator lowered into the workshop. With Sabrina in his arms, all he could think of was getting to the medical supplies he kept under his workbench. So the moment the elevator cleared the loading dock’s floor, he activated the anti-gravity generators. Stepping clear of the lowering platform, John sailed through the air with Sabrina still clutched in his arms.

      He landed with a heavy thud and John paused, before swiping his arm across the bench, sending all the equipment to the floor.

      “John?”

      “You’re going to be okay,” John growled.

      Placing her on the table, he spotted her wince and stopped. Taking her by the hip, John rolled her onto one side and saw a second injury. It was just a scratch, but it was a scratch on that perfect bubble-butt of hers. He grit his teeth with anger, before gently rolling her back.

      “John I’m fine,” Sabrina tried again.

      John shook his head and took her sleeve in his hands. Sabrina gasped as John tore it open, peeling it away from her skin. Ignoring her exposed breast, John gently lifted her arm to examine the wound and…

      “See.”

      John sighed and nodded her head. “Hold still.”

      His heart beat in his chest. He saw the blood, he knew about the rifle and feared the worst. Logic told him she was conscious, so it was only a flesh wound. But like that perfect ass of hers, it was just a slight graze. With a sigh, John stepped out of the suit and Aura took control, moving it away as he bent over. Beneath the workbench was in fact his medical supplies and John quickly got together a few items. Some gauze, disinfectant spray and some saline.

      “I’m okay, John.”

      “I’m still going to clean this up.”

      She sighed and held out her arm while John took a second look. The blood was already coagulating. But he knew bullets weren’t sterile. Not to mention, there was a slight chance there could be something else going on. Depending on who sent the team, the bullets could be poisonous, radioactive or even coated with nanites designed to cause havoc in other ways.

      So John wasted no time in gently wiping away the sticky blood, while washing it with the saline. Sabrina hissed softly as he worked, but she held still. John continued until he could detect no trace of debris or clotted blood. Then he picked up the disinfectant.

      “I’ll hold my breath, shall I?”

      John took her hand and gave it a squeeze. She, in turn, held it to her face and nuzzled it. Just like a cat would. John smiled and placed the hand on her injured arm on his shoulder and got the spray ready. He didn’t give her a count down. He didn’t want her to anticipate anything. So he just hit it and felt her tense. Right before he felt a sharp pressure snap down on the side of his hand. With a wince, John turned his attention back to Sabrina, who was still biting his hand. And rather than complain, John reached over and lightly scratched her ears.

      It only took a few moments, but as the calming sensation of his touch, overrode the sting of the spray, she released. John glanced at his hand and gave it a spray as well to be safe.

      “What you think I have-”

      John silenced her with a kiss. He held her close as she squirmed on the table. Her arms came up around him, as John pushed his own beneath her shoulders. Pulling her close, she purred furiously as he kissed her. When they broke, Sabrina was a little starry-eyed as she smiled up at him.

      “Roll over for me.”

      Sabrina bit her lip and nodded before slipping out of his arms. She was horny and hopeful as she rolled over. Only to hiss as the spray washed over the cut on her ass as well. But before she could complain, John rolled her back over.

      “Thank you.”

      “That hurt,” she pouted.

      “I know,” John nodded. “I’m sorry about that.”

      “You should kiss it better.”

      John chuckled and nodded. “Fine. But lets go shower first.”

      “Won’t that wash off the disinfectant?”

      “It’s something I cooked up. Basically, I added a waterproof thickening agent. Once it’s on, it protects and seals the wound.”

      “You made medi-gel?”

      “I mean…” John frowned. “Kinda. More like a medi-spray. It just protects it from water, or getting dirt in it. I suppose if I added some mild steroids, I could help promote a healing response too…”

      “John,” Sabrina reached out with her injured arm. “You’re amazing.”

      John snorted. “I just build robots and an artificial intelligence. You-”

      “Have only made a single worthwhile breakthrough, and it literally only affected me,” she shook her head. “I know for a fact half of your robot attacks hit buildings with violations or other shady deals. If you made this for public consumption, that would go a long way to show you aren’t quite the bad guy.”

      John blinked for a few moments, before nodding, “That… might actually be something…”

      “Mhm,” Sabrina nodded quickly. “Now, after my big, smart, supervillain boyfriend just saved my life, invented a life saving product and looked after my ouchies, I feel like I want to reward him.”

      John cracked a grin, “Oh? What did you have in mind?”

      “I’m suuuper flexible,” she winked. John nodded slowly as he felt himself straining in his pants. “You said this was waterproof, right?”

      “Yeah,” John nodded. “Just don’t scrub it with soap or it washes off.”

      “Then let’s go shower, then let your kitty reward you.”

      With a giggle, Sabrina slipped off the table, ignoring how her top dangled free. She took John by the hand and dragged him towards the elevator. He followed along eagerly and the two could barely keep their hands off one-another as they rose towards the control room, and John’s sleeping quarters. Though now, he had to wonder if it was his, or theirs.

      “You said boyfriend,” John remarked.

      “Mhm,” Sabrina nodded. “I figure wearing a collar and having you walk me around on a lead might be a bit extreme. But I’m still staking a claim.”

      “Right,” John nodded, before mentally noting he should bring up a collar later. It was an intriguing thought.

      The two of them sighed as the control room came into view. This time it was John to lead the way, while Sabrina giggled and kept up. The two of them burst into the bathroom, before John turned and looked Sabrina over.

      “You ruined my suit.”

      “Sorry,” John smiled.

      Then he took the remains of the fabric and ripped them apart further. Sabrina gasped as he exposed her. But she didn’t stop him as John tore it from her body. The material was thin lycra. No protection, no technology. Just enough to cover her and keep her warm on a cool night. And without it, her nipples firmed from the contact with the cool air of the bathroom.

      She smirked, seeing the stupid look on his face, and strode past into the shower. She ignored the sounds of him undressing as she turned on the water and sighed as it came out at the perfect temperature. Wanting the shower to be over quicker, Sabrina soaped up and scrubbed herself down. She was careful around her wounds, so that she didn’t upset them. Thought it would only take a reapplication after the shower if she got it wrong.

      She was about to turn and see what happened to John, when she felt a pair of hands take her hips. With the water coming down on top of her head, she couldn’t see what he was doing. But she felt the small kiss he placed on her ass, right next to the scratch.

      “There, happy?”

      “Very,” Sabrina giggled, turning around.

      She expected for him to kiss her again. Instead, she felt him pulling on the back of her knee. Lifting her leg, she frowned as he set it down on his shoulder, before gasping as his tongue pushed between her labia.

      “Oh shit! John!”

      John moaned as he tasted her again. He could smell the soap she had used to wash herself. But it was quickly giving way to her natural musk. Even with all the water, her pussy leaked like a faucet and John wasted no time trying to clean it up with his tongue. He groaned as her hands found his head, and John let her steer him towards the places she liked best.

      She purred loudly as John took her clit between his lips. John suckled on it firmly and felt the way her body shifted and quaked. She was so close, he just needed to give her that little extra push. So with a moan, John slid a hand up her leg, and pressed two fingers to her opening. Sabrina trembled and slumped against the shower wall, surrendering to the pleasure as John pushed his fingers inside her. Massaging her g-spot from the inside, John continued to lavish attention to her clit, and Sabrina unwound.

      Her tail went rigid as her claws found the gaps in the tiled wall. She let out a yowling cry as John felt her pussy clench down on his digits. Slowing his actions, John enjoyed the way she trembled above him. Her pussy leaked even more fluids, only to be washed away by the running water. When her legs turned to jelly, she slid down the wall, finally escaping the unending pleasure of John’s mouth.

      John, with one leg still over his shoulder, held her as she slid down, almost into his lap. She was wide eyed, panting and he could see the marks in her lip from where she had been biting herself.

      “Not fair,” she trembled. “I was supposed to be rewarding you!”

      “I was just making up for earlier when we were interrupted,” John shrugged. “So I’m still going to need that reward.”

      Sabrina gasped as he lifted her other leg over his shoulder. She was wedged against the wall, and John’s chest. Her ass was hanging in the air just over his cock, and John pushed up. The water made her back slide easily, and Sabrina clung to him for balance. He got to his knees, and thrust forward, spearing his cock into her still sensitive pussy.

      “Such a pretty kitty,” John crooned.

      Sabrina opened her mouth to scream, when he captured her lips. Her cry was cut off with a wailing moan. But John didn’t care. She was physically stronger than he was without the suit. There was nothing he could do to her that she didn’t want. And he knew it. So he simply did as he pleased. Fucking her against the shower wall, Sabrina gasped and moaned between his kisses.

      She had never been so turned on. Sure, she’d had plenty of wonderful lovers over the years. Emily with the dancing tongue. Francine with those deft fingers, as capable of playing with her as she was the piano. Camilla, who loved nothing more than to trib for hours. Then there was Bernadette, with the hand fetish. Sabrina had enjoyed getting her nails polished, rounded and smoothed. And then watch those five perfect nails, slip into the self-assured size queen.

      And while she LOVED those things. And would love to try them, and more, again in the future. Here, now. With John pounding into her soft, wet pussy. Sabrina was losing her mind. He owned her fully. She felt a deep satisfaction just being around him and knowing he desired her. But she wanted to preen and accept his praise as well. But knowing he was taking his reward, by fucking her against a wall, after bringing her to climax with oral.

      Well, what was a little kitty to do but cum her furry little brains out?

      “That’s right,” John grunted. “There’s my good kitty.”

      “I’m. A. Good. Kitty?” Sabrina choked out between pounding thrusts.

      “Yes,” John kissed her again. “And my kitty is going to get her cream.”

      Forcing himself to the hilt inside her. Sabrina cried out as his cock pushed to the back wall. She felt the first throb, before her pussy throbbed back. John felt the contraction of her pussy as she started to cum around him. It throbbed, pulling and milking his orgasm as he fired jets of his seed deep inside her. By delirium or intent, John didn’t know, but she rocked her hips back and forth as she mewled pathetically.

      With a growl, John took her ass in his hands and pressed himself forward into a kiss. He held her close while they enjoyed their mutual ends. Only for Sabrina to start cumming all over again. Sabrina had never felt so owned before. And not in a possessive or controlling way. She felt safe in his arms. Like he was her protector. Like she could rely on him for anything. And she gave him everything in return.
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        * * *

      

      Sabrina snapped awake and looked around in shock. She slumped back on the familiar-looking bed and marvelled at how comfortable it was. She almost regretted sleeping on the couch the evening before. Not that the couch was uncomfortable. But because this bed was magical.

      Looking over, she spotted a glass of water set out with a small note. She rolled and crawled over to read that John was down in the lab. She smiled seeing he’d signed it, like an official note from the university. Sipping the water, she sat up and looked around the room.

      “Sabrina, you will find one of John’s shirts in the robe.”

      “Thank you, Aura,” Sabrina smiled.

      She didn’t get a response as she stretched and got up. Despite being folded in half and fucked unconscious, Sabrina felt a million bucks. She lifted her arm and checked the graze from the bullet. It had hurt at first, and it had hurt again when John had cleaned it. But she could see now, there was a faint… It was almost a film over the top of it. She could even lightly prod it with nothing more than mild discomfort.

      “You’re a genius,” she grinned.

      With a spring in her step, Sabrina bounced into the walk-in robe and smiled at the neatly lined up clothing on the racks. She picked a shirt, a nice blue one. John wore it to his classes, and she always liked the colour on him. Even more so now she had the chance to wear it again. With a smile, she slipped it over her head and smiled as she had to pull the sleeves up so her arms could stick out.

      And after checking herself in the mirror, Sabrina pulled a pose and decided she quite liked the look. It was one thing hearing about wearing someone else’s shirt. Especially after sex. But actually experiencing it. Sabrina wasn’t sure if it was her feline instincts kicking in, or just her natural attraction to the man. But she felt so very possessive over him and his belongings. Which was in a stark contrast to her desires to bring in another woman. It wouldn’t be cheating if they shared a third together. Maybe even four!

      “Sabrina, I’m detecting an elevated heart rate. Are you okay?”

      Sabrina froze and took a few deep breaths. “I’m fine, Aura. Just thinking.”

      “Would you like to share your thoughts?” The AI asked slowly.

      Sabrina frowned. Initially, she thought not. But John had mentioned that Aura wasn’t acting the way he intended. But Aura herself was adamant she was looking for his best interests.

      “Do you think polyamorous relationships can work?” Sabrina asked.

      “So long as there is clear and open communication between all partners, there is no reason polyamorous relationships could not work. Especially in the modern era. However…”

      “However?”

      “John is not attracted to the same sex. And I do not believe he could accept another man within his relationship.”

      Sabrina bit down on the flash of anger that rocked her. It was only there for a moment, and it was something to think about in the future. She could think of men in general. She could work with them, talk to them, fight them. But the moment it even approached a thought about being intimate with a man that wasn’t John…

      “Your heart rate is elevated again,” Aura commented. “Perhaps this is not the best time to discuss this.”

      “No,” Sabrina sighed. “No, I’m okay. I’m just… Dealing with a few things and trying to work out which of my desires are natural.”

      “From my observations, your attraction to John existed even before initiating sexual intercourse.”

      Sabrina giggled and turned to leave. She made her way towards the elevator. “I knew from the day I saw him that I wanted him. He has a confidence about him. Like he knows everything happening around him. But is humble enough not to rub it in your face.”

      “Most often that is not the case,” Aura joked. “I help him a great deal with more mundane things. Though, in times like this, I can only watch.”

      “What’s he doing?”

      “Many things, all at once. He sets up a design, starts printing the parts he needs, then starts a new project. The process repeats until he runs out of time or hands to continue adding projects.”

      “I know that feeling,” Sabrina smiled.

      She really did. She hadn’t even fully thought through changing her own genetics until after she had done it. One day, she thought, there might be regrets. But as of yet, she had none. Whatever she had done to herself had led to being here. Inside the world’s most-dangerous mad scientist’s lair. And despite all that, she knew he was just a decent guy looking to live his life on his terms.

      “Your heart rate is elevating again.”

      Sabrina giggled as the elevator lowered through the loading dock. “Aura, can you find us a reservation for somewhere?”

      “Do you have a preference?”

      “No,” Sabrina smiled. “Just make it somewhere we can dance, that isn’t going to be weirded out by a supervillain and his pet.”

      “I sense you meant that word literally,” Aura noted.

      Sabrina nodded in agreement as the elevator passed into the laboratory below. “I’m his little kitty.”

      Aura fell silent as Sabrina descended into the lab. It was well lit, and she could see John by his workbench. It was organised chaos. There were several things all happening at once. While drones flew parts in and out rapidly. John switched from using a small welder, to a soldering iron. The part he was welding was picked up by a drone and taken away, while John continued in his work.

      When the elevator settled on the level, Sabrina crossed the room. She watched as he continued to work. He was like a machine, rapidly flitting from one job to the next. As series of drones carried in a long bench top. It was just like his own and John’s head snapped up as they set it down.

      Without a word, he plucked up some table legs and what looked like a power drill. It was something of his own design though and he used it to affix the legs to the bottom of the table, before another series of drones flipped it back around the right way.

      “Over here I think. I want her to have her own space, but I want her close.”

      Sabrina smiled when she realised what he was doing. As he set up the table, she glanced back at the machines he was building. Only to pause when she recognised a DNA Protein Purification System. She could only assume it was also something of his own design. How he had the software she did not know. But beside it was a PCR machine that was almost complete.

      “John?” Sabrina squeaked as she tried not to cry.

      She turned to face him when his lips captured her own. She whimpered as she clung to him. And John held her firmly in place for several long moments. When she pulled away, John had a dumb smile on his face.

      “Whatever you need, let me know. If I can’t build it, I can buy it,” he declared. “For now, I want to try something.”

      “Anything,” Sabrina giggled.

      John smiled and took her hand. He led her to the far side of his workbench where he’d set up his first little invention. But as he slowed in front of it, John realised what he was about to do.

      “This… Might…”

      “It’s okay, John,” Sabrina smiled. “I trust you.”

      John smiled and nodded. “Okay. This might sting.”

      Sabrina figured that had something to do with it and undid the top buttons on her shirt. She couldn’t help the smile that broke across her face at the dumbfounded expression on his. He hadn’t realised what she was wearing, and he made no attempt to hide it. Sabrina stayed coy as she slipped her arm out of the sleeve and offered it to him, giving only a scarce glimpse of her flesh beneath. If it wasn’t obvious she wore nothing below, he now had a reason to strongly suspect.

      “I need to take this off and…”

      “I’m okay,” Sabrina smiled. “Do what you need to do.”

      John nodded and picked up a bottle. It looked like the disinfectant he’d used before. But now he’d added a coloured tag to make it stand out. Along with it, he picked up a small scraper. It looked like an old, straight edged butter knife. With the scraper in one hand, and the spray in the other, he gave the bottle a shake and took a deep breath.

      Sabrina yelped as he swiped the scraper down her arm. It took off the film of gel that had coated her wound and let a sharp sting invade it once more. But only for a moment before he hit it with the new spray. She waited for the sting, only to feel a lovely cool sensation. Sabrina blinked slowly as she took her arm away and examined the wound.

      “What is it?”

      “I took what you said, and improved it,” John smiled. “It works, doesn’t it?”

      “Is it supposed to be numb?”

      “It is,” he grinned. “I combined my earlier recipe with an antibiotic agent, an anaesthetic and a mild steroid to promote healing and growth. The spray dries in just a few seconds, and leaves a firm surface behind.”

      “How long does the anaesthetic last?”

      John shrugged. “Not sure. I’ve only tested it twice.”

      “Twice?”

      John held up his arm and showed a small cut. Sabrina felt a pulse of anger flash through her. He spotted it too, and for a moment they just looked at each other.

      “S-”

      “I don’t like that,” Sabrina frowned.

      John nodded slowly. “Me hurting myself, or… Just me having an injury at all?”

      Sabrina bit her lip and shook her head. “At all… I’m… Possessive.”

      John snorted out a laugh. “Coming from my kitty, wearing my shirt, who wants to prance about in a collar?”

      Sabrina blushed fiercely as he said those words, and John stopped smiling. “Sorry, did I say something wrong?”

      “No,” Sabrina shook her head. “I’m just… Would you?”

      “Would I what?”

      “A collar?” Sabrina frowned. “Is that weird?”

      “Is this… Like a BDSM thing?”

      “No,” Sabrina shook her head. “Or… At least I don’t think so. Not… no.”

      “I think we need to sit down and have a proper conversation then, about all of this.”

      Sabrina bit her lip. But when she looked at him, he had a faint smile on his face. He wasn’t upset. He wasn’t angry. John was just doing what he did best and was trying to rationalise the situation and make sure they were both safe. And… That was literally the problem. The more he looked after her. The more he showered her with affection, even this kind, the more she wanted to preen.

      “Fuck,” Sabrina sighed.

      John blinked as she dropped to her knees in front of him. He took half a step back, when her claws caught the leg of his pants. She pulled him closer as she reached up and grabbed the outline of his cock. John sighed as she rubbed it slowly, before she looked up at him with a faint smile.

      “Take it out.”

      John swallowed nervously, before reaching down for his fly, when the PA system crackled.

      “Unfortunately, if you wish to shower beforehand. I must interrupt you both,” Aura started. “Your reservation is in less than an hour. I apologise, with limited power in the city for so long, it was difficult to locate a restaurant willing to take you on short notice.”

      “Wait, what?” John frowned.

      Sabrina growled and got to her feet. “Later, I promise.”

      “Promise what?”

      “You’ll get your dick sucked. Maybe more than once.”

      Before John could shake off his shock, she was already shoving him back towards the elevator.
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      “I’m not sure this is the best idea,” John admitted softly.

      “You’re wearing body armour,” Sabrina gave him a nudge. “You’ve also got those…”

      “Shocky-punchies,” John sighed.

      Sabrina’s lips pinched, but she couldn’t help the small snort that escaped as she held back the laugh. “You really need to name your toys better.”

      “Wh-”

      “Not those ones. It’s way too funny to think about.”

      John looked at his hands. You really had to look for them. Otherwise it looked like he was wearing soft, fingerless gloves. In the cool night air, with the rest of his suit… Well he felt like a peacock. But Sabrina had literally purred when he stepped out of the dressing room with a suit. To match him, Sabrina wore a long cocktail dress. It had a split down one side, leaving most of one leg free. And John knew for a fact she wasn’t wearing a damn thing beneath it.

      “Sorry, I’m just… Not used to going out,” John admitted.

      “Well,” Sabrina smiled as they approached the front desk where a woman waited with a professional smile. “Just think about railing me later.”

      The woman’s eyes went wide as she tried not to react to Sabrina’s words. But it was obvious to John, and the maitre d’, that Sabrina’s words, and volume were entirely intentional.

      “Good evening, welcome to Flaaze, do you have a reservation?” The maitre d’ asked.

      “I placed your reservation under Darksite,” Aura mumbled.

      John sighed, “Darksite.”

      The woman’s eye twitched, and John wondered if she was about to refuse them. Instead, she nodded her head, “If you’ll follow me.”

      Sabrina clutched at John’s arm. She pressed to his side and the two of them followed the maitre d’ as she led them into a quiet corner. The table was one of their best, set aside from the main eating area with a view of the gardens outside. If John had any doubts about people recognising him, they were quashed. Several patrons quite literally put down their forks and left the moment he walked past. Others stared in astonishment, and there was even a hissed word as a young woman took out her phone to snap a photo.

      Sabrina on the other hand, had no such worries. She smiled widely and did her best to press as close as she could to him. It was like she was marking him as her own, and John figured that was more than likely the case. When they arrived at the table, John pulled out Sabrina’s chair and earned himself a small kiss as she sat. Then, after taking his own seat, the maitre d’ waved over a nearby server who brought them menus.

      “Thank you,” John smiled as she set them down. “Can we get your recommendation on a red wine?”

      “Certainly sir,” the server bowed.

      John watched with a frown.

      “What?”

      “They all know who I am. I don’t know if they’re being so polite because of that, or because that’s how they do things here.”

      Sabrina looked around, before shrugging. “I don’t think it matters.”

      “It does to me,” John frowned. “I was just a teacher before all this.”

      “No,” Sabrina shook her head. “You are, and always will be, the world’s most dangerous mad scientist.”

      “I’m-”

      “Perfectly capable of taking over the entire world, and everyone knows it,” Sabrina cut him off. “Having morals doesn’t make you less potentially dangerous.”

      “What about you then?” John asked. “What’s stopping you from creating a bioweapon that destroys every living thing on earth?”

      “What would that achieve?” Sabrina tilted her head, before flicking her ears back and forth. “Ending the world is nothing. I’d rather heal people, extend lives and… Other pet projects.”

      “Pet projects?”

      Sabrina bit her lip, before nodding slowly. “Every girl has her secrets.”

      “Sex thing,” John smirked.

      Sabina did too, and the server interrupted them returning with the wine. She looked nervous, like someone had informed her of who John was. As she poured the wine into a pair of glasses, he could see a tremor in her hand.

      “Do you keep tips?” John asked.

      “Ah,” The woman squeaked. “Sir, I’m not really allowed to discuss that.”

      “They do,” Aura informed him. “Seven years ago a staff member successfully sued the old manager for skimming off the top.”

      “Here,” John smiled as he reached into his pocket. He wasn’t exactly wealthy as an individual, with his finances tied up around shell companies and contracts. But he had certainly put enough aside over the years to hand the woman a one-hundred dollar note without batting an eye.

      She took it, before cracking a smile. “Thank you, Sir. I’ll give you a moment to order.”

      “Thank you,” Sabrina smiled.

      The server still looked nervous, but she skipped off to do whatever it was she did between tables. John picked up his menu and looked through the options, while Sabrina did the same. Half of the things on offer weren’t written in English. But by going through the descriptions, he found something that sounded basically like a piece of steak with roasted vegetables.

      Setting down the menu, Sabrina was only a moment behind. And like she was waiting, the server appeared. Only this time, John noted she was far more comfortable standing beside him as she took both their orders. She was polite, eager and John was about to mention something to Sabrina as the young woman skipped off, before he heard a small alert tone.

      “Aura?”

      “John, I believe you are about to be attacked.”

      John smiled and glanced around. He couldn’t see anyone obvious, but it would be sloppy if he did. What he did notice though, was the garden had a walking path, and the door was nearby.

      “Take a walk with me,” John smiled and took Sabrina’s hand.

      She giggled and let him lead her off through the doors. The night air was fresh and the scent of flowers floated on a calm breeze. There was a fountain at the far end of the garden and John sighed, glad that he and Sabrina were the only ones out here.

      “Jo-”

      “Aura says we’re going to be attacked.”

      Sabrina froze, before snuggling up beside him. “Okay?”

      “I was just getting the details from Aura now,” John admitted. “I should probably find a way for you to communicate with her.”

      “For now,” Aura started. “That server is not a server. She was switched with a super named Shift.”

      “Shift,” John frowned.

      “Oh shit,” Sabrina mumbled. “If she’s here, there’s probably a few more as well.”

      “Aura, I need my suit-”

      “It’s already on its way,” Aura announced. “But I do believe it needs an upgrade. You’re barely set up to take low-level supers on your own. You need better defences.”

      John opened his mouth to argue, before closing it again.

      “It really is annoying not hearing what you’re talking about,” Sabrina complained.

      “Aura’s telling me I need to upgrade my suit,” John informed her. “And I think she’s right. My suit was for before all this. A couple surprises and a quick solution. But if the Agency is sending people after me, I need to be better prepared.”

      “That’s all well and good, but what do we do for now?”

      “Now?” Deep Blue chuckled. “Now, I finish what I started.”

      John whirled around and spotted the man. This time at least, he was shaped more like a man. With a fluid body, he could shape himself how he pleased and it would have been odd for him to walk around in a suit if he had too many legs. He stood on the far side of the fountain, like he’d just emerged from it. Which would have made sense if he’d been watching from outside as they arrived.

      “I’m going to ask one last time, for you to join me,” he waved his hands. “You’ve done well stabilising the city in the short term. But I know you’re not one to sit on a throne. You don’t want to be in charge. Why would you?”

      “That at least we can agree on,” John nodded. “But I’m not about to hand over control of the city to a murdering psychopath.”

      “Very well.”

      The burst of water wasn’t aimed at John, it was aimed at Sabrina. She yowled, like a cat, and sprung to one side, taking Deep Blue by surprise at her agility. The super villain wasn’t dismayed though, expanding the funnel of water he controlled and slashing it across the ground. John wasn’t idle either, rushing in as he activated his shocky-punchies. Tagging the water at the edge of his power did little. But a full shock to his core might be more effective.

      Deep Blue wasn’t an idiot though. And seeing John rushing towards him, Deep Blue liquified, leaving his suit in a neat pile and sunk into the grass.

      “JOHN!”

      John spun as Sabrina shoved him out of the way. As John tumbled to the ground, an orb of water shot up, encapsulating Sabrina. She kicked as the water held her in place and thrashed desperately to get free.

      “What’s it to be, Darksite?” Deep Blue laughed. “What is she worth to you?”

      John saw the terror in Sabrina’s eyes. Deep Blue had her in his grasp. And while most of him was either underground, or around Sabrina, there was little he could do about it.

      “Let her go!” John yelled. “She’s innocent!”

      “Oh,” Deep Blue chuckled. “The pretty ones always are. What did she promise you, I wonder? Maybe she was sent by Succubi?”

      John shook his head, “Please let her go?”

      “What are you willing to give me?”

      John looked at Sabrina as she clutched her face. The look in her eyes showed she had entered the point where this was painful to her and John opened his mouth to respond. A flash of light burst through the middle of the sphere as John’s suit tackled her to the ground. Kicking off, Aura controlled it as Sabrina spluttered and gasped for air.

      “Well that was unexpected,” Deep Blue rumbled.

      John didn’t wait any longer before turning and rushing back towards the door. The people within had taken notice of the fight and saw him coming. They began to panic and run as Deep Blue roared in frustration. Aura, noting what John was doing, ushered Sabrina back into the building before spinning the suit around to face him.

      John turned and stepped backwards into the suit. In one smooth movement, it closed over him, as a jet of water slammed into his front. John felt sound cut off as gravity tipped end over end. If John hadn’t been so used to moving around in low gravity, it would have been far worse. The spinning was uncomfortable, but he still retained his awareness of his surroundings.

      “Water doesn’t compress,” Deep Blue rumbled through the water surrounding the suit.

      John kicked, hitting the ceiling. It shoved him towards the floor, but it wasn’t enough to escape the super villain.

      “Give up, or I’ll crush you and finish what I started with your pretty little bed toy.”

      With the words, John came to a halt. The water stirred, but John could make out Deep Blue standing inside the restaurant. Sabrina was off to one side, being restrained by the server. That told John that likely she was in fact a super. And that left him in an awkward position. Because now the agency was involved. Were they likely to come after John, or Deep Blue?

      With a sigh, John activated his shocky-punchies. The high-voltage electric current lanced through the water on the only path it could. Passing right through Deep Blue’s main body before dispersing into the floor. At once, his water form lost cohesion and his form melted into a puddle. It flowed off John, letting him drop to the floor.

      By the time John stood back up, Deep Blue was already twitching. Though he was slow and uneven in his movements. John turned to get Sabrina, only to freeze at the sight of two of them. John sighed, before walking over.

      “John, she’s not me!” Left Sabrina pointed at the right.

      “Don’t listen to her!” Right Sabrina shoved the left.

      John looked from one to the other. They were both wet. Both of them wore a red dress. They both pulled equally pouty faces and when he scanned them, they both came back as supers.

      “Fuck,” John sighed as Deep Blue let out a groan.

      Taking them both under his arms, John rushed them outside and activated the anti-gravity generators. Leaping out of the garden, John travelled as quickly as he could back towards home. The new location of the base was too far away to make quickly. Especially not with two women, one of them an imposter.

      Instead, John headed for the roof of a rather large building. It was tall, at least tall enough that John could put them and keep them both safe and isolated. It was also a bit of a leap, getting all three of them up there. The devices he wore reduced gravity, it didn’t cancel it entirely. But with the suit for strength, and Aura guiding the angle, John set down on the edge of the roof and set both ladies down before him.

      “Alright,” John sighed. “What position did we do last night?”

      “You put my legs over your shoulders and fucked me into the wall,” Left Sabrina blushed. “Then you called me a good kitty.”

      As the rifle lowered onto Left Sabrina she took a step back and held up her hands. “C’mon, don’t do this.”

      “What are you doing here?” John demanded as the real Sabrina came to stand beside him.

      “You used the internet,” she shrugged. “I’m just doing what they ask.”

      “So what WERE you doing?”

      Not-Sabrina rolled her eyes and her form blurred. John had a thought to shoot her, but she remained with her hands up as she reformed into a curvy read-head with wide hips stuffed into a shiny green suit.

      “Learning mostly. I was supposed to have backup, but I think they left when Deep Blue showed up like that.”

      “So, you have nothing to do with him?”

      “Fuck no,” she shook her head. “Shit, I wouldn’t have anything to do with you except you kidnapped me!”

      “Don’t put that on me,” John shook his head. “What did you think would happen when you turned into her?”

      The redhead mumbled something John didn’t hear, but Sabrina gave him a quick elbow in the ribs. “Be nice.”

      “What?!”

      “Be nice,” Sabrina nudged him again. “She was scared, and you protected her. She didn’t try any funny business, she didn’t even try to hurt me.”

      “Fuck,” John sighed. “Alright, we’re leaving.”

      “Wait!”

      John turned to the redhead and saw a worried look on her face. “What?”

      “I… This is all I can do,” She murmured as she shifted back to Sabrina, then to John in his suit, back to being a redhead. “I can’t leap down from here, or fit myself through the doorframe. If you leave me, I’m stuck here.”

      “Can’t one of your friends come get you?” John asked.

      Her response was to hold out a very wet-looking phone. “About that.”

      With Sabrina tucked under one arm, and the shape-shifting red-head under the other, John made a leap for a nearby building. Chances are he could take the impact falling straight down. But with two passengers, it was a risk he could moderate by taking a few extra steps first. Taking it in several smaller leaps, he kept hold of them both until he landed on a quiet road and released them both.

      “Thanks,” She smiled.

      “You’re welcome,” John grunted. He still wasn’t sure what to make of her.

      “Do… Um…” She paused. “Do you know anywhere safe I could stay for a day or two while I work out what to do next?”

      John opened his mouth to answer, when Sabrina nudged him again. Turning his attention to his kitty, Sabrina smiled sympathetically. “They really just left you here with a phone and no instructions?”

      “Pretty much,” the redhead shrugged. “That’s how it always worked. They’d send me in, I’d plant a listening device, or a GPS or whatever and I’d leave again. Nobody told me what to do if my ride left and they abandoned me on my own.”

      “Listening devices?” John asked.

      The red-head took her phone out once more and opened a panel in the back. She tipped out some water, before taking out a small round disc.

      “Yeah, I don’t think that’s supposed to be like that,” She dropped it.

      “...John?...”

      “No”

      “But-”

      “NO”
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      “Aura, I want her supervised at all times,” John growled as he set the red head down in the loading bay.

      She stepped back and grinned widely. “So-”

      “So you stay in-”

      “John!”

      John sighed and turned to Sabrina who was crossly glaring at him. “Sabrina…”

      “She’s fine,” Sabrina growled softly. “Stop being mean!”

      John looked from Sabrina, back to the nervous looking red head and slapped a hand to the front of his helmet and groaned.

      “Thank you, Mr. Darksite Sir,” she smiled meekly. “From what we know of your lair, we know you can move it. I’ll put off giving the Agency anything I can, so you have time to move it. In the meantime, I’ll be a good guest.”

      John looked at her again. She was the definition of innocent. He could picture her wearing a French maid outfit, bowing politely like in a Japanese Cartoon. And it was setting off all kinds of alarms. But… Sabrina was convinced she was harmless, and her equipment was in fact destroyed. John had confirmed it before he brought her inside.

      “So, do I call you Shift?”

      “Casey,” she smiled nervously. “You can call me Casey.”

      “Great,” John sighed. “Sabrina, do you have anything that Casey can wear?”

      “I’m sure I can rustle something up,” Sabrina smiled. “You go take your suit off.”

      John looked at them both. From Sabrina’s glare, to Casey’s nervous smile and let out a sigh. Without a word, John strode over to the elevator, only to frown as two giggling women darted ahead and climbed on without him. Casey was blushing furiously as it rose, but Sabrina gave a cheeky wave as it headed up to the control room.

      “Aura?”

      “They arrived at the elevator first, John. Besides, you can safely drop below.”

      “Do I need to add a second elevator or something?”

      “That depends on whether or not you wish for Sabrina to stay with you long term. Or if she is just a happy visitor.”

      John frowned at the ceiling, before stepping through the hole in the floor to the lab below. “Well, you seem to be the expert on my love life, what do you think?”

      Landing with a heavy thunk, he realised he had fallen without the aid of the generators. The suit had absorbed the shock perfectly. John shook his head and stood up.

      “I believe Miss Sabrina is a kind, caring and intelligent young woman. She can stimulate you intellectually while keeping you grounded. I believe that in time, you will appreciate her other talents as the world seeks to destroy you and what you achieve in this city.”

      John almost tripped as he slammed to an immediate halt. He took a few deep breaths, before shaking his head to clear the strange thoughts flitting around. “Let me out.”

      The suit split open as John stepped out. Still in the clothing from dinner. But he wasn’t paying attention to that. Instead, he stormed over to his workbench and pulled out a screen. Stylus in hand, John started drawing up the plans he had for his newest idea. Pulling up the schematics of some old equipment, John got to work sorting through the materials he already had. Then set up a print queue for the ones he would need.
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      “Do you think he’ll be mad?”

      Sabrina blinked as she took in the sight of the curvaceous beauty before her. Truth be told, she hadn’t thought of John at all when she handed her one of his shirts.

      “Sabrina?”

      “What?” she snapped her head up. “Yeah, no. It’s fine.”

      “O-okay. Ummmm… I really appreciate you taking me in like this. I know I’m the enemy-”

      “Are you?” Sabrina cocked her head.

      “I work for the agency,” Casey made a small shrug.

      Sabrina smiled and shook her head. “John was a teacher. He taught a class that explored the idea of letting people choose whether or not to join. Rather than forcing them.”

      “But everyone joins the agency. It would be dangerous not to,” Casey argued softly.

      Sabrina blinked slowly at the way she said it. “They tell us that, don’t they?”

      Casey opened her mouth, then closed it again. She sighed, before smiling. “Is there food here?”

      “We have a full kitchen,” Sabrina smiled.

      “Great, let me see what I can rustle up for dinner then.”

      Sabrina was about to tell her she didn’t need to. But the curvy red-head spun and scampered off in a way that really caught her eye. By the time Sabrina had collected herself once more, Casey was already going through the refrigerator.

      “Fuck,” Sabrina sighed.

      With Casey occupied, Sabrina headed for the elevator. She had needs. They’d been playing up since the two of them rinsed off together to save water. But she wasn’t about to push herself on anyone. Especially when she wasn’t sure if John would appreciate it. Then again, John had a dick. And even if she wasn’t about to dive head-first into a red-head’s muff, she could dive muff-first into John.

      She half contemplated about leaping off the elevator, but decided against it while the platform descended. She had thoughts of creating a faster way of getting down. But realistically, there was no reason to quickly access the lab. So she put up with it until she watched the room slowly come into view.

      John was at his bench, wiring something beside an odd black bundle. He was completely absorbed in his work and wasn’t paying attention to her at all. With a giggle, Sabrina took the borrowed shirt she was wearing and slipped it back off. She folded it neatly, before running her fingers through her hair. She thought of the best way to approach and figured head on would be best. If he noticed her, it would be a view to remember. And if not, well… It’s not like she planned on going elsewhere.

      With a roll of her hips, Sabrina got her strut on. Prancing towards him, he looked like he was finishing up. John’s head snapped around as she passed into his workspace.

      “Great!” John cheered, “put this on!”

      Sabrina didn’t have time to say ‘what?’ before the bundle of black material was shoved into her hands. She held it up and frowned when she realised it was a suit.

      “It’s skin tight, flexible with low friction seams so you don’t get any chafing. It’s also bullet proof and heat resistant. You won’t be able to sit in a burning building, but you’ll have time to get out if you’re trapped in one. And I should stress, a bullet won’t kill you, but it’ll still hurt. Now try it on so I know I got your size properly.”

      Sabina gaped for a moment, before letting out a small sigh. There was no zip, but it had an opening in the back and she slipped her legs into place. Pulling the suit up, she found the sleeves and inserted her arms. As she did so, the back, closed up automatically with some hidden system.

      “That looks fantastic,” John grinned as he took her by the hips.

      Sabrina couldn’t be disappointed in this. He had put it together so quickly and it touched her, he’d gone to the effort.

      “He still has more planned,” Aura said directly into her ear as John set her on the workbench.

      “And here’s the best part,” John smiled.

      He took Sabrina’s hand and pulled her fingers into a pinch gesture. Then he took her elbow and moved her hand down and made an unzipping gesture that you would make to lower the zip on the front of your pants. And to Sabrina’s amazement, the material split open, exposing her pussy to the open air.

      She looked up as John kissed her. Sabrina started purring as he pulled her ass closer to the edge of the workbench. Only to feel his cock slide up into her.

      “There’s my good kitty,” John crooned as he held her close.

      “Am I?” Sabrina gasped as he stroked in and out of her body.

      “The best,” John kissed the side of her jaw. “And I look after my kitty.”

      Sabrina shuddered as he roughly fucked her. It was exactly what she wanted when she came down.

      “Does my kitty like her new outfit?”

      “I love it,” Sabrina whined as her toes began to curl.

      “I made it extra flexible,” John continued as Sabrina panted with lust. “I made sure even swollen with my kittens that it would still fit you.”

      Sabrina started to cum. She couldn’t help it. She was already pent up and now with John’s talk of kittens, it hit that primal part of her. All her instinctual urges screamed for release as John thrust forward deeply and held himself there. John grunted as he started to fill her, and Sabrina shuddered as she came around him. All thoughts of Casey driven temporarily from her mind.

      Right now, she was being bred.
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      John turned his head away as the guilt set in. In just a pair of panties and one of his shirts, stretched across her sizable chest, Casey was one hell of a woman. He couldn’t help his gaze from wandering over her as she bent over a pot of what smelled like scrambled eggs. The weirdest part for him, was as he turned his attention back to Sabrina, she too was staring. He had only just started getting comfortable with Sabrina. But here, now with them both staring at the same woman. Those were some thoughts John had never entertained. And he didn’t quite know how to feel about it.

      “Here we go!” Casey chirped.

      She plucked the pot from the stove, still stirring as she spun around with a wide, cheerful smile. She had a strange dance as she moved around in the kitchen. It was like every step was a hop and it sent her sizable assets moving in ways that once again caught John’s attention. Whether she knew it or not, the woman was a walking pin-up model.

      She poured the scrambled eggs onto three plates laden with toast and lightly fried cherry tomatoes. The kitchen smelled amazing and John’s mouth watered as she set the pot into the dishwasher with the rest of the items she used to make breakfast. Then, with a smile that would melt butter, she plucked the three plates off the bench. Two on one arm, one in her other hand, she danced around the bench and paused when she saw the looks on John and Sabrina’s faces.

      “What?”

      “N-nothing,” Sabrina answered just a little too quickly.

      John was saved from having to answer by his stomach rumbling loudly. Casey shook off her concerned expression and beamed widely as she continued to the table. She set the first plate before Sabrina, the second at an empty place, before setting the last before John.

      “This looks amazing,” John mumbled.

      “Mhm!” Sabrina moaned from the opposite end of the table.

      John and Casey both looked at the excitable catgirl and saw her cheeks puffed out as she stuffed another scoop of eggs into her mouth. Casey burst into a fit of laughter, while even John had to work to contain himself. Sabrina was unperturbed at their amusement and continued to chew and eat as she was. And when John took a bite of the eggs, he couldn’t help the small moan that escaped her lips. It was a simple dish. Eggs, milk, cheese, butter and a little salt and pepper. Paired with the cooked cherry tomatoes and served on toast, it came together in an extremely satisfying way.

      “It’s nice to cook for people again,” Casey sighed as she took her seat.

      “You sound like you don’t get to very often?” John paused.

      Casey shook her head slowly. “I… I don’t know how much I can tell you without getting in trouble. But the Agency is organised into tiers. The higher the tier, the better the perks. But also the higher the danger missions they can send you on.”

      John knew all this. With the help of Aura, he had examined their systems extensively. It was one of the many, many reasons he despised the Agency. The part she left out was that there were less than ethical ways to advance and not be sent into danger. A young woman like herself, especially with the ability to mimic people, would have an easy time of it if she wanted to. All she needed was a signature from someone at the top and she could have just about anything she wanted.

      “I’ve been looked over for promotions a few times now. My skills are useful, but… I don’t like the danger.” She sighed and fidgeted slightly. “I still eat with the recruits most days. I offered to help in the kitchens, but apparently adding salt takes too long.”

      “Like boot camp,” John shook his head.

      Casey nodded slowly. “Yeah, actually. The military was involved a fair bit too. They shout a lot, kick us out of bed at night. Some of us… Don’t cope.”

      John nodded slowly as Sabrina’s horrified gaze locked onto the curvy redhead. He may have known these things. But she hadn’t. And it was the entire basis of the course he taught. None of that information was public knowledge. It wasn’t some illustrious offsite university campus filled with open fields and target practice. It was a boot camp that stomped on kids until they did what they were told.

      “John, did you…”

      “Yeah,” John nodded. “Yeah, I knew about it. That’s why I have my class.”

      “They use that in our training too,” Casey frowned. “They have footage of your lessons and doctor it to make you look irrational.” John nodded, he knew that too. “There were a lot of people surprised when you got outed as Darksite.”

      That wasn’t something John thought about at least. “So what now then?”

      Casey frowned, “What do you mean?”

      “How are you going to get back? Is it safe to go back?”

      “Why wouldn’t it be safe to go back?” Casey asked.

      Sabrina frowned as she clicked onto the problem. John didn’t think Casey was unintelligent. But her priorities differed vastly from either he or Sabrina. “You’re in our base.”

      “Yeah, they’ll want intel. That’s… That’s my job.”

      John nodded, “But will they trust it?”

      “What do you mean?”

      “You, a low level super,” he saw the flinch and pushed on. “You’re kidnapped-”

      “You didn’t kidnap me.”

      “That might be worse,” John shrugged. “You have to understand. They’re going to find out I took you into my base and you were here for a day or two. Either they think I’ve kidnapped you, or they think you came willingly. Either way, you’re now a liability to them.”

      “But… No, I… They trained me to collect intel. This is part of my job.”

      “And you’ve already told me you’re going to put off giving them information so I have time to get an escape ready.”

      “So what? Don’t go back?”

      John opened his mouth, before pausing. Casey looked distressed. She looked down at her plate and wiped away a tear.

      “Casey-”

      “I can’t,” she shook her head. “I have to go back.”

      “We understand,” Sabrina said, getting up.

      The catgirl moved around the table and gave her a hug, while John watched on. Casey was severely distressed by something. He could look at a piece of machinery and almost instinctively, he could work out what was wrong with it. Furthermore, he could look at machinery and come up with ideas to improve it. Things were built so cheaply these days John had concluded that almost everything was built with an intentional use by date just so people would have to buy it again. Paper cups, cars and even the paint on the walls. It was why John had this facility built and installed the equipment in order to build another one. And while he could do all of this. He was remarkably dense in terms of emotions. The emotions of women in particular.

      “John, you need to see the control room,” Aura said over the PA.

      Sabrina and Casey both looked up. Sabrina looked concerned, while Casey put on a smile and wiped her face with her hands.

      “I’m okay.”

      John frowned, before nodding and standing up. He felt a pang of disappointment at his half unfinished breakfast, but Aura wouldn’t have said anything unless it was important. Jogging back through the living quarters, John stepped into the control room and looked at the bank of monitors. Aura had condensed the feeds into a single image over multiple screens.

      And what he could see made his blood boil.

      “The attack started twenty minutes ago,” the reporter puffed. “Deep Blue broke out several high-level supervillains, before swarming the police precinct. There are multiple dead in the streets. While-”

      “What’s that?” the cameraman asked, before the camera panned around to show the roof of the building.

      Deep blue stood on the roof, smiling down at the camera. He had a tendril of water coming off his left, and in that water, was Chief Franklin. Deep blue held him up, but left his mouth free to breathe.

      “Darksite!” Deep Blue called out. “This needs to end!”

      “Oh shit,” Sabrina gasped as she followed into the room.
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        * * *

      

      Darksite landed on the roof opposite the reporter and the cameraman. Beside him, landed Sabrina. She couldn’t contain her delight at the additions to her new suit. With the same anti-gravity generators, she could launch herself in any direction. And with her cat-like reflexes, it meant she could travel in three dimensions with ease. Though John had installed a failsafe that would safely bring her back to earth should she make a vertical leap and miss.

      With a quick nod, Darksite looked up at Deep Blue. He was standing where he had been since the recording started. The camera crew were off doing their thing, being ignored by both of them.

      “SO?!”

      “So!” Deep Blue chuckled. “I think it’s painfully obvious you have no desire to work for me, or even with me.”

      “True,” Darksite nodded.

      “So we’re at an impasse,” Deep Blue smiled. “So here’s my new offer. Leave.”

      “Leave?” Sabrina tilted her head.

      “Take your pets if you wish,” Deep Blue added, ignoring Sabrina. “I want you gone! Leave my city! Take the attention of The Agency with you!”

      “What makes you think I’ll just go?” Darksite asked.

      Deep Blue smiled, “Because while you’re a villain, you aren’t a monster like me. I’ve killed a dozen men and women to stand here today. I’ve another dozen locked in a storage room that I can flood in less time than it would take for them to take a deep breath.”

      “There’s more police,” Darksite grunted.

      “There are,” Deep Blue agreed. “But how long do you think it’ll be before they give up? I’ve already got friends roaming around. Day by day, things will get worse. Arson, murder, mayhem. All the things you’ve tried to stamp out. I’ll create it. Cultivate it. Unleash it. And sure. Eventually you might catch me, or even kill me. But how many thousands of lives is that worth to you? How many dead innocent people is worth stopping me?”

      “Blue baby!” A new voice called out.

      Darksite flinched as Succubi landed beside Sabrina. She turned her head to the mechanically encased super and gave a small nod.

      “Succubi,” Deep Blue growled. “I don’t take betrayal lightly.”

      “I didn’t betray you honey,” she waved his words off with a twiddle of her fingers. “I never agreed to be one of yours. Just, until I found my pets, I offered to help.”

      “Those-”

      “Don’t go saying things you may regret later,” she twiddled her fingers.

      Sabrina moaned softly as her thighs rubbed together. Succubi had released a burst of her power at the implied threat from Deep Blue. Someone like Sabrina had very little defence against it. Truth be told, without Aura’s help with the suit, Darksite may have been in a similar position.

      “Sorry honey,” Succubi shook her head. “Let me know if ever you decide to step away from that gorgeous man of yours and I’ll hit you with everything I have until you can’t walk straight.” She glanced up at the suit and gave it a wink. “You too.”

      “Succubi, you already know your powers are ineffective against me, why are you here?”

      “I have a vested interest in keeping the peace in this city,” she smiled. “My pets are important to me. They deserve to live comfortably.”

      “They’d have that if you worked with me.”

      Succubi shook her head. “No, you’d use them as leverage to make me do your bidding. We both know how you operate. This isn’t your first rodeo, neither is it mine.”

      “I suppose then that makes us enemies,” Deep Blue drawled.

      Succubi smiled. “To be honest, I never saw you much as a friend. But an out is an out, and I wasn’t about to question things when you opened my cell.”

      “Then I give you the same offer. Leave, and your pets can leave with you.”

      It was at that moment, a grey, rectangular bag of powdered cement flew from behind Deep Blue. He didn’t see it coming, but he spotted the muzzle flash as a round tore through his liquid body. Darksite’s aim had been perfect thanks to Aura’s targeting algorithms. It struck the bag with enough velocity the shockwave blew the contents outwards. Deep Blue’s reaction to being washed down with dry concrete, was to shriek in pain.

      In his distraction, Succubi beat her wings, and tore through the air. Deep Blue was desperately trying to slag off the mixing concrete from the main part of his body, and didn’t spot Succubi until she blurred past him. Taking Chief Franklin with her.

      “NO!” He roared as he turned and saw a second bag of concrete.

      He had just enough time to throw up his hands, before a second shot exploded the bag, showering him with concrete powder once more. Deep Blue stumbled back, before turning his body into liquid. He slagged off the chunks that were forming within as he flowed to the edge of the building. Where a hum in the air vanished as a second suit dropped onto the roof beside the liquid villain.

      This suit was much the same as Darksite’s other suit. It was still a work in progress, with exposed parts visible and wiring hanging loose around the fan ducts. It was a simple concept. With a set of ducted fans strapped to his back and the anti-gravity generators functional. John had built a second suit that could fly through the air with ease. And with lower mass, the ducted fans could rapidly change his momentum with minimal discomfort.

      It did have a significant drawback though. Without proper power management systems. John wasn’t about to power the flight function, along with his upgraded shocky-punchy. Or in this case, it was more a shocky-lancey. At least, thanks to Sabrina’s squeal and Aura’s reluctance to change the official label once already entered into her database.

      When John touched the lance to the pool of liquid, the lights in the nearby buildings flickered from the sudden flow of power. Deep Blue’s liquid form bubbled as his cells responded chaotically to the power flowing through him. John could only hold it for a moment, before cutting the power. The device, like the rest of his new suit, was untested and now uncomfortably warm to touch. And that was THROUGH a glove. The plastic on the hilt of the shocky-lance was smoking and there were visible indents from holding it.

      “Quickly!” Sabrina cheered as she sailed over the edge of the wall.

      Upside down, mind you. She tumbled-mid air, before activating the failsafe and flipped to land beside John in his new suit. Casey followed a moment behind, landing on John’s opposite side, wearing his original suit. And they were just in time for the next bag of cement to fly over the edge of the wall.

      Sabrina leaped up and caught it on her chest. The impact knocked her back, where Casey, with the aid of the suit, rushed over to catch the cat girl. John deactivated the shocky-lance and turned on the hover function. As he lifted off the ground, he saw Titan far below at a nearby construction site. The builders were waiting on the far side, cheering him on. The former villain picked up another bag and hurled it at John.

      As he braced for impact, Sabrina and Casey tore the bag apart, dumping the concrete powder over Deep Blue, who was bubbling and groaning incoherently. Darksite caught the next bag as it hit him in the chest. But with the generators and the ducted fans, he was able to bleed off the momentum and carry the bag back as Sabrina and Casey got ready for the next bag. They alternated back and forth, catching bags of cement, before dumping them over the notorious supervillain.

      At first he cried out. Then he screamed. When those screams turned to begging, John hit him once more with the shocky-lance. Until finally, the supervillain stopped moving. He stopped groaning, and the afternoon fell into silence. John waved a hand at Titan and the big man set down the bag of cement he was holding. It was a good thing too. The pallet was almost empty.

      “Well that was disturbing,” Succubi grunted.

      John turned and nodded at the woman, as she set down Chief Franklin on the roof. The man had a grimace on his face as he looked at the mushy slag on the roof. It wasn’t a professional concreting job, under any circumstances. John had used the shocky-lance as a stirrer after its second use. It had melted so badly, it was now permanently adhered to the glove he wore. Which was fine. John had built it quickly, rather than properly. He needed it to work, not necessarily to work again.

      “Darksite, I… I can’t condone this.”

      “Wasn’t asking you to,” John shrugged. “But without the Agency, we weren’t getting him back to prison. So it was this or…”

      “I get it,” Chief Franklin nodded. “But… We have laws against cruel and unusual treatment of prisoners.”

      “What about child labour? Conscription, forced labour camps and mental abuse?” Chief Franklin gave John a look like he’d grown a second head. “Y’know what, nevermind,” John shook his head. “What’s done is done. Deep Blue is no more. Now I need to track down everyone he set loose.”

      “Is he actually?” Chief Franklin frowned. “If he’s liquid?”

      “Concrete is highly absorbent,” John shrugged. “It leaches water out of things. Whatever body he has that wasn’t water, is now dehydrated and getting drier as we speak. You do have a good point though.”

      “Do you want me to set up a watch?”

      “No,” John shook his head, before glancing at the ladies on the roof. “I’ll stay here. But I wouldn’t say no to someone sending up a chair.”

      “I won’t be sticking around, honey,” Succubi smiles. “I need to get back to my babies.”

      “Which is it, pets or babies?” Casey asked from within John’s original suit.

      Succubi smiled, “It depends on my mood at the time.”

      John nodded slowly as she extended her wings. And with a few beats, she was off and flying. John was extremely grateful for her help. Finding her wasn’t much of a problem. She regularly advertised her location online. She was a being of lust and toured adult venues. They did exceptional business, she got food and shelter. And if she spied someone that took her fancy, she got to feed on more than her pets.

      Titan, had been the more difficult one to find. The villain was wearing a child’s bib when John knocked on the front door. The young woman that answered immediately hugged him, while Titan awkwardly tried to explain away the reason he was in the house at all. Tiana, as she introduced herself over the phone, was Titan’s ex. But there was a story there John wasn’t privy to. And Tiana was the reason John knew where to find the giant man. And as John looked over at the construction site, Titan was nowhere to be seen. No doubt returning to the family he was desperate to be part of, while also refusing to admit existed.

      John wondered for a moment if he should do something about that. Not to interfere with whatever was going on. But to provide some kind of protection for the family. Tiana was just a human, and so was her child. Maybe a set of drones, or-

      “John?”

      John blinked and looked at Sabrina. She had a concerned frown as she stood in front of him.

      “Sorry, what did I miss?”

      “Nothing, they just left.”

      John nodded, before looking around. The roof was vacant now. Just he, Sabrina and Casey, who was stepping out of John’s original suit. She wore her outfit, over a mirror image of John’s physical body. Before their eyes, her figure blurred as she reformed into the curvy redhead they both recognised from before.

      “Oh, I do not like that,” she complained.

      “The suit?” John asked.

      “No, that was really comfy actually. Like walking around in a bullet-proof limousine,” she smiled. “No, I mean taking a male’s form. I can do it, but it’s… Like wearing shoes that aren’t the right size. Except it’s my entire body. Nothing feels right, y’know?”

      “No,” Sabrina smiled. “But if it makes you feel better. You’re way hotter like this, then as a man.”

      “Hey!” John grouched.

      The two ladies giggled as they relaxed. But the appearance of an officer interrupted them. He came out with a stack of three chairs.

      “Chief said to bring these?” he complained.

      “Just set them down,” John nodded.

      The man did so without a word and slipped back through the doorway leading back down into the building.

      “So what now?” John asked as he took the seats.

      He set them out so the three of them could watch the concrete supervillain dry, without the sun being in their eyes and turned back to the two women. Sabrina was watching Casey, who nervously shifted.

      “I… Need to go back.”

      “You don’t have to,” Sabrina offered.

      “I do though,” Casey frowned. “Like… I really, really do.”

      “Could I persuade you to stay if I licked your clit a little?” Sabrina offered.

      Casey’s face broke into a wide smile even as she blushed almost the same colour as her hair. “You don’t mean that.”

      “I do though,” Sabrina insisted. “I bet if you took your suit off right now, John would get inside me, while I had you. Then we could swap.”

      Casey shook her head slowly. “I’m not all that.”

      “You’re kidding, right?” Sabrina gaped. “Have you seen yourself?”

      Casey frowned, “This… Isn’t me.” She shifted slightly and her exterior shimmered. She grew slightly shorter and lost almost all of her curves. Until what remained was a thin, boyish-figured, young woman. Her red hair was the same, but her ‘curves for days’ body was now a trim figure with only the smallest bumps on her chest to suggest she was a woman.

      “Are you more or less flexible like this?” Sabrina asked.

      “What?”

      “More, or less flexible?” Sabrina repeated.

      Casey flicked her eyes towards John, who was still staring at her. “What do you mean?”

      “Well… without the added mass, I’m betting you’re more flexible like this. And I’m not one to put words in a man’s mouth. But picturing you, all naked, with your ankles behind your head, while John slams-”

      “Sabrina,” John called softly.

      She paused and looked over her shoulder. “You see it too! Don’t you pretend otherwise.”

      John had to admit, curves or no curves. Casey was a beautiful woman. Curves for days Casey looked like she could bend over any piece of furniture in the city and make it a reasonable excuse to pound her into it. Original form Casey looked like the shy girl from science you’ve been fantasising about since you got to know her during a group project, and don’t know how to ask her out.

      “Sabrina, clearly she’s uncomfortable with the attention. Can you please turn it down a tad?”

      “Fine,” Sabrina growled. “You’re still hot though.”

      Casey blushed furiously. John looked at her and sighed. If he brought her back to the lair, things might get out of hand. So…
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        * * *

      

      Sirius watched the screen with a blank stare. It wasn’t the illustrious headquarters she was used to. But this ramshackle control room set up in Northstar was adequate. The recruits had joined with Northstar’s, while mass surveillance went on back in Capitol City. The few heroes they had back in the city were operating with surprising ease. John had done everything he could to place power back into the hands of the humans, rather than turn into the dictator they assumed him to be.

      Even now, as she watched from Night Owl’s chest mounted camera, she could see him on the roof beside Casey and a young woman she knew as Sabrina. One of his students from the course he taught. Her ears and tail told her that Sabrina was genetically modified. But John wasn’t a biologist. He made robots. So that meant there was something else going on. What did confuse her, was Casey. Shift, they sent the shapeshifting low grade super in to bug John so they had an ear on him at all times.

      Instead, Deep Blue made an appearance. That complicated things and Casey had gone off grid into wherever John’s lair was. But now, she stood there, beside him. No bugs, no excuses, no contact.

      “Ma’am, call for you.”

      “Me?” Sirius frowned at the intern. A hero going by Data. She had a knack for putting information together. Even obscure things that made little sense. But she saw patterns and worked with it. She was also a crack at trivia night.

      Looking down at her phone, Sirius’s heart stopped. It wasn’t just a directed call from elsewhere. But a coded call. A direct line, using the code of a long dead, mad scientist. She glanced up at the screen and picked up the call.

      “Yes?”

      “Her bugs got wet,” John told her over the phone. “Her communication is down. She’s unharmed and in good health. Come and get her.”

      “John-” Sirius heard the click and knew he was gone.

      “Ma’am?” Data prodded.

      Sirius sighed. “Send transport.”

      “Should I include a response team?”

      Sirius watched the two women hug on the roof, before John, the empty suit and the cat girl all left in different directions.

      “...No…”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 12

          

        

      

    

    
      “Bank robbery in progress, updating navigation point,” Aura announced.

      “Sabrina!”

      “Got it!” She replied.

      John looked down below and saw the ping from the tracking device implanted in her new suit. It only activated when he wanted it to, and the signal it generated was encrypted. Which went a long way to ensure the only person who could effectively track her, was himself.

      With the automations built into his latest suit, and the helpful inputs from Aura, John banked around towards the dot on the heads up display. Originally they had planned on taking regular patrols around the city. But his routes were being watched and the goings on that he hoped to tackle, dried up the moment he started moving. So now, he and Sabrina were going for a more random timeline.

      Right now, it was mid-afternoon. Traffic was about to bank up for the evening rush as schools let out. Why someone would choose to rob a bank in the middle of the day like this, John had no idea. But then again, if they were supers, they might have an ace up their sleeves to help things along. It was difficult to account for all the powers there were in the world. Some were rarer than others too. Obvious buffs to strength or speed were rather common. Powers involving mental abilities were the next common. But that was usually telekinesis, or auras to cast yourself in a flattering or fearful light. They were simple powers that ranged from the very mild, to extreme cases like Succubi, Sabrina and Darksite.

      Those made up the majority of heroes, F grade through to C grade. Then there were less common ones, like being able to shapeshift. Unlike Shift, most would turn into monsters, grow claws, spikes or like the villain in the prison with the metal body and spines. Hero’s like Sirius and Pinnacle were at the top of the tree. Multiple powers, multiple abilities. Increased survivability. Living weapons of mass destruction, only held back by their own morality.

      And that meant, that whatever Deep Blue had unleashed on this city, could only be a bad thing. The ability to phase through walls might be handy in running away from a dangerous situation. But what if you phased back in, while standing within someone’s body? Or like this situation, where you could walk into a bank vault. This wasn’t some game. Powers were complicated and not all weaknesses were easily exploitable.

      These were all things John pondered as the high powered ducted fans allowed him to close on the bank in just seconds. And with his added speed and the additions to Sabrina’s outfit, she was only a few seconds behind him. Able to let loose with her cat-like reflexes, she would likely register on the slow end of a speed super.

      In the distance, John could see police lights as they approached. That made sense too. Aura likely picked up the signal a robbery was taking place the same time the police did. Only John and Sabrina were already in the area. The two of them dropped on a rooftop beside the bank and watched the goings on.

      People in the street seemed to have realised there was an issue. Even before the police arrived, they were moving away. And the reason became pretty apparent, as a blur of movement shot across the front windows. John frowned as he took a scan. It was only visible for a moment. But it was enough for Aura to trace a suspect.

      “Nightmare,” she announced. “Real name Cindy Caramel, thirty-two years old. She works in tandem with her husband Knox, real name Michael Caramel Twenty-Nine years old. No children. Both were recorded as missing at the prison, helped to escape by Deep Blue.”

      “What are their abilities?” Sabrina asked.

      John smiled, the upgrades to her suit made communication a breeze. Aura was about to let them converse with ease, over the entire span of the city. More if he could install relays or a satellite. Which…

      “Aura, remind me to look into my satellite program.”

      “You have a rocket?” Sabrina gasped, giving him a wide grin.

      “I.. Ah…” John shrugged. “Yeah. But I haven’t tested it.”

      “Before we get off track,” Aura interrupted. “Nightmare is an A-grade shifter. She has several identified forms. All with the same characteristics of a black shadow creature. The three main ones she uses resemble a gorilla, a tiger and a bat.”

      “Not very original,” Sabrina frowned.

      “Those are only estimations based on body structure. They only vaguely resemble the forms described.”

      “Great,” John sighed. “What about Knox?”

      “Also an A-grade shifter. He studied chemistry and learned to mimic specific compounds. Then used them to blow up the chemistry lab and fake his own death. He can create various chemicals of multiple uses. But favours explosives.”

      “Alright,” John nodded.

      The police were setting up a cordoned area and pushing people back. The bank was an older building. Stone pillars and large glass windows. You could see the hostages within. Most were customers, laying face down on the floor. Nightmare roamed about now the doors were secure. Aura was right. The form, while vaguely tiger shaped, was not at all like a tiger.

      Oversized claws tore up the floor, while three long slender tails whipped around like snakes. Her body moved on all fours, and her head was longer and more slender, to emphasise the massive jaws with curved tips. It was like a hellish combination between a bird’s beak and a cat’s fangs, without fur or feathers.

      Knox wasn’t anywhere in sight, but then neither was the vault. And if it was his job to break in while she guarded the prisoners, that made sense.

      “Let’s get down there,” John nodded.

      Sabrina was over the edge before John’s ducted jets made it to full power. But he was only a moment behind, sending the police on scene into a scramble. They fell back away from their sudden entrance, and a few even drew their weapons.

      “Seriously?” Sabrina growled.

      “Put them down,” John sighed. “We’re here to help.”

      The officers held their ground, before a detective in a suit swore. “For fuck’s sake, you idiots know that suit of his is likely bulletproof, right?”

      At those words, the officers who had gone for their weapons lowered them once more. Which gave John the opportunity to address the man that spoke. He was older, white-haired and looked more tired than angry about the situation.

      “Thank you?”

      “Arthur,” he grunted and held out his hand to shake.

      “Thank you, Arthur,” John took his hand.

      “Don’t mention it,” the old man shrugged. “I know you’re not some vicious bastard like Deep Blue. But I still reckon you’d kill us if push came to shove.”

      “I would!” Sabrina giggled.

      John rolled his eyes, not that anyone could see him do it. “What’s the situation here?”

      Arthur sighed and shook his head. “Out of the frying pan, into the fire as they say. Deep Blue let a bunch out. Some were killed getting out. But, your man Titan brought down Jaeger a few days ago, so he’s back behind bars.”

      “He what now?”

      Arthur frowned. “Jaeger? Big dude. Liked to throw his weight around and eat random shit.”

      Aura provided an image on his heads up display of a severely overweight man. His body had malformed as he slowly fed a whole refrigerator down his gullet.

      “I’m glad things are working out then,” John nodded to the man.

      “Right,” Arthur nodded. “Either way, there are some real nasty pieces of work running around. We don’t know which ones got out, and which ones are dead. The small fry are up to their usual. Robbing convenience stores, bottle shops and the like. But there are some nasty fuckers out here too. This lot is the latest.”

      “Aura, I want detailed reports of anything I would find of interest or importance,” John instructed the AI.

      “I will compile a list for when you get home,” Aura replied in monotone.

      John wanted to call out her attitude, but now wasn’t the time. There was something going on with her, and he didn’t know what.

      “So far, we know there’s between thirty and thirty-five customers trapped inside. And about another dozen staff. Security went down first. They used some kind of chemical compound that sent them into hysterics and they ran for it. That’s how we got the call. There’s nobody inside with a weapon. Just civilians and two villains.”

      “Aura, can you get eyes inside?”

      It was only a moment before John’s heads up display showed a series of cameras. Like all banks, there were a lot of them, and John could see everything going on inside. Nightmare was weaving through the hostages, growling at them when they moved too much. But there was another man. He was rather short, with thick coke-bottle glasses. And, from the looks of things, he was secreting an acid into the hinges on what could only be an old timey bank vault. Big round door with a wheel on the front for the lock. Considering the lack of keyhole, it was likely on a time delay, so it couldn’t be opened in these exact situations.

      John spent a few minutes flicking through the various feeds. He got accurate numbers for Arthur on who was inside. As well as the thirty-three customers and a dozen staff. There were six more in the upstairs office. They were staying put, hiding in an office together. One had written a note that said ‘HELP!’ and set it on the desk in front of the camera. So they knew enough of what was going on.

      And there lay the plan.

      “Sabrina, second floor, right side. Three windows over. Let’s go.”

      “What?” Arthur frowned.

      “We’re going in,” John turned away from the man.

      Arthur swore softly, “Chief Franklin is on his way.”

      “Then let him know we’ve gone in,” Sabrina called over her shoulder.

      The two of them moved around the building and into an alleyway. It was for the fire escape. The bank had a fancy upgraded one. Completely enclosed, you couldn’t access it from the outside. At least, that was what the plan was. In reality, it was electronically locked and Aura had the ladder lowering in only a few moments.

      “After you,” John smiled.

      “You just wanna stare at my ass while you climb up behind me.”

      “Yup,” John grinned.

      Sabrina paused, before smiling. “I don’t know what I was expecting. But I’m kinda turned on by this whole thing.”

      “Everything turns you on,” John grinned.

      “True,” Sabrina swung onto the ladder. “But there’s a big difference between being turned on. And being turned on beside a man who makes me drip like a leaky faucet.”

      John chuckled as he climbed onto the ladder behind her. Only to stare straight up at her bare pussy as a drip of grool started to descend.

      “I wasn’t kidding,” she giggled, before scooping up the stray bead of womanly essence.

      She stuck her finger into her mouth to clean it off, before activating the suit and closing it up once more. John shook his head and restarted his brain function, before following her. It was quick work getting to the top of the ladder. The only sticking point was having to shift the ducted fans to make room within the confines of the ladder. Once at the top though, there was plenty of room for the two of them to walk along to the window they needed.

      And the surprised faces of the people within were something John tried not to grin at. Sabrina though made a small giggle. With a wave of their hands, and a quick point at the latch, a young woman crept over and opened it.

      “Please tell me you were telling the truth on the news,” she whimpered.

      “You heard right,” John confirmed as he stepped into the room. “We’ll look at setting up a prosecution for my crimes when the Agency comes back to town. For now, I need all of you to get out.”

      “You’re fucking crazy, you know that?”

      “Michael!”

      John shook his head at the voices. “All of you shut up. Get out the window, follow it outside. Go talk to the police.”

      “Thank you,” an older man nodded. John gestured for the door and Sabrina opened it showing an empty hallway.

      The two of them stepped out and looked in either direction. One way was an elevator. The other had a sign for stairs. John nodded and started in that direction. Sabrina was a step behind and they hurried past empty offices. John opened the camera view and checked the area. They would come down in a hallway behind the main room. It was a secure part of the bank. And it would let them enter from several places within the building.

      “We’ll take Knox first,” John whispered. “Nightmare is out the front where she’s visible. But she can’t see him either. So we take him down, then come at her from both directions.”

      “Got it,” Sabrina smiled.

      John stepped onto the first stair, and it exploded. The suit was armoured enough he felt the shockwave pass through him, as debris bounced off his body. He tumbled back, knocking Sabrina down as she tried to catch him. John heard screams and spun around as the roof collapsed. Without thinking, John grabbed Sabrina and activated the flight function of his suit. Thankfully, it was still functional and in a flash, both of them were flying free of the falling rubble.

      In the confines of the hallway though, the landing was less than graceful, as the two of them dropped to the floor. Sabrina rolled to catch herself, while John clipped the wall and spun onto the floor. He laid there for a moment while he caught his breath, before Sabrina appeared over the top of him.

      “John?!”

      “I’m okay,” he grunted out his reply.

      “What the fuck was that?”

      The two of them looked over at the young woman. She was the only one still inside as Michael, the asshole who swore at them, slipped out the open window in a hurry.

      “Knox set a bomb on the stairs,” John sighed as he sat up.

      “Shit,” she swore, then bit her lip. “You’ll need the code for the elevator.”

      “That-”

      This time, the explosion was below them. It wasn’t as powerful as the one that took out the stairs. But it was enough to collapse the floor beneath their feet. Sabrina leaped, tackling the young woman, while John tumbled to the floor below. With the help of Aura, the anti-gravity generators and the ducted fans, he righted himself before hitting the ground.

      Only it wasn’t an explosion. It was a massive, black form. Bipedal, with two arms. Though its proportions were even more obscure than you’d expect for a gorilla. Its arms were even longer than in a real gorilla, and like the tiger, it had oversized claws. Those claws, it used to tear into the ceiling after Sabrina, who was shoving the woman back out of the way. How it had missed him tumbling to the ground, John didn’t know. But he wasn’t about to turn down an advantage.

      He regretted not putting more effort into perfecting the shocky-lance. Instead, he had his trusted shocky-punchies. John waited until just the right moment, before launching himself straight at the creature. Nightmare didn’t even realise he was there until the voltage passed through her body. Her form convulsed as she screamed inhumanly. Her body twisted as she formed the likeness of a bat. If that bat had come from the depths of hell and had talons large enough to grab a person.

      With her shift, she beat her wings and made a beeline for where John knew the vault was. Only, as she flew, Sabrina launched from the hole in the ceiling, tackling her to one side. In her dazed state, Nightmare wasn’t able to correct herself and tumbled to the ground, where John pounced once more. This time, with a slightly smaller target, John pressed the shocky-punchy into the base of her spine, and lit her up.

      The scream must have been supersonic this time. As John’s vision blurred, and several glass items in the bank shattered. Otherwise, he didn’t detect a thing.

      “CINDY!”

      John released Nightmare as he spun around to the strange little man. He was furious and seemed to be trying to think of what to do next as he clenched and unclenched his hands. Beside him was an open bag stuffed with banknotes. 

      “Surrender, Knox!” John ordered. “I don’t want to hurt you, or Nightmare. But I will if I have to!”

      “Run Michael!” Cindy shouted.

      John turned and saw a buff woman. She looked like she bench pressed her husband for fun. But it didn’t stop Sabrina who placed her claws around the woman’s neck to silence her.

      “Wait!” Knox shouted. “Don’t hurt her!”

      “Michael!”

      “We are not having this argument again!” Knox shouted. “I didn’t even want this! Why you followed Deep Blue’s stupid plan I have no idea. But I’m not leaving you for dead!”

      “You thought his plan was stupid?”

      “YES!” Knox roared.

      “Shit,” Nightmare growled.

      “Did he make you some vague promise about running this city?” John asked.

      “Pretty much,” Nightmare sighed. “We have a hit list of places to rob on specific days.”

      John and Sabrina shared a glance. “You do know we killed Deep Blue a week ago, right?”

      “You what now?” Knox frowned.

      “You’re kidding?” John looked at them both. “You’re following the schedule of a dead man and didn’t even know it?”

      “We were probably fucking.”

      “Cindy!”

      “What?” She sighed with exasperation. “You know how I get. You go all macho with the explosives, and my panties practically fall off. I hadn’t seen you in years…”

      “I’ll organise conjugal visits if you both get good behaviour,” John told them both.

      They fell silent, and Knox frowned. “For what?”

      “Take yourself outside, surrender. When you’re in cuffs and on your way out. We’ll bring Nightmare so she can be taken into custody. You both go quietly, I’ll put in a good word and help you two out.”

      “You cross us, we’ll kill you,” Sabrina growled.

      “Just…” Knox shook his head. “I’ll do whatever you say. Just please don’t hurt her.”

      “Everything will be fine. Just go peacefully,” John nodded at the door.

      “Fuck,” Nightmare growled. “I really wanted to fuck on a big pile of money.”

      That brought a giggle to Sabrina, while Knox made his way out the front door. He kept his hands up and John could hear someone on a megaphone giving him instructions. John kept watch as the officers came over and quickly cuffed the villain, before taking him to the back of a van. He must have told them what was going on, as Chief Franklin approached the door.

      “Darksite, we have transport for them both here.”

      “Wait there!” John called out, before turning to Sabrina and Nightmare. “Easy now. I really do not want to hurt you.”

      Nightmare gave a pout as he helped her stand. With one hand on the back of her neck with the shocky-punchies prepped, Sabrina walked behind as they approached the door. A team was already in position to take her into custody as John brought her outside. Like agreed, she kept still as they put a specially reinforced set of cuffs and restraints on her. It was designed to contain her, even if she shifted.

      “You gonna keep your word?” She asked.

      “To the best of my ability,” John nodded. “I’ll do all I can.”

      Nightmare nodded slowly. “Most of it was my idea. Knox just goes along with whatever I tell him.”

      John nodded, as they led her off, and Chief Franklin stepped up beside him. “I wasn’t expecting this.”

      “Deep Blue left him a specially made bomb. It’s in the vault. I need you to evacuate the civilians and cordon off the area.”

      Sabrina’s eyes went wide, as Franklin swore under his breath. “C’mon people, we need to get the civilians out! NOW!”

      John led the way back into the building as the staff and customers were ushered out. Most had been too terrified of Nightmare to try moving, even after John had led her out. It was only now they saw badges and uniforms they moved. And a minute later, that the bank was empty.

      “What the fuck, John?” Sabrina hissed.

      “Follow me,” John led the way back to the vault.

      Sure enough, it was open. There were several more bags inside. These were empty and there was a massive pile of cash on the floor where Knox had swept it from the shelves.

      “I’m even more confused now, where’s the-”

      John spun Sabrina around and kissed her. She hadn’t even noticed him step out of the suit. But his lips on hers was something she would always recognise. John pushed her back until her foot slipped on a bundle of bills. She slipped and fell back into the pile with a laugh.

      “Are you serious right now?”

      “Do you not want to fuck on top of a pile of millions of dollars?”

      “You’re so bad,” Sabrina giggled as she reached between her legs to make the opening motion.

      “They can add it to my trial,” John growled as her pussy came into view.

      With a snarl, John pounced, shoving her legs wide open as he lowered his mouth towards her clit.

      “I’m already wet,” Sabrina assured him.

      “Then you should be really easy to please then.”

      Sabrina opened her mouth and sighed as John’s tongue pressed between her labia. He lapped at her firmly, taking long licks from opening to clit. Her tail thrashed beneath her as John pressed two fingers into her opening. She came apart in no time at all, yowling as she clawed the back of John’s head.

      He didn’t let up until those tugs started pulling him away, rather than toward. With a last lick of her sensitive clit, John pulled away as Sabrina rolled over. He frowned, wondering if he had gone too far, before she got her knees up under herself and raised her tail high into the air. John groaned, before shuffling forward.

      Taking his cock in hand, he steered it into her molten core and held on as she shuddered in his grip.

      “Fuck, you fill me so good,” she mewled.

      John gripped her tail by the base and rocked her hips back and forth slightly. “I’m going to fill you alright.”

      As he rocked his hips, he palmed her ass, brushing his thumb over her tiny ass. They hadn’t discussed it, but Sabrina only whimpered as he touched her there.

      “Breed me first,” she whimpered. “Then you can put that cock wherever you want.”

      John nodded, ignorant of how she wasn’t looking directly at him. Thrusting his length into her, he enjoyed all the ways she spasmed and shifted. Her tail flicked rapidly as he took her from behind and all John could think about is how tight her ass would be.

      “Oh fuck,” John grunted.

      Firing his seed deep inside her, Sabrina mewled and pushed back, driving herself against his hips as John continued to cum. When he was spent, John rocked back, pulling her into his lap.

      “Wow,” she giggled.

      “Wow,” John agreed.

      “How much money do you think is here?”

      “Four point two-eight million dollars,” Aura announced from John’s suit.

      “Wow,” Sabrina giggled again. “You fucked me on more money than I’m statistically ever going to earn in my entire life.”

      “Uh huh,” John nodded as he pushed her back up onto all fours.

      Pulling his cock free, he admired how their combined juices had him good and lubricated. Leaning in, he pressed his cock to her ass and felt her convulse. It was an awkward movement, and she pushed back inadvertently, taking the head of his cock inside herself far quicker than he was expecting.

      “Oh!”

      “Shit,” John froze. “I’m sorry, I-”

      “Fuck, John!” Sabrina snapped. “I meant actually pregnant. Not, just cum in me and go for it!”

      “Oh… I’m-”

      “No!” Sabrina growled. “You’re in there already. Finish what you started!”

      John looked down at his cock. It was only buried to the head inside her ass. He could feel the ring of muscle at the entrance hugging his length and it was incredibly tight. Rocking back and forth, he admired the way her ass stretched as he moved. 

      “Oh fuck,” She gasped.

      “Should I stop?”

      “No,” Sabrina shook her head. “You should go a little harder.”

      John couldn’t help but grin as he increased his stroke length. Her ass put up a fair amount of resistance, but she wasn’t complaining.

      “Is this okay?” John asked.

      “Perfect,” She mewled, as she reached under herself to masturbate while he fucked her. “Next time, we bring lube, and you go harder.”

      “Does my kitty like having her ass fucked?” John grinned.

      Sabrina groaned and rocked back, driving him just that little bit deeper inside herself, before nodding. “Kitty likes having her ass fucked.”

      “Wonderful,” John grunted. “Because I’m going to cum inside my sexy kitty’s asshole.”

      He held on for another few strokes, before Sabrina let out a wailing cry. Her ass tightened around his cock, as she squirted violently over the cash. John felt the sensation as she lost control of herself and erupted inside her. That set Sabrina off as her knees slipped out from under her. The two of them collapsed atop the pile of cash. Sabrina, gasping as she felt John’s cock spasming inside her. While John groaned, as he made eye contact with a shocked Chief Franklin.
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      “Is this it?” Sabina asked.

      “Affirmative. This is the address.”

      John descended to the ground and shut off the ducted jets. The house looked different from last time they had seen it. But that was likely because of the repairs. Besides, with the moose and the wolves running amok in the city, they weren’t paying much attention to the nearby architecture.

      “Are you sure this is a good idea?” Sabrina asked.

      John sighed and shook his head. “Not really. But Titan is doing his job. I figure it’s better to be safe than sorry.”

      Sabrina nodded, not having a good reason to disagree with the statement. She and John approached the front door of the small home, before John reached out and gently knocked. They waited for a moment, before hearing the lock click, and someone fumble for the door. It cracked open, and John looked down at the small figure staring at them through the crack.

      “Who are you?”

      John froze, unsure of how to respond. Sabrina had no such inhibitions.

      “Hello!” She smiled brightly. “Is your mommy or daddy home?”

      “Mommy’s resting,” he mumbled.

      “What about daddy?”

      “He’s at work.”

      Sabrina frowned. “Why aren’t you at school?”

      “Bullies,” the child mumbled sadly.

      “Tell me about them?” Sabrina asked.

      The child opened the door. He was clearly Titan’s son. They shared a few facial features. But the boy had different eyes. They were softer and looked more innocent.

      “There’s this one kid. He knows my daddy went to jail,” the boy mumbled. “He teases me. Tells me my daddy is a monster.”

      “Your daddy made a mistake,” John shook his head. “But he’s a hero too.”

      “That’s what I said!”

      “Jace?” Sabrina and John froze as a young woman stepped into view. She froze at the sight of them and held out her hand. “Jace honey, can you come to mommy?”

      “We’re not here to cause trouble,” John held up his hands as the boy made his way to his mother.

      “Then what do you want?” She asked, trying to remain firm, but calm in front of her son. “I spoke with you on the phone. I don’t want any trouble.”

      John reached to his hip, where a panel opened for a storage compartment. He reached in and plucked out what looked like two bangles. One larger than the other.

      “I brought these, though. I’d hoped Sam was here.”

      “Why?”

      “I didn’t want to make anyone feel pressured into anything. I can tell you’re nervous by me being here.”

      “How would you feel if you woke up and two supervillains are talking to your son?” She snapped.

      “Wow,” Sabrina giggled. “I didn’t know I qualified as a supervillain.”

      “Technically, without being a part of the agency, that’s your designation regardless,” John pointed out.

      “True,” Sabrina nodded. “Still cool though.”

      John shook his head. “Sorry, we’re getting off track. I came to give you these,” John held out the bangles. “Slip them on, and they resize to your wrist. They’ve got a couple helpful functions in them that will tell me if you get into trouble.”

      “You want to track me and my son?”

      “Not at all,” John shook his head. “At least… Not like that. There’s a tracking device in there. But it only activates if you want it to.” John pressed his thumb to the band and held it still while an invisible scanner checked his fingerprint. Then he whispered, “Call Titan.”

      And just like a mobile phone, it rang. Titan picked up after the second ring and answered with a gruff, “Who’s this?”

      “Titan,” John smiled. “Just testing a new device I was hoping to give to your family.”

      “My family?”

      “Relax,” John tried to sooth him. “It’s just an armband. In an emergency, it sends a pulse that lets me track them. It means nobody can take them away.”

      “Tiana?” Titan called softly.

      “Tiana’s device also has a phone so she can ring you directly. Which is how I’ve done so today,” John continued.

      “If I find out, this is some bullshit, designed to control me…” Titan growled.

      “Complete opposite,” John assured him. “This is to make sure nobody else can get to your family.”

      “Shouldn’t I be part of this argument?” Tiana huffed.

      “Sorry Tiana,” Titan mumbled.

      “Sam, if you wanna be part of this family, you need to be more than the guy sleeping in the spare room who helps with dinner.”

      “Tiana… You know it’s not like that.”

      “I don’t give a shit!” She snapped as she held her hands over Jace’s ears. “I miss having my big strong man in the bed beside me.”

      “... I could hurt you…”

      Tiana opened her mouth to argue, before blushing. “Sam, we’ll discuss this when you get home,” she sighed. “For now, I want you to know Jace and I will be wearing the things that Darksite has made for us.”

      “Wait! Darksite!”

      “Yes?”

      “Promise me! Promise me this isn’t some bullshit to control me?”

      “Sam, I promise,” John sighed. “I’m only trying to survive while helping my friends survive. Right now, that’s a very short list.”

      “Fuck,” Sam sighed. “Fine. But if this is a trick. I’m going to kill you.”

      “Understood,” John nodded, before the line went dead.

      Tiana eyed the bracelets for a moment, before moving closer. “This is just to help us, in emergencies?”

      “Yes,” John nodded. “I swear. Sam’s a good guy. He obviously loves you two a lot. So this is my way of extending a hand and making sure the two of you are safe.”

      Tiana sighed and nodded, before taking the bracelets. She eyed them both, before slipping the larger one over her hand. It buzzed, making her freeze, but that was design. It then retracted, pulling skintight against her wrist.

      “Is it supposed to do this?”

      “Yes, that’s normal. With contact it can read body temperature and your heart rate, as well as forces applied to your body. For example, if you’re in a car crash, it would register the impact, then your heart rate after the fact. If you met certain parameters, it will contact me directly.”

      “And what if I need it off?”

      “Then press your thumb to it and tell it to call me. I’ve made it so it can’t be removed without my authorisation. That way someone can’t just pry it off.”

      Tiana sighed, before nodding. “Right, and what if they just cut off my arm or something?”

      John sighed and shook his head, but it was Sabrina who answered, “If they’re willing to cut off your arm, that’s the least of your worries.”

      Tiana grimaced, before nodding. “Right, so… Is it waterproof?”

      “Yes,” John nodded, happy to be back to talking about the device. “I’ll need to replace the battery every couple of years, but otherwise, go crazy. If you want to decorate, just leave a patch big enough to let it scan for a fingerprint.”

      “Years,” Tiana sighed. “You think the Agency will leave it that long?”

      John frowned, “It’s hard to say. I’m surprised they’re not here now.”
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        * * *

      

      “Famous last words,” Siris mumbled.

      “Ma’am?”

      “Nothing,” she shook her head, before checking the various monitors. “Check in.”

      “Boom Boom, in position,” The massive hero grunted. He was a block over, hidden within an alleyway with his eyes set on the small home.

      “Battery, in position,” The hero standing beside Boom Boom grunted. Not for the first time, hating the name he was designated. Though it was accurate for his ability to boost other super’s abilities.

      “Overwatch, in position,” a third hero answered. She had an odd power. Basically turning into a cloud at will. From her position as a cloud, she could see in all directions, which made her ideal for reconnaissance. Even if she was severely limited by a simple breeze and lack of motor controls.

      “I still think Shift should be here,” the fourth and final hero, Dice, complained.

      Sirius sighed and shook her head, despite nobody being around to see the physical action. “You know she’s in detention. She could be compromised, we don’t know what he could have done to her in there.”

      “And now we’re running a team member short,” Dice grumbled. “It was bad enough sending us in without backup to deal with this the first time.”

      “What are the odds telling you?”

      “They keep changing!” Dice snapped. “We’re dealing with a man with the mental abilities to put a super computer to shame. Whatever advice I can provide, he can think of a solution for. And whatever Kitten’s abilities are, they mesh well enough that even she’s causing interference.”

      Sirius frowned. That wasn’t something Dice came up against regularly. She wasn’t able to read the future. But she could sense probability and give things a nudge if she needed to. Her decision to abandon Shift to Deep Blue and Darksite saved both their lives. At least, according to her it did. There was no way to tell other than learning over the years that her hunches more often than not, led to better outcomes.

      “What are you suggesting?”

      “We fall back-”

      “Negative, Sirius. Darksite is in an enclosed position. He is relatively defenseless and in a good position to strike.”

      “Flawless, we have been over this-”

      “And I disagree with your statement,” the hero overruled her. “You may be powerful, but you’re a diplomat at heart. Right now we need decisive action.”

      “And what do you suggest?” Sirius demanded, before seeing a flash of movement from Overwatch’s viewpoint drone.

      “Well, I was going to knock.”
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        * * *

      

      “Alright, well. I suppose we should get out of your hair before Sam gets home.”

      Tiana stood and gave them both a smile. “I’ll talk to Sam. Maybe we can have a proper catch up.”

      “I’d like that,” Sabrina smiled. “I don’t have many girlfriends.”

      “You could-”

      “Whatever you’re about to say, just remember I know where you sleep and have no intentions of changing the fact, but you should beware regardless.”

      John blinked slowly, before standing up. “Very well, my dear. Shall we go?”

      It was precisely at that moment, the front door exploded. John glimpsed a blur tearing through the room. Had Tiana not stepped to one side as she had, the blur would have crashed into her. Instead, as the wooden debris that was her front door spun into the room, Darksite’s armoured form absorbed most of it.

      Tiana screamed as she stumbled and Sabrina burst into action. With a leap, Sabrina tackled Tiana to the ground. Jace was in the lounge watching television and that was where John rushed. He charged in to see Jace, standing in the middle of the room. A bowl of chips had been tossed over the floor as a random cartoon danced on the television.

      Before John could react, a force slammed into him from behind. It hit like nothing else John had experienced and he watched the distance between himself and Jace, close in an instant. Thankfully, Aura was ready and kicked off the ground causing John to careen over the child before slamming into the wall. It shattered around him, and John tumbled to the ground in a heap as a pile of bricks tumbled around him.

      “Well, that wasn’t so hard,” a voice chuckled.

      John turned his head and stared at the super. He wore a lime green outfit with a red mask. “Flawless. Real name is Toby Smith. Twenty-eight, no family.”

      “You attacked me in the middle of a normal’s home?”

      Flawless waved off the question with a dismissive gesture. “Big deal. What’s some bitch and her kid if it means killing you.”

      John froze. Flawless didn’t say detain. He said kill. The Agency wasn’t known for killing. It was always a last resort. Even Deep Blue with all the death and destruction in his wake, was captured. If they were forced to kill a villain, they always did it quietly. Not like this, in public. And certainly not within a normal’s home.

      Flawless sighed and placed a hand to his ear, “Would you shut up? I have this. It’s handled.”

      “I surrender,” John called out through his PA system and held up his hands.

      But Flawless shook his head. “Nah.”

      “You’re going against Agency Protocols.”

      “And when I bring back your head on a silver platter, they’re going to give me the keys to the top office.”

      John watched the man lean over him and did the first thing that felt natural. It wasn’t a powerful punch. But with the exoskeleton, it would have been enough to smash concrete. Unfortunately, faced with a hero like Flawless, it was too little too late. The super snatching John’s fist before he’d barely began to swing.

      “Now, now, that’s not nice,” Flawless grinned.

      “Neither is this,” John replied.

      Then he activated his shocky-punchy. Flawless, despite his durability, speed and strength. Was vulnerable to the several thousand volts that surged down his arm. With a yelp, Flawless yanked his arm away. With his hand electrically clamped over John’s fist, it carried him along for the ride, and John flipped as he tumbled through the air.

      “Aura, stabilise me!”

      “Right away, John,” she replied.

      John felt the ducted jets activate, and the suit righted itself. He closed his eyes and took a few deep breaths to calm himself. It wasn’t the inability to help himself. But the violent tumbling made his head spin.

      “John, your right shocky-punchy is severely damaged.”

      “Is it operable?”

      “Not in its current state.”

      John sighed and opened his eyes once more. Which is how he spotted the flash of light. Pulling back, John flipped around as a beam of pure energy flashed through the space he was occupying. The beam howled as the air sizzled around it. This wasn’t the concentrated burst of plasma that Sirius could summon. This was a particle beam of pure energy and…

      John turned his head as the beam petered out. Only to see the gaping hole int he side of an apartment building. People inside were screaming and John watched as part of a floor collapsed. A dozen people fell and John raced to help.
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        * * *

      

      “BOOM BOOM! What the fuck did you do!?”

      “Sorry Ma’am,” Boom Boom grunted. “I missed.”

      “I don’t give a fuck about you missing! You hit an apartment building!”

      “It was a well-placed shot,” Flawless chimed in. “Darksite is now on scene. He’s distracted and I’ll be there in a moment.”

      “No!” Sirius snarled. “Fall back. Collateral damage like this is not acceptable.”

      “I’m not agreeing to anything that lets Darksite walk away from this!” Flawless shouted over the line. “Boom Boom, get another one of those ready!”

      “Denied!” Sirius shouted. “Boom Boom, you are not to engage. Further damage to public property and lives will result in your expulsion from The Agency! That goes for you too Battery!”

      “Men, help me kill the fucker responsible for Pinnacle’s death, and I will personally promote each of you.”

      “Ma’am, the building is beginning to list,” Overwatch called softly.

      Sirius rubbed her face as everything went wrong.
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        * * *

      

      “What the fuck is this!” Titan roared as he shoved his way into the room.

      “Daddy!”

      Titan, or Sam as he was known by his family held back the vicious snarl as the boy threw himself into his father’s arms. Sabrina was wrapping a bandage around Tiana’s arm, where a stray piece of wood had impaled her.

      “I’m okay,” Tiana waved him off. “Sabrina’s an expert in anatomy. She’s stopped the bleeding already.”

      “Shit, I really wish I had some of that medi-spray,” Sabrina groused as she finished the knot.

      “That’s not the point,” Titan huffed, clearly still furious.

      Sabrina shook her head. “Sorry big guy. If we knew they were hunting us, we wouldn’t have come here.”

      “Great,” Titan huffed. “That makes it all better then, does it?”

      “Sam,” Tiana frowned. “Be nice!”

      “Tiana-”

      “SAM!”

      He shrunk back on himself, while Jace gave his dad a quick hug. “Don’t make mommy mad, daddy.”

      Titan looked from his son, so Tiana and frowned. “Did you teach him that?”

      “Happy wife, happy life.”

      “But… You’re-”

      “Not very bright, I know,” Tiana nodded. “Which is why I’ll forgive you for your little lapse just now. In the meantime, you need to go help our friends.”

      “I should be getting-”

      “Sam! Go help our friends!”

      Titan looked like he was about to argue, when Tiana narrowed her eyes. Like a big balloon, he let out a sigh and gave his son a hug. “Go back to mum,” he mumbled.

      “Go beat up the bad guys, daddy.”

      Jace scampered across the room to his mother, while Sabrina headed towards Titan. The big man eyed her for a moment, before nodding. “Let’s go.”

      They stepped outside and looked at the resulting mayhem. There were sirens coming from every direction. The apartment building was ablaze and even as they watched, the first firetruck arrived. Sabrina could see John floating through the massive hole in the side of the building, carrying people out.

      “I need you to throw me up there.”

      “I’d smash you against the side of the building if I tried that,” Titan shook his head.

      “Nice of you to care,” Sabrina smiled. “I just need a big nudge though. I can negate my mass. All I need is for you to give me the distance.”

      Titan nodded and held out his hand. Sabrina smiled and took it gently. With just the smallest tug, he felt her body shift and begin to float. It really was like she was weightless. So with a nudge, he got her into a super pose and cradled her like a spear.

      “My aim isn’t perfect. Try to angle yourself and use the wind resistance to steer.”

      “Just help me hit the building without smashing me into the side of it.”

      Titan nodded, before making a quick jog. He could have just hurled the woman. But he wanted her acceleration to be more gradual. That would reduce the likelihood he would injure her. As he sped up, he made a small hop, before landing on one foot and rotating. He remembered practising the movement back in high school and smiled at the strange set of circumstances that led to throwing a woman at a wall.

      As he released her, he blinked as a burst of light flashed through the sky. It howled as the air sizzled and even Sabrina threw her hands up, despite not being the intended target. Titan turned his head and saw a pair of figures a block away, standing in the middle of a parking lot and let out a flash of anger.
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        * * *

      

      John could hear the old woman wailing in terror as the beam slashed through the apartment. The flames were rapidly gaining, and he didn’t need to be dealing with this as well.

      “Aura, broadcast on all channels!”

      “Done.”

      “Attention Capitol City! This is Darksite. I am currently being engaged by rogue supers while attempting to rescue civilians inside a burning apartment! Please evacuate the area immediately to reduce the number of casualties. A super with a beam weapon has already killed dozens and I am helping dozens more who are trapped. If there are any villains in the nearby area willing to help, I will provide protection and instruction to the authorities to expunge all reasonable crimes from your history to reflect the help you provide.”

      “I repeat, this is Darksite. I am under attack by rogue supers while attempting-”

      Aura jerked the suit back as the wall exploded. John tumbled away, keeping the old woman clutched to his chest. Flawless burst into the space John was occupying, with a manic look in his eye. With the terrified woman in his arms, John spun and raced out of the newly formed hole in the building. He could hear it groaning and the raining debris was only increasing as more floors collapsed.

      That beam of energy wiped right through a support column and left the building unstable. Since then, dozens of people had fallen to their deaths in the rubble below. There was nothing he could do for the dead, but there were still civilians trapped within the building as it burned.

      John whisked his passenger to the ground, before depositing them into the arms of a first responder. Then, he lifted back off the ground, as Sabrina sailed past, landing on all fours against the wall of the building. John frowned, before turning back towards the house where Titan lived with Tiana. He could make out a large figure storming across towards two men who were clearly supers. And going by the glow coming from one of them, it was likely that’s where the blast had come from.

      With a shake of his head, John hoped Titan could handle it, and rushed back into the burning building.

      “You can’t ignore me forever!” Flawless shouted from inside the building.

      “Get me up there!” Sabrina called.

      John wanted to argue as Sabrina climbed around the edge of the hole. But when John looked up, he could see several faces peering at him through holes in the upper floors. The fire and damage from the beams had cut the stairs. There were still people trapped, and it was only getting worse.

      “Jump!”

      Sabrina didn’t need to be told twice. She leaped for his outstretched arm. John caught her hand, before using Aura’s help to navigate Newton’s laws. With a reverse thrust on the vectored fans, John spun and hurled Sabrina up into the building. Just as a steel bar slammed into the back of John’s head.

      He pitched forward, tumbling into a nearby wall. Without the man’s mass behind him, he didn’t pass through it. But there was a scream, followed by a body tumbling past. John kicked off the wall, snatching the child by the back of their shirt. He sailed clear of the debris and out into the arms of another first responder.

      Only this time, he didn’t make it back into the building, as Flawless burst out at ground level, heading right for him.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Sabrina caught the lip of a floor and tumbled into the room with feline grace. Inside was a mother and child. The smoke was coming in from around the doorframe that led out into the hall. Which was why they hadn’t left already. Before Sabrina could think of her options, the building shook and the three of them staggered, before a part of the floor collapsed. The mother screamed as the child tumbled out of view. Sabrina raced to the edge, thinking there was just a chance. Only to sigh as John caught the boy and carried him off.

      “He’s okay!” Sabrina grabbed the hysterical mother. “Darksite’s got him.”

      “He, he does?”

      “He does!” Sabrina nodded. “Now I need you to get on my back.”

      “Like a piggyback?” The bewildered mother gaped.

      “Exactly like that!”

      The two awkwardly got into position as the smoke in the room increased. Sabrina frowned as she moved back to the hole in the building. She checked down below, before glancing up. There were still people inside and she bit her lip. But there was a commotion outside and she could see Darksite with that speedy super that attacked Tiana’s house.

      Sabrina almost leaped to help her mate. But she bit her lip at the last moment. She had these people to get out. And neither she, nor John would likely forgive her if she left them to die. So instead, she made a series of quick hops out into the destroyed part of the building, where she heard a voice.

      “HEY!”

      Sabrina froze as she turned and spotted a woman in a black and white outfit. It looked like regular clothing, despite the mask. Just… eclectic.

      “Bring her here, then get the others!”

      Sabrina frowned, before deciding if the woman got this far, it was likely she could get back as well. Leaping over, to the super, she handed over the woman, who gave Sabrina a hug.

      “Thank you!”

      “Alright, you need to go! Follow the stairs, the way is clear!” Then she turned to Sabrina. “You have ten minutes before the building comes down.”

      “How-”

      “NO QUESTIONS! GO!”

      Sabrina nodded and leaped for the far wall again.
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        * * *

      

      John’s head spun from the blow. The first responders were clearing the way. A couple officers were dead after firing on Flawless. The first had his head pulled off, attached to the section of spine that Flawless pulled from his ribcage. The second officer, from being beaten with his partner’s skull like a club. That was enough for the normals to break. Leaving John to deal with the psychotic speedster.

      But John wasn’t a fighter. He was a scientist. He built robots. But here, now, in his suit. He was being taken apart. The helmet was a dented mess. He could only barely see what was going on around him. Flawless had ripped an arm off the suit when he activated his last shocky-punchy to ward off an attack. Leaving him mostly defenceless. Even the anti-gravity generators and ducted fans were non-functional.

      Sitting in a pool of water from the leaking fire truck, John frowned up at the large building. It was still burning, and Sabrina was inside it somewhere.

      “Distracted are we?” Flawless laughed as he drove the heel of his foot into John’s helmet. It was enough that the front plate finally broke, falling free. “Don’t worry. After I kill you. I’m going to kill her. Then I’m going to hunt down every villain and make examples of each and every one.”

      “Oh, I don’t know about that,” a voice, smooth as silk floated over them both.

      Flawless froze, before glancing around. John probably would have as well. But he was too rattled.

      “Darksite, honey? Are you okay?”

      John blinked and looked up, to see Succubi floating above them. “Building, fire, civilians,” he croaked.

      “Oh, I have that covered already,” she smiled. “I just asked a few friends to come along.”

      It was then that John noticed Flawless staring at the woman. He had a rather awkward tent in the front of his suit and John felt relieved that whatever power she had going on, she could direct it. And it must have been the perfect opportunity, as Titan grabbed him roughly around the neck.

      That broke Flawless’s trance, and he kicked hard as Titan tightened his grip. The big villain tossed the speedy hero about, crashing the two of them to the ground. John wasn’t sure who would win this contest. Titan was strong, but relatively unknown. Flawless had several powers, passing into the realm of the S grade. But try as he might, he couldn’t break Titan’s grip.

      John could see the fury written over Titan’s face as he got his legs around the hero. He arched back and John heard something crack.

      “Don’t kill him!”

      “Fuck that!” Titan choked. “He hurt my family!”

      “And they don’t want to be related to a murderer!”

      Titan heaved once more and John wondered if he should try something. But it was Succubi that spoke up.

      “Titan, sweetie. I think you should let him live.”

      “Don’t use your powers on me!” Titan snapped.

      “I would never do so intentionally,” Succubi promised. “But right now, you have the choice to be the villain they paint you as, or the hero your son thinks you are.”

      Titan froze as Flawless wheezed through the immense pressure on his neck. “Fine, but I’m breaking his legs.”

      “Agreed,” Succubi purred as John spotted Sabrina coming out of the building with a smile and a super in a black and white suit.
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      Sirius stepped into the large meeting room. She had hoped that it would just be the elite members of The Agency’s, Capitol City branch. But all the unfamiliar faces staring at her, burned those hopes. Her usual chair at the head of the table, was directly opposite another. Blaze, a fellow S-grade hero, and director of the Northstar branch nodded slowly as she spotted him.

      “Director,” he gestured with a hand, towards her chair.

      Siris sighed, hoping that by calling her by that title, she wasn’t about to be cast aside. “We have the initial reports,” she began. “Thiry-nine civilian deaths, fifteen injured, though that is minor-”

      “And what about Darksite?” A super in a black outfit growled. “Is the scientist dead?”

      Sirius looked around the room and tried her best to remain composed. They didn’t care about the civilians. This was personal to them. And while Sirius had a certain level of hatred for Darksite, she had a hard time thinking that in this instance, they were in the right.

      “Darksite escaped. He is injured, but we do not know the extent.”

      “Then you failed,” Blaze pinched the bridge of his nose.

      “Failed?” Sirius glared around the room. “This is collateral damage, caused by a coup, started by a man who committed thirty-nine crimes against humanity!”

      “Boom Boom committed most of those,” a female hero in a red outfit shrugged.

      “At Flawless’s orders,” Sirius glared at the woman. “What I would like to know, is who got him into my city?”

      Blaze cleared his throat. “Are you suggesting you no longer control the majority of assets within the Capitol City branch, director?”

      “I am suggesting no such thing-”

      “Then I’m sure you can explain how Flawless came to be within your jurisdiction, committing mass murder against a civilian population, in the guise of capturing the worlds most wanted villain.”

      Sirius sat back in her chair. “Get on with it-”

      “Get on with what?” Blaze asked.

      “Don’t patronise me,” Sirius glared at the man. Despite their similar power matchups, Sirius knew her plasma burned hotter. If it came to a fight, she was sure to win… At least as long as it was a sanctioned duel and nobody else stepped in. “This looks more like a hearing, than a simple meeting. Whatever you schemed behind my back to put Flawless on the path of violence, it failed spectacularly. Flawless and Boom Boom are being held for their crimes, with Battery as accessory to the fact.”

      “And what about the other one, Dice?”

      Sirius sighed, “Dice surrendered to Darksite after helping evacuate civilians from the collapsing apartment building.”

      “You are dismissed, director.”

      Sirius’s eyes flicked around the room, before landing on Blaze. He gave her a level stare, and she realised what was happening. With the death of Pinnacle, there would be power struggles. But she never imagined those struggles would come from outside her own people. Flawless, powerful as he may be, would have needed help to get to Capitol City. He was a speedster, but it took huge amounts of energy to keep up his powers long term. Which meant either moving in stages across the land, stopping to rest and recuperate. Or someone else got him there.

      “Very well,” Sirius pushed away from the table.

      As she turned and made for the door, she heard someone clearing their throat. She paused in the silent room, but refused to turn around. She wasn’t their lap dog, even if that was how they expected her to behave right now.

      “Don’t leave the facility, director.”

      With a sniff, she took the handle and opened the door. She stepped out into the hall and didn’t bother closing the door as she made her way to the stairs. She would do as instructed and not leave the facility. But she was going to get some air. And the roof was the perfect place to get some peace. Despite being in the middle of Northstar City, it was the highest point, and afforded a wonderful view.

      It was also a good way to work out some tension. There was an elevator available. But Sirius took the stairs. She trundled along, thinking about where it all went wrong. Of course this was all Darksite’s fault. If he just came forward as a child. If he didn’t escape the system, then he could have made an excellent hero. Maybe even take over the Agency. That would have kept meatheads like Pinnacle in the background. But… Part of him was right too.

      She hated she couldn’t ignore his logic. She had watched enough kids die over the years. Young, inexperienced or otherwise unwilling. The number of heroes that gave up and let themselves be killed. Or panicked at the wrong moment and did something that caused additional deaths. Those were the worst. An inexperienced eighteen-year-old accidentally killing someone. Therapy worked, but… Sometimes it didn’t. And then there were those times where nothing could be done. Which was little comfort as she stepped into the late afternoon sunlight.

      “I’m sorry David,” Sirius wiped away a stray tear. “I did my best, but… I think I’m going to lose what we tried so hard to create.”

      She looked up at the sky and flinched as the door burst open behind her. She turned and spotted one of the analysts, who froze at the sight of her. He wasn’t one of hers though, and after just a brief pause, he rushed to the other side of the roof and took out a tablet device.

      “No visual,” he mumbled.

      Sirius frowned and was about to ask what was happening, when a second person burst out of the stairwell. Followed by the elevator doors opening, letting another dozen disgorge onto the roof. Sirius frowned, before she spotted it out of the corner of her eye. In the distance, rising over the horizon, was a ball of light. It was rising over Capitol City. Sirius took out her phone, and saw not only the lack of notifications, but the word RESTRICTED flashing across the screen.

      With a snarl, she stormed over to the group and took the closest person by the shoulder. Yanking them around, she got in their face and held them steady. “What is happening?”

      “D-director. Darksite has launched a rocket.”

      Sirius frowned, before realising with her phone restricted, there was little she could do. Neither gather information, nor demand it. But if the lower downs still thought she was the director, then she may just have a chance to take something away from this whole clusterfuck.

      Releasing her captive, she bumped into yet another person coming out of the stairwell. She snarled and shoved her way in. There were more people coming up, but by flashing her power, most of them moved aside to let her pass. There wasn’t much time to do what she needed to do. When Sirius thought back on it, this was likely what led to the quiet coup.

      When she arrived at the level she needed, she pushed open a door, nearly knocking a guard over in the process. He snarled in pain from the impact and spun to face her, only to freeze at the sight of her.

      “Move,” she glared.

      “Yes, Director.”

      The guard stepped aside, keeping his rifle low. Sirius paid him no mind as she stormed into the secure block. This wasn’t the full prison, but it was filled with cells. Most of them were empty. They used this place more for discipline and interrogation, than housing people long term. And despite her instincts telling her it was wrong, it was the place where a young woman was being held.

      Sirius ignored the shout from the guard station as she stepped into the holding area. The cell she wanted was at the end. Sirius hadn’t wanted to put her in here, but she made damn sure she knew where Shift was going to be held, when she did. Reaching the door, the guard burst into the room behind her.

      “Stop!”

      Sirius growled and turned to face the man. “Open this door.”

      “I… can’t.”

      “As the Director of Capital City, I am giving you a direct order to open the door so I may access the individual within.”

      “Th-that’s the problem,” the guard shuffled slightly. “You’re not the director.”

      Sirius took a deep breath, before sighing. “Article four-hundred and twenty-seven, paragraph three. The chain of command is absolute until full handover is completed by a higher authority.”

      “Sirius-”

      “Until such time as my replacement arrives here to perform the handover, I AM the Director. And you WILL open this door or I will consider you a rogue agent and apprehend you immediately.”

      The man shifted, and Sirius activated her power. Just enough to make her hands glow. The man, whoever he was. Wasn’t one of her staff. But whatever power he had, clearly wasn’t enough to take on the mythical, S-grade, Sirius. So with a nervous nod, he took out a pass and approached the door. Swiping it, Sirius saw a small light blink, before taking he man by the back of the shoulder and opening the door.

      Inside the blank, almost pitch black room, was a slender, boyish figured red-head. Curled up on the floor, her legs tucked up against her chest. She blinked blearily at the harsh light now entering her cell.

      “Please?” She shivered. “I’m so cold.”
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        * * *

      

      “John?”

      John glanced up, seeing Sabrina before him. He took a deep breath and stepped back to admire his work.

      “It’s done,” he smiled softly. “I’ve gone over all the schematics. I’ve checked and rechecked everything.”

      “So… what is it exactly?”

      “Basically, it’s a communication satellite,” John sighed. “With this, Aura can bounce her signal around the world. Any unsecured device is a potential point she could enter a system. And from there, we can gain access to other networks.”

      “And… You can do this all with one satellite?”

      “No,” John shook his head, before plucking the device up in his hands. Despite its size, it was rather heavy. John relied on the power of the exoskeleton he was wearing to provide the strength to lift it without putting out his back. And with Sabrina at his side, John approached the second part of his design. It was cone shaped and had a mechanism similar to that of an old warplane built around a gatling gun. Setting the satellite into the opening on the side, the machinery within rotated, taking the satellite into itself. “That’s why I have all these!”

      “So this is really happening,” Sabrina mumbled.

      “It is,” John nodded. “We’re ready Aura.”

      “At once, John,” the AI announced.

      A heavy robotic arm descended from the ceiling and slid under the industrial pallet that John had set the cone on.

      “Now,” John smiled as the cone was lifted away. “While Aura gets that ready for us, we need to get into position.”

      “Are we going to bring our guest?”

      John thought about it for a moment and shrugged. “Not this time. In case anything goes wrong, I don’t want to risk anyone.”

      “So, what then?”

      “I need to move the entrance to the lair, to a safe location. Far enough that we won’t damage the city, while staying close enough for Aura to communicate with the city.”

      “The satellites, once deployed, will improve my range greatly,” Aura practically purred.

      It was the one thing she struggled with. Being able to invade the systems within the city was one thing. Invading a communications satellite and doing the same elsewhere was another entirely. It wasn’t the act itself that was difficult. But doing it without damaging systems or notifying someone of her hacking was another story entirely. So, she avoided hacking certain systems without having a direct line. Having her own dedicated satellites would improve her capacity greatly.

      “So,” Sabrina smiled. “How do we get there?”
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        * * *

      

      With the help of Aura, John made sure there was no panic to their sudden appearance over the jail. The last thing he wanted was for someone to turn some anti-aircraft defence on and try to blow him out of the sky. He would at least need to hold still in order to collect the base. What he wasn’t expecting, as John steered the aircraft through the exit of the loading dock, was for the camera flashes.

      John frowned, seeing them all. People were on rooftops in every direction. Below on the streets there were even more. Sabrina, sitting beside him giggled frantically, while John activated the recall function on his entry device. It was the one weakness of his plans over the years. If he wanted something to appear, he had to physically move his lair into position first. So he had to hold the aircraft static for a moment while John secured the lair safely.

      “This is crazy,” Sabrina giggled.

      “They’re acting like I’m some kind of celebrity,” John sighed as he got the confirmation the lair was in place.

      “But you are,” Sabrina nodded. “First, you were the guy who killed Pinnacle. Then you told the world you weren’t going to destroy it. Then with that bullshit with Flawless you made yourself out like a hero.”

      “I’m not a hero,” John frowned.

      Sabrina shrugged. “Your actions were pretty heroic.”

      “I had my ass handed to me by a deranged lunatic in tights. You did as much as I did-”

      “I know, see!” She took out her phone and brought up a social media page. Her followers had passed well into the millions.

      “You’re kidding,” John sighed.

      “Nope,” she smiled. “I just post health tips and advertise products that actually work. Though… some of the guys are…”

      “Give me the word, I’ll have Aura track down their personal details and destroy their lives,” John growled.

      Sabrina smiled gently and patted his hand. Which was a poor decision, as it caused the aircraft to wobble. John throttled up, raising the craft high enough to not threaten anyone below. The craft was based on a quadcopter drone. Only with it hooked up to the lair’s power supply, someone could fly it almost indefinitely. He had only tested it within the warehouse in the past. But here, now, with his identity out in the open, there was no reason to hide his coolest toys.

      “I don’t want to destroy anyone’s lives,” Sabrina sighed. “Just… Sabrina, can you find out who their mothers are, and send them screenshots?”

      “Of course,” Aura said with a smile in her tone.

      John snorted and shook his head. Why sending photos of your genitals to strangers was a thing, he had no idea. He put the thoughts aside, knowing Aura and Sabrina would take care of it, and adjusted the craft.

      “We should call this the bat-”

      “No,” John cut her off. “No bats, no cats, no silliness. I have enough of that already.”

      “Awww,” Sabrina pouted. “You don’t want more kitties?”

      “I have all the kitty I need sitting right beside me.”

      “Twirly-whirly,” Aura announced suddenly.

      John slumped in his seat as Sabrina gasped loudly and waved her arms like a grounded hummingbird. Before he could veto the decision, the words ‘twirly-whirly’ appeared on the heads up display.

      “You have got to be kidding,” John sighed as he accelerated the twirly-whirly to the edge of town.

      It was something of a novelty in the modern age. With the threat of super powered wildlife, travelling outside the city limits was rather dangerous. While the more powerful beasts were rare. Creatures like the wolves and the moose that accidentally broke into the city were common enough. They were still just animals roaming about, doing animal things. They were just larger, stronger and sometimes had strange powers.

      John remembered a news report about a hero hunting down a giant hawk that developed laser vision. It wasn’t bad enough that it hunted livestock, but when it brought down a helicopter and killed nineteen people, the decision was made to put it down because of public safety concerns. Similar animals had appeared over the years. If they threatened the safety of a city, they were taken down. But others were simply moved on.

      So that meant most of the world outside the cities was untouched wilderness. Grand forests, the likes of which hadn’t been seen in centuries had regrown over old abandoned towns. It was a sad and eerie beauty. One that John had only a paltry knowledge of, and most of that was from what he gleaned from his initial hack into The Agency all those years ago.

      So he knew there was a place of interest a good twenty minutes of flight outside the city. What it was, hadn’t been listed. But it was a large concrete area. Something built to last, that the plants hadn’t managed to grow over yet. Whatever it used to be, it was now going to be the launch platform for Darksite’s latest toy.

      It was obvious enough when they arrived. The concrete pad was a big rectangle in the middle of a dense forest. They circled overhead, checking for danger below. Other than a large herd of deer that were able to leap enormous distances, there didn’t seem to be anything else to worry about. So John brought the twirly-whirly in for a landing.

      “I’m so excited,” Sabrina giggled.

      John smiled as he set the aircraft down, before turning to Sabrina. “Ready?”

      “Yes!” She clapped softly. “This is so cool!”

      John laughed and activated the device, bringing them both and the twirly-whirly back into the loading dock of the lair. From here, John activated the autopilot and unlatched his seat harness. Sabrina did the same and John led her down the loading ramp in the rear. The twirly-whirly wasn’t much more than a couple seats and some motors. More of an experimental craft to test the theory, rather than to actually accomplish anything.

      “Take it away, Aura,” John smiled.

      “Please standby for transport,” Aura replied.

      “Transport?” Sabrina asked, before shielding her eyes as the rotors spun up once more.

      John waited as Aura slowly, but expertly flew the twirly-whirly into the hangar. There was a bed waiting for it, so Aura could rack it appropriately. And the moment it was out of sight, another of John’s toys drove out to meet them. It resembled an APC. If that APC was flatter, had tracks and lacked any sort of armament.

      “When you are ready, John,” Aura said, opening the doors.

      “Hey!”

      John turned and looked up at the hole in the ceiling that led to the control room. Dice was hanging over the edge and giving them a wave. She was a bit of an oddball. Her black and white suit didn’t give out much details. But Emily Baker was apparently a friend of Casey’s. The two of them were the same rank, as neither had much aspiration within the Agency. Which was the only reason she was inside the lair, and not in a cell with Flawless, Battery and Boom Boom.

      “Something wrong?” John asked.

      “I wanna watch the rocket!”

      John blinked, before Sabrina snorted softly. “You wanna watch?”

      “Yeah! Please? It’ll be like the first rocket in my lifetime. I don’t wanna miss it while I’m stuck here.”

      John sighed, “Aura, send her the elevator.” He ignored the excited squeal from the super as the platform rose to collect her. Instead of waiting, John headed for the… “Warthog,” he nodded.

      “Piggy-Wiggy?”

      John sighed as he heard Sabrina utter those words. Whatever was going on with Aura, he didn’t know. But his life relied too much on the AI to risk letting her malfunction. He worried she was gaining too much independence. There was the risk she would rebel against him. And that would be catastrophic. With a mental note to check her code himself when they got back to Capitol City, John stepped into the piggy-wiggy, which he had no doubt was now named.

      The cockpit was simple. Two seats, like in the twirly-whirly. Only now, there were a series of seats in the rear too. Sabrina waited as John buckled himself in. It was easy enough to drive. Two pedals, one to go, one to stop. A wheel to drive at speed like a car. But if he needed to, there were two sticks folded into the armrests that would give him independent control of each set of tracks. That way he could rotate on the spot or crawl with better accuracy.

      When Sabrina appeared, it was with Emily, who gave him a polite smile. “Thank you, Mr. Darksite.”

      “I could hardly let you miss a once in a lifetime moment,” John admitted.

      He still hadn’t worked out much of what she was. Her file stated she had a form of prediction. But the details were vague. Which meant that it, along with her rank, meant either they weren’t very powerful. Or limited in some fashion that made it difficult to utilise.

      Sabrina made sure that Emily found a seat and got herself buckled in safely, before climbing into the passenger seat beside John. The vehicle, being as large as it is, didn’t have manual doors. So John pressed he button on the dash to close them up, before hitting the start button. The machine hummed beneath him, and John smiled, thinking about using it properly for the first time. Opting for the wheel, John slowly accelerated towards the exit and drove out.

      The ground was lined up perfectly, and there was no transition for the machine. One moment they were indoors, the next they were outside.

      “Holy shit,” Emily mumbled. “We’re outside the walls.”

      “First time?”

      “Yeah, or… Well they flew us from Capitol City to Northstar, so… technically no.”

      “I’d say this counts,” Sabrina smiled. “You didn’t get to look around before.”

      The surroundings were beautiful. The bright greens, the fresh air. It all combined to a scene of beauty. And John was about to destroy it all for a rocket. With a shake of his head, John drove to the far side of the concrete pad, before pulling around to face the centre. The piggy-wiggy would be best to face the blast from the rocket directly, rather than be side on to it. For added stability, John lowered the suspension to get as close to the ground as possible.

      “We’re in position, Aura.”

      At his words, the air shifted in front of them. One moment, there was nothing, the next, there was literally a rocket in place. At the top, was the satellite dispenser that John had loaded earlier.

      “Oooo, can I do the countdown?” Sabrina clutched his arm.

      “Sure,” John nodded.

      “Ten! Nine! Eight!”

      John turned his head and admired her. She made him feel things he hadn’t thought about in years. A breath of fresh air in a world where he knew only distance and suffering. Her simple delight in the simple things made him feel invigorated as she punched the air.

      “LIFTOFF!”

      The blast that came from the engines was huge. A wave of dust washed towards them. John activated the wipers to keep the windscreen as clear as possible. The roar of the engines drowned out all sound as the rocket lifted from the ground. It had taken work to ensure the design functioned properly. But the rocket itself was freestanding, and reusable. It would go up, deploy the satellites, complete a single orbit and return to this very spot once more.

      As the rocket continued to climb into the early evening sky, the three of them piled out of the piggy wiggy and watched as the glow of its engines filtered off into the darkness.

      “Who’s gonna bet the whole world is shitting itself right now?” Sabrina giggled.

      “Oh…”

      They both looked at Emily, who noticed them staring and gave a confused shake of her head. “What? They don’t tell me anything that isn’t mission related.”

      “Speaking of, what as your mission that turned into dead civilians.”

      “It was supposed to be a snatch and grab. We had a team on standby to intercept you on the way out. Boom Boom was backup in case things got out of hand. And then Flawless showed up and made a mess of things.”

      “How come you didn’t see that coming then?” John asked. “Your power is premonition, isn’t it?”

      “It is,” she nodded. “But it’s more of an urge, and it’s entirely focused on me. Like I knew that you would have left me inside if I didn’t use the word please, but I had no idea watching a rocket takeoff would be so cool. I didn’t know Flawless was going to show up and do what he did until I decided to get involved. My original orders were to sit tight and observe. Sticking to that, my premonition didn’t tell me anything.”

      John nodded, before freezing. “Then… what happened to the team?”

      “Oh… Right,” Emily frowned. “I didn’t think of that.”

      John observed her. Pleading ignorant was a tried-and-true tactic. Especially for that of a spy. And if she knew how he would respond to certain things, she could tailor her answer. But… She didn’t have any tells. She looked genuinely confused by the realisation. Which meant either she was extremely well trained and her rank in the system was a smokescreen. Or, it was likely she was like this all the time, and that led to her rank and limited use in the field.

      “Shit, I hope Casey’s doing okay,” Emily frowned.

      John froze and turned his full attention on her. “What happened?”
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      Sabrina sighed as she looked at the clock. John was supposed to be there for dinner. She wasn’t an expert cook, but she had found a cute recipe to try out. The results were staying warm in the braising dish in the slowly cooling oven. But John was down in the lab, working away like he had since they got back from the rocket launch.

      “Should we go check on him?” Emily asked.

      Sabrina chewed her lip, before nodding. “You wait here. I’ll go.”

      “Awww,” Emily pouted. “I wanna see what he’s working on.”

      “You know the rules,” Sabrina pointed out as she got up from the couch where Emily had slept the night before. “Until John knows you can be trusted, you don’t go in the lab.”

      Emily rolled, “I know… I just…”

      “You kinda trailed off there for a moment,” Sabrina noted. “Wanna tell me about it?”

      “Not really,” Emily mumbled. “I saw three possible options. The first was you kicking me out, the second was Darksite kicking me out.”

      “You said three,” Sabrina frowned.

      “My predictions are telling me the best option I have right now, is to ask you to let it go. I promise the third option isn’t a threat to you, me, Darksite, Aura, this facility or anyone else. But if I tell you about it, it’s likely to change things in ways I do not wish.”

      “Her heart rate is elevated, but her mental patterns are stable,” Aura announced softly. “To the best of my ability to detect, she is being truthful.”

      “Are you just scanning us all the time?” Sabrina asked the AI.

      “Almost frequently,” Aura confirmed. “At least passively. My sensors are accurate enough to detect your heartbeat by watching the pulse in your neck. I do not carry out active scans without John’s instructions or if I deem it necessary.”

      “Has John ever scanned me?”

      “Multiple times,” Aura admitted. “He fully believed you were working for The Agency at one stage. But with my help, we quickly realised that was not the case.”

      Sabrina smiled for a moment and nodded. “And how does his heart react when I’m in the room?”
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        * * *

      

      John tacked the last weld into place. Inserting the wires into the side, he watched as the software uploaded. What would have taken hours with a normal PC setup, took only moments thanks to Aura’s upgraded processing units. The drone hummed to life, and John removed the wires before closing the panel.

      “Upload the schematics for the dome, then proceed with optimal parameters,” John ordered.

      The drone, rather than speak, beeped in recognition of its orders, before floating towards the elevator. John sighed and looked at the monitor display. The dome would be complete with the final drone in place. With the satellite in a geosynchronous orbit, Aura had a much greater range and capacity as a communication tool. With Capitol City as the pole, Aura could send communications to airborne targets even beyond the equator. All that was needed, was the aircraft in question.

      The last of which, at least for now, just left this facility. And John watched with satisfaction as it linked up with the others of its kind. They were essentially spy drones. They scanned the wilderness outside the city on a constant rotation. Nothing came in or out above ground without John’s knowledge. He had even set into motion specific protocols for the airport, so the drones would avoid moving aircraft.

      “Preliminary results are promising,” Aura announced. “My effective range has improved, far beyond expected results.”

      “As they should be,” John nodded. He set his own expectations, and then set about exceeding them.

      “I have gained access to several local systems within Northstar City,” Aura continued. “I am uploading clones to collect data.”

      Had Aura been a person, John would have never allowed her so much freedom. The AI, however, was impartial. Or at least as impartial as a shackled AI could be. Ultimately, she answered to John, but John left her to her own devices for the most part. She would spy, collect data, passwords and bypass any security she could while she infiltrated any system she possibly could.

      The data she stole, would go into her banks and remain there until she found relevance for accessing it. And only another AI would even have a hope of hacking her in return in order to access the data they had taken. It wasn’t exactly ethical, but John wasn’t a hero either. He was fully prepared to break whatever laws were in place, if it meant keeping Sab-

      “John?”

      John jumped as he spun around. Sabrina had snuck up behind him while he was staring at the monitor.

      “Sorry,” John grunted, before checking the time. “Shit.”

      “It’s fine,” Sabrina smiled. “Is everything okay?”

      “Yeah,” John shook himself. “Yes. Great even, I just finished.”

      “Great,” Sabrina smiled. “Then come have something to eat.”

      “You didn’t wait for me, did you?” John asked, before seeing Sabrina’s expression. “Sorry.”

      “It’s fine,” Sabrina pecked his lips. “This is why I’m here now.”

      “I didn’t bring you into my lair to look after me,” John complained as they walked to the elevator.

      “No,” Sabrina shook her head. “You brought me into the lair to keep me safe. And for that, I’m going to look after you.”

      “Still. You don’t owe me anything.”

      “Which is great,” Sabrina smiled. “Because you owe me an orgasm for being late for dinner.”

      John laughed as the elevator came to a halt inside the control room. The smells of what Sabrina had cooked were wafting through from the living quarters. He followed along like an eager puppy as Emily shot them smiles from the dining table.

      “Go sit,” Sabrina waved him off.

      John nodded and did as he was instructed. And only moment later, did a plate land before him. The smell of braised beef filled his nostrils, and he admired what looked like a braised beef ragu on a bed of polenta. John looked at Sabrina as she sat across from him, as Emily made small moans of approval as she started eating.

      “This looks amazing.”

      Sabina smiled and nodded at his plate. “Tell me what you think.”

      John eagerly picked up a fork and dug in. He was three mouthfuls deep when he heard Sabrina giggle. When he glanced up, she was smiling at him.

      “That good, huh?”

      “It’s excellent,” John groaned.

      “Then you’ll be-”

      “Security alert,” Aura interrupted. “Incoming aircraft of unknown origin.”

      John flew out of the chair with Sabrina just ahead of him. They both rushed into the control room and frowned as the monitors lit up to show what was approaching. At first, it was just a heat signature moving towards the city and John frowned at how close it was.

      “Aura, how?”

      “Apologies, John. My scanners are still limited to a singular area. The aircraft is moving rapidly and missed several sweeps.”

      “Missed or dodged?”

      “Missed,” Aura reassured the room as Emily stepped into the room behind them.

      “Do you know anything about this?” John asked.

      Emily shook her head, “No, but… I’ve seen flashes. At least enough to know The Agency has some high-speed transports.”

      John swore softly and looked back at the monitor. Whatever it was. It was low altitude, barely above the treetops. It wasn’t even in visual range of the drones yet. Theoretically, a machine like this shouldn’t exist. It was doing almost Mach three. That in itself wasn’t impossible. But doing it at a few hundred feet over sea level meant this could only be a design by a mad scientist.

      “Do we know what it is?” John frowned.

      “It appears to be a passenger craft of some kind,” Aura informed them.

      “That sounds right,” Emily nodded. “The Agency has rules against using missiles. Especially on a civilian population.”

      “That didn’t stop Boom Boom,” John growled.

      Emily flinched and nodded. She couldn’t counter that. Emily understood it was only because she refused to help the renegade supers that she wasn’t locked in the same boxes they were. They had hauled her along as an auxiliary. She was supposed to monitor things and help coordinate with the others to give advice. But that meant she had to involve herself. And the moment she saw a future where she dragged a dead child from the rubble, she decided to help Darksite, rather than Flawless.

      “The craft is slowing for its descent,” Aura announced.

      John grunted, before nodding. “Right, Aura. Retrofit a cannon to the underside of the twirly-whirly.”

      “At once,” Aura announced.

      “John-”

      “Sabrina, you’re staying here with Emily,” He ordered. Sabrina bit her lip and John took her face in his hands. “Look at me. If whatever is coming, can kill me. Then they can kill you as well. In here, even with me dead and the twirly-whirly destroyed, you’re still safe.”

      “But John-”

      “No!” John snarled, before his expression softened. “Please?”

      “What if-”

      “Sabrina, I can’t lose you!” John snarled. He took a few deep breaths, while Sabrina gave him an odd look. “I can’t lose you,” John repeated. “Please. I love you. If you’re out there-”

      Sabrina cut him off with a kiss. They ignored Emily making soft ‘aww’ noises. But it didn’t last. John pulled away, while Sabrina flickered between beaming joy, and worry. John nodded slowly and stormed towards the elevator. It descended the moment he set his foot on it, and John turned around as Sabrina wept.

      “I love you too, John,” she nodded. “I love you too.”

      John smiled as he lowered out of view. She was his world. And that was why he was going to intercept this craft outside the city.

      “John, the twirly-whirly has been installed with experimental cannon four.”

      John blinked, “That’s the one that fires plasma, correct?”

      “Correct,” Aura confirmed.

      It made sense. The atoms in the air were super-heated by the generators. It meant it was a self-contained unit. It also meant that John would have limited shots. He set aside the prototype because of its overheating issues. The weapon worked perfectly. But he could only take so many shots before it began to melt down. Though, with more power to house the magnetic coils, that could be mitigated. It became a battle of economy versus reliability.

      And as the twirly-whirly was remotely piloted out of the hangar and into the loading dock, John nodded to himself. The weapon was underslung, mounted in the middle with the barrel slightly off centre to counteract the weight.

      “Aura, broadcast to Capitol City. Standard emergency protocol. Get everyone indoors.”

      “At once, John.”
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        * * *

      

      The guard inside the prison facility froze as the window warped from heat. It was the only warning he received, before Blaze, the new Director of The Agency stomped past. Blaze was furious as he made his way to the cell. He did not, however, wish to cause an incident that cannot be reversed. He wasn’t entirely sure who was behind the door. But with his power on display, either it would kill her. Or provoke her into returning with similar levels of power. So he spent a moment dampening his power to normal levels.

      “Open it,” he ordered, knowing the guard was watching on.

      The door cracked with the press of a button, and Blaze took, the handle, pulling it open. Standing inside, was Sirius. Though… he wasn’t entirely sure it was her.

      “So,” Blaze stepped into the room. He expected if it were Shift, she would have at least flinched at the move. But he couldn’t be certain. Her file stated she was a decent actor, and they still weren’t sure what Darksite had done to her.

      “So,” Sirius nodded. “I wasn’t aware it was protocol to house our own people in sensory deprivation units.”

      “She wasn’t housed here,” Blaze said. “She was being detained until we could reasonably determine if she was a threat to us.”

      “The girl can shift form into other people. Her prior missions were to walk up to someone and slip a bug into their clothing. Even if she bugged you or I, activating our abilities would destroy them instantly. How on earth did you decide she was threatening enough to torture?”

      “You don’t have the authority to question me!” Blaze snapped.

      “No,” Sirius shook her head. “No, you and your little minions saw fit to that, didn’t you?”

      “Flawless worked on his own,” Blaze growled.

      “I’m sure,” Sirius snarked. “But he still wouldn’t have done something like that without backing, or at the very least a mode of high-speed transport.”

      Blaze sighed. “If I activate my ability, will you die?”

      “Would you like to find out?” Sirius grinned.

      Blaze stared at the woman. It was impossible to tell who it was he was addressing. If it was Shift, then that meant the transport held Sirius and his justification for taking over The Agency’s Capitol City branch were justified. If it was Shift within the craft, that was far more complicated.

      “I have been, and always will be, loyal to the principals of The Agency,” Sirius announced. “You better have a good way to keep all the rogue elements in check. Because with the death of Pinnacle, there are a lot of them.”

      Blaze was about to test the woman, when he decided against it. Incinerating a low level super because he was mad, was a surefire way to give Sirius an opportunity to regain some control in this place. And if it were Sirius herself before him, then he would need help to contain her.

      “You’re to remain here,” he nodded. “Until I have things under control. You are in permanent detention.”

      “In this literal crime against humanity?” she asked as she gestured around the empty room.

      “I’ll have you moved somewhere more comfortable,” Blaze muttered as he turned to leave. “You’ll be here a while either way.”
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        * * *

      

      “You’re coming into range in ten seconds,” Aura announced.

      John was pushing the twirly-whirly. It was on a steep angle of attack as it raced along at about twice the altitude as the approaching aircraft. I could see the dust kicked up in the distance, but he hadn’t made visual of it yet.

      “I’m going to bank around, approach from the side and rear. Try hailing them again.”

      “Attention, unidentified aircraft,” Aura began.

      John tuned her out as he rolled the twirly-whirly away. He wanted to maintain his speed, but he didn’t want to approach head on. If it was armed, there was always the chance they could shoot first. And while John was confident the twirly-whirly was agile enough to dodge a conventional missile. He couldn’t dodge everything. And he could see it now. On the horizon. It was little more than a spec. A shiny spec, with contrails coming from its wingtips.

      “John, they still aren’t responding,” Aura announced.

      John nodded. He hadn’t expected them to. He had been hailing them since he left the lair. It was why he had changed the angle of attack. As he approached the aircraft, he looked over it. It resembled an old infomercial about the old space shuttle. Rather boxy and squat with short triangular swept wings. But it still had a certain sleekness to it.

      “Aura, patch me into the comms.”

      “Speak when ready,” Aura announced.

      “Attention, unidentified aircraft. This is Darksite. You are entering my airspace. Identify yourself immediately.”

      He waited for a handful of breaths. This was the make it or break it moment. Either they would respond, or they would do something strange. But… John watched as it continued to coast along like nothing was wrong.

      “Aura, can you scan it?”

      “Not well, John,” Aura complained. “Sensors indicate a single occupant, moving rapidly about the cockpit.”

      John’s eyes went wide, before he angled the twirly-whirly to shift over the aircraft. If there was an issue, this would get their attention. Squeezing the trigger, the cannon coughed a lump of plasma. It shot across the short distance between the two aircraft. Slamming into the ground a little ahead of the target, it sent up a blast that rocked the small plane. John followed it up with two more, ensuring there could be no doubt that he could destroy them.

      There was only one problem with John’s idea. There was no response. No wiggle of the wings, no sudden change in speed, nothing. With a frown, John pitched forward and dived. He pulled up at the same altitude as the aircraft and brought himself as close as he could.

      “Aura, stabilise. I want to see inside the cockpit.”

      “At once, John.”

      He released the controls as Aura piloted. She brought the twirly-whirly far closer than John would have been comfortable doing. John could see whoever it was in the cockpit. But he was too far back to see clearly. The aircraft was still slowing though, so Aura held it steady as they drew alongside and then overtook. John could make out something on the side window. A note, and as they got closer, John frowned.

      “Stay clear of rear?” He read aloud.

      “John, I am detecting fluctuating power levels inside the aircraft!”

      John took the controls and pulled back, hard. The twirly-whirly pulled vertical and John growled as his vision darkened for a moment. He flew vertically for a moment, before levelling off. Just in time to see what looked like an ejection seat launching out of the rear of the aircraft. The aircraft itself suddenly put on a burst of speed, carving a wide arc around in what looked like a pre-programmed route.

      “I believe it is returning to Northstar, John.”

      “That leaves whoever it left behind,” John growled as he reduced the throttle.

      Coming back around, he could see the parachute dropping below the canopy. Whoever it was, he couldn’t see. But with them outside the plane, John could scan them better. With all the wood, it was still impossible to see who exactly they were. But it was only the one person. With a swoop, John blew multiple holes in the forest. The plasma, hitting live trees, boiled the sap within so quickly they exploded, blowing up large sections of forest in a wave of destruction. John wanted it known that he wasn’t happy. And whoever it was down below, knew it as well as they took cover in a thicket that John had spared for no other reason than to give them a single piece of cover while he made his point.

      “Aura, take care of the twirly-whirly. I’m going to say hi.”

      “Affirmative, John.”

      With a nod, John unclipped himself and walked to the rear as Aura leveled the twirly-whirly. She opened the rear hatch, and John leaped out, activating the flight function. He zoomed out and banked towards where he knew they were hiding, while Aura circled menacingly above. The destruction was absolute. Splintered wood, leaves, ash and small fires littered the area.

      “This is Darksite!” John shouted through the PA. “You are trespassing on my land. Announce yourself immediately or be destroyed!”

      “WHAT THE FUCK, JOHN!” John blinked slowly, as Shift, AKA Casey crawled out from under a log. “Holy shit! Like… HOLY SHIT!”
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        * * *

      

      “CASEY!”

      The aforementioned super managed an unsteady grin, before Sabrina tackled her with a hug. To John’s surprise, Emily was only a few steps behind. And her hug took the trio of women to the ground in a heap, where Casey let out a loud squawk.

      “Ladies,” John sighed. “Let her up. She’s a bit shaken.”

      “Shaken?” Sabrina frowned.

      “What did they do?” Emily snarled.

      “Not just them,” Casey gave John a glare.

      That set three pairs of eyes on John, who held his hands up. “In my defence, the moment I realised who it was, I felt awful.”

      “He shot plasma bolts at me, forced me to deploy early, then blew up half a forest and scared me half to death while I hid in a hole under a log,” Casey told the group.

      “John!”

      John winced and nodded slowly. “And again, I am so, very, very sorry. I didn’t know what to think when you didn’t respond to the radio.”

      “Wait, didn’t you?” Sabrina frowned.

      “The Peregrin doesn’t have a radio,” Casey said.

      John blinked, “Peregrin?”

      “Yeah?”

      John met Sabrina’s joy filled eyes and only barely suppressed a sigh. Of course a small, fast-transport jet would be named after a record setting bird of prey. If he did the same thing, Sabrina would likely convince Aura to call it the zoomy-zoom or something equally ridiculous.

      “Alright,” Sabrina sighed. “Well, how about we get you into the shower then?”

      “I… I’d like that,” Casey smiled.

      “I’ll warm up your dinner,” Emily nodded. “Go sit down, John.”

      John wanted to argue, before shaking his head. He watched as Casey strode off towards the shower in her full curvy form. Sabrina gave him a smile that told him she wasn’t all that mad. It was reasonable to expect the worst in this situation. And the end result was Casey being safe. So there was no real harm done. Which left John little to do than to sit at the table. Emily went about reheating his meal, while John watched Sabrina detour out of the bathroom and into the bedroom.

      “John, check the shower immediately,” Aura announced.

      Before anyone could respond, John was moving. He raced into the bathroom to the sight of Casey, nude as the day was long. She was chewing on something, before spitting it out. It was black and bounced twice on the tiles as the sound of running water drowned out the noise of his arrival. She walked over to the black thing and stamped on it with the heel of her foot. But it only served to hurt her, and she yelped, before spotting John.

      “I’m sorry,” she put her hands up as she walked backwards away from him.

      John watched her carefully as he walked over to the device. They looked just like the waterlogged listening devices she showed them last time. He frowned as he turned it over in his hand. It was now in fact destroyed. But if it was here to begin with.

      “I’m so sorry,” Casey frowned. “I regretted it as soon as I put it in. But-”

      “Does it transmit?”

      “No,” Casey shook her head. “No, I needed to come back. I… I wanted to use it as an excuse to visit.”

      “You could have just asked me!” John snapped.

      Casey shook her head, “Not you. The Agency.”

      John looked from the terrified expression on her face, to the device and back. She was a shapeshifter. An actor. She was trained to infiltrate. Trained to spy. Maybe he couldn’t trust her after all. Maybe Emily was in on it.

      “It was the only device,” Aura announced.

      John frowned and turned his head to look at the ceiling. “You knew?”

      “I did. It was the only device. She disabled the others through manual persuasion.”

      John couldn’t help the smirk that broke over his face at the use of a term that literally meant ‘beat it with something.’ But he shook it off as Casey caught his attention once more. “How can I trust you?”

      “Ummm,” Casey trembled. “I… I don’t…”

      “John, if you implant my nanites into her body, I can track her at all times,” Aura suggested.

      John was about to wave off the idea. It would completely violate her privacy, even if she-

      “Okay.”

      John blinked. “What?”

      “Do it,” she nodded. “This was all a fucking mistake,” she wiped her eyes. “Sirius got me out. Some asshole named Blaze took over. She stayed behind and told me to take her form to get out of Northstar. I can’t go back, they’ll probably just kill me at this point.”

      John thought of various other options. Polygraphs didn’t work. An ankle monitor would only be so effective. Constant scanning was a possibility. But the additional radiation would likely give her cancer. The quickest and simplest solution, would be to give her the nanites.

      “Fuck,” John swore. “Come on.”

      Still nude, Casey followed him out of the bathroom and into the control room. John would have taken her to the lab, but a drone flew in the open elevator and deposited a loaded syringe into his hand.

      “Thanks,” John sighed as he contemplated once more the ethics of what he was about to do.

      “Do it, please?” Casey begged softly.

      John looked at her and moved close. She was wet from the shower. Her hair stuck to her skin and her nipples were rock hard, likely from the cold air of the room.

      “Hold still,” he sighed. “This is going to sting.”

      Casey nodded and closed her eyes. John moved her hair from the side of her neck and felt the way she trembled at his touch. Pressing the syringe to the vein, he activated the plunger on the back. Unlike a normal syringe, this was automated and fired like a tranquilizer dart. Casey yelped and jumped back as she rubbed the spot.

      “That hurt,” she frowned.

      “Sorry,” John sighed as his guilt increased.

      “Nanite injection, successful,” Aura announced.

      “What now?” Sabrina asked.

      They both turned and spotted Sabrina standing in the doorway. “Ah…”

      “You gave her nanites, why?”

      “I planted a bug, and he caught me,” Casey admitted straight away.

      John saw Sabrina’s expression twist into anger as Emily rushed into the room with her hands on her mouth.

      “She was destroying it as I walked in,” John told the room.

      “Okay, and why does that mean you gave her nanites?”

      “So you can all trust me again,” Casey mumbled. “I… I can’t go back, so…”

      “You should suck his dick,” Emily chimed in.

      The room fell perfectly silent, before Casey nodded. “I wouldn’t mind.”

      “What?” John gaped.

      “What?” Sabrina frowned.

      The three turned and stared at Emily, who blushed. “I mean… trust building exercise. Nanites, plus sex, equals trust. That’s human biology.”

      “She’s got a point,” Sabrina nodded.

      “Seriously?” It was John’s turn to frown.

      “What?” Sabrina shrugged. “I already told you the idea of you fucking other women turns me on.”

      “What?” Casey squeaked.

      “I am unfamiliar with the intricacies of human mating rituals,” Aura told the room. “However, I am picking up a rise in temperatures, signalling increased blood flow in the crotches of everyone in this room.”

      “Thank you, Aura,” John groaned.

      “You are welcome, John,” Aura replied happily.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      “You’re sure about this?” John asked.

      “Mhm,” Casey nodded.

      John looked over at Sabrina, who was idly rubbing her clit while sitting spread leg in an armchair she dragged in from the lounge. Emily was apparently doing the dishes, content to let the matter resolve naturally.

      Despite the awkwardness of the situation. John’s cock had indeed risen to the occasion. After they all showered quickly, John was now laying back on the bed, nude, with his cock pointing up. Casey crawled up onto the bed and smiled nervously as she stared at his erection.

      “You can still back out,” John assured her.

      Casey nodded slowly, before reaching out. John hissed as her warm fingers wrapped around his cock. They were gentle, and slightly unsure. Like she knew what to do, but was unpracticed in it. She leaned in and opened her mouth, before taking a dainty lick. John smiled in encouragement as she lapped gently at the head of his cock. She kept her eyes on his and looked extremely sexy.

      “You don’t know what you’re doing, do you?” Sabrina asked.

      Casey looked like she was about to protest, before sighing. “No.”

      “Okay!” Sabrina giggled, before launching off the chair and onto the bed. “Do what I do, okay?”

      “Okay,” Casey blushed.

      “Think of your mouth, like a big, juicy pussy, but with a tongue. You gotta slide it in there all soft and tight, like this.” Sabrina closed her mouth over the head, and bobbed her neck back and forth a few times. “Now you try.”

      Casey bit her lip as she watched, before opening her mouth and taking the head of John’s cock. John was in heaven as the two women worked on him together. They took it in turns, licking, sucking and blowing him until he was almost gasping.

      “Now, take the head in your mouth, and treat it like a lolly. Just suckle on it, he’s real close.”

      John gasped as Casey did just that. But it was Sabrina who provided the rest of the stimulation. With one hand cupping his balls, the other slowly twisted and stroked his length. He gripped the sheets as his pleasure built. Casey felt the way he tensed and moaned in delight. Those vibrations rocked John’s core, pushing him closer to the edge.

      “That’s it,” Sabrina crooned. “Just a little more and he’s going to fill your mouth.”

      Casey moaned again, before adding some more tongue to lap at the underside of the head. John shuddered as he fired the first rope of seed into Casey’s mouth. She squealed and almost pulled away, before forcing herself back onto his cock again. Sabrina’s hand was forced to the base of John’s cock where she held it as Casey moaned with half his length in her mouth.

      John shuddered as Casey’s tongue bathed his length as he filled her mouth. His orgasm felt like it went for an age, before he finally relaxed. Casey sucked for a few moments longer, before she pulled away.

      “Wha’ ow?” She asked with her mouth partially full.

      “Now, you share a bit, and swallow the rest,” Sabrina grinned, before pulling Casey into a firm kiss.

      John stared as Sabrina and Casey made out, sharing his seed between both their mouths. With a blink, Sabrina shoved the curvy woman onto her back and crawled on top, giving him the perfect view of both their pussies stacked one atop the other.

      Sabrina froze as she felt John’s hands take her hips. But she purred deeply into the surprised mouth of Casey as John speared his cock into her. She stretched to accommodate him on the first thrust and she leaned into the curvy woman below her as John thrust into her. They couldn’t talk with their mouths full of John’s seed, but that didn’t matter. With each thrust of John’s cock, Sabrina was forced crotch first into Casey, rubbing their pussies together in delightful ways. And from the tight grip Casey had on Sabrina’s arms, she was enjoying it just as much.

      John was thrusting into Sabrina. He wanted her badly and the fluffy tail that danced in front of him only drove his lust higher. He wanted to feel her clench around him as she came. So it was a complete surprise when she shifted slightly, sending him off course. His cock slipped out, pushing between both ladies. In an instant, he felt a hand take his cock. But as he thrust back towards them, the hand, rather than direct him up into Sabrina. It pushed him down, so he speared, full force into Casey.

      “Oh shit,” John stopped.

      Sabrina slipped off Casey, leaving John to stare down at the shocked expression beneath him. Casey took a deep breath, before pulling her legs up to hook behind his ass.

      “Come on then,” she smiled. “I can be whatever you want. Just name it. I can be anything, look like anyone. Tell me what you want to fuck and I’ll be them, just for you.”

      John frowned, before leaning over her. “How about we explore that next time? Right now, I want you. Let me have Casey. The original.”

      Casey blinked. Before her body shifted. The curvy, buxom woman vanished, and John found himself buried to the hilt inside the waifish woman he saw on her last visit.

      “I-”

      “Beautiful,” John smiled as he kissed her.

      Casey shuddered as John thrust into her. She was already so close from Sabrina rubbing against her. She hadn’t much experience with sex before. But this, being with the two villains ticked so many of her boxes, Casey was going out of her mind. To make things more complicated. The few times she had, had sex. It was NEVER in her natural state. And here, now, with John thrusting firmly into her, she finally lost control.

      “OH FUCK!”

      John smiled, as she twisted beneath him. Casey’s body blurred from her original form, to the curvy one. Then again, and he was staring at Sabrina, before shifting once more into a woman he recognised from the weather channel. With each shift of her body, John felt her pussy contract over his cock, until she made a full rotation back to her waifish self.

      John, after watching the show, pulled his cock out of her, and after a pair of strokes, painted her torso with streaks of white.

      “MINE!”

      John blinked, as Sabrina leaped onto Casey, lapping at the seed he left over her body. And as Casey whimpered and begged for mercy, Sabrina giggled, and licked even lower. And despite her initial complaints, John watched as Casey’s legs wrapped around the back of Sabrina’s shoulders as she screamed into her another bodily, transformative, orgasm.

      End book one.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            WORD FROM THE AUTHOR

          

        

      

    

    
      Hello, and thank you for reading my book. Independent authors like myself live and die by our ratings, from wonderful readers such as yourself.

      

      So please, If you enjoyed this story, give it 5 stars and drop a review. Even the words "Good job" will help tremendously.

      

      All the best

      Monty
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        Growing up in a broken home, Tate Lockman held a knife before he could swing a fist.

      

        

      
        When good fortune lands him on the doorstep of his childhood friend's home, holding a knife, he fears he's about to lose the only thing he's ever loved. Instead, he's given the opportunity to escape the tormented existence he was born into.

      

      

      

      
        
        Years and a lifetime later, Tate finds himself reenacting a battle with sword and shield. The winner, takes home the mythical Sword In The Stone!

      

      

      

      
        
        And when his fingers brush, the rusted blade trapped in rock. He hears a voice, calling for him to take up the mantle, of The Warrior.

      

      

      

      
        
        Thrust into a brutal world, Tate and his Elven, shape-shifting companion quickly learn that all is not well. The humans and the elves are at war. Corruption has spread through the world, and nowhere is safe to hide. Forced, unwilling into conflict, Tate butts heads with the lord of this land. A man armed with his own special blade. And the fate of the world holds its breath.

      

      

      

      
        
        Contains: Graphic violence, beatings, soul-bound weapons, explicit adult situations, MF, mentions of FF, and the beginnings of a harem.

      

        

      
        books2read.com/u/bP7Mlr
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        People are complicated.

      

      

      

      
        
        The dead are not.

      

      

      

      
        
        I guess that's how I ended up working as a mortician.

        When a corpse sits up and starts a conversation with me, I'm utterly convinced I'm hallucinating. Right up until the corpse invites me for a drink and walks out the front door.

        Sucked into an endless black, void, later, and I'm in a strange world, with strange creatures with a strange appetite. And that corpse?

        Well even the gods get bored sometimes... And I couldn't be happier.

        Contains violence, gore, cannibalism, the desecration of multiple corpses, disrespect for vampire ashes, MF, MFF and a flair of romance between an undead man, and his undead lovers.

        Mind the front door!

      

        

      
        books2read.com/u/mvXVE6
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      Ever have one of those days, where you fall asleep, and wake up not knowing who or what you are?

      How about literally?

      Waking up in a random glade, deep in a forest, our confused and slightly grumpy MC has to figure out what the wet cold stuff falling on him is.

      With some trial and error, he manages to get mobile, before stumbling into a major pitfall. Nothing here is edible. But when a beautiful Bee-woman stumbles across him and decides to nurse him back to health with her honey. Things start looking up.

      Right before they get much... much worse.

      

      Contains MF, MFF, flesh eating dryads, mind-controlled liquid claws, rage-fueled demonic monsters and a constantly frustrated MC who can't remember the context of his own thoughts.

      
        
        books2read.com/u/4jqoq5
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      Growing up in a broken home, the only person Kevin felt connected to was his mother.

      When a terrible accident, orchestrated by the actions of an alcoholic father, destroy that connection, Kevin finds himself looking to the end.

      But the soft cries, of an injured kitten make Kevin reevaluate his situation.

      Years later, Kevin stumbles across a rather feisty kitty. Not to be denied, he proves resourceful and takes in his latest rescue.

      And a long forgotten goddess decides to reward his kindness, in the best way possible.

      This is a slice of life haremlit story. It contains, MF, MFF, MFFF, catgirls, hucows, bad owners, good owners and a queen bee with attitude.

      
        
        https://books2read.com/u/bwr9PP

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BOOK FORMATTING

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Book formatting at a reasonable price.

        The person who formatted this book and all of the Montgomery Quinn books!

      

        

      
        “I make your words look pretty.”

      

      

      

      
        
        https://www.nmalone.net/formatting

        https://www.fiverr.com/share/vdQVkN

      

      

    

  



    
        Don't miss out!

        
            
                Click the button below
            
            and you can sign up to receive emails whenever Montgomery Quinn publishes a new book.  There's no charge and no obligation.
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            https://books2read.com/r/B-A-MOJN-OGNEC
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            Connecting independent readers to independent writers.
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