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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    She was wearing a short black skirt that barely covered her ass and a white cropped top, the top three buttons undone to reveal her cleavage. Five years ago, dressing like that would not have been a problem. But the world had changed a lot in the last five years.  
 
    In this new world, dressed like that, the girl was asking for trouble. 
 
    Lucas sat in the café drinking coffee and reading the three-week-old paper. Newspapers were still a thing in this town, but they came out once a month. Most of it was full of propaganda about the Supers.  
 
    Lucas used it to keep a track of who was in charge of the town. Supers rose and fell pretty darn quickly.  
 
    Aside from Mayor Carcass.  
 
    Lucas had a special interest in that Super. He had taken charge of the town three years ago. It was the longest any Super had managed to stay in charge.  
 
    Those below Mayor Carcass fell pretty quickly. 
 
     Only last week, the Vice-Mayor post was taken away from Shark and given to Blader. Rumours spread that Shark tried to overthrow the Mayor, Super Carcass. No one knew what had happened to Shark, but it was safe to assume his head was separated from his body.  
 
    That was the only way to kill a super.  
 
    To separate the head from the body.  
 
    You could stab a Super in the head, shoot it in the heart, fill its body with lead, but if you don’t cut the head off, the Super will recover. Some Supers fucking recovered while you shot them.  
 
    “Hi Lucas,” Lucy, the blond-haired waitress stood with a pot of coffee in her hand, smiling down at him. “Can I fill you up?”  
 
    “Nah. Think I’ve had enough,” Lucas said.  
 
    “Are you sure?” Lucy asked. “What about some cake? Can I get you cake?”  
 
    Lucas declined with the shake of his head. But still, Lucy remained hovering, smiling down at him. Lucy was cute, and Lucas knew she liked him. She wore a cute short black dress and a small white apron over it. Her blond hair was tied in a bun. She was dictionary definition of cute. But Lucas had rules.  
 
    Don’t shit where you eat.  
 
    He wondered if that was accurate.  
 
    The café had a toilet. Lucas could go and shit there if nature decided it was time. 
 
    He was sure the saying meant something else. 
 
    It was hard to know these sorts of things for certain, what with the internet no longer a thing. You couldn’t just Google something now. You couldn’t ask an adult either. Most of those died back in 2015.  
 
    Lucas still remembered when the world was normal, when adults were in charge. He spent most of his life living in a world of law and order. He spent the vast majority of his life going to school. His parents both worked. He had a girlfriend.  
 
    Things were normal.  
 
    And then, the meteorites struck.  
 
    Hundreds of thousands, maybe even millions of rocks ranging in size from a football to a car struck the earth. They destroyed schools, factories, powerplants, communications networks, and of course, they killed billions of people.  
 
    But what followed the meteorites caught everyone by surprise. 
 
    At least, those still alive to be surprised.   
 
    Turned out the rocks weren’t just rocks. There was a blue substance in the rocks, a type of crystal that glowed. They infected humanity. It killed almost everyone above the age of eighteen. Those below the age of eighteen weren’t affected much. The lucky one percent ended up with superpowers.  
 
    Yup, that’s what happened to the world in 2015. The adult population was pretty much wiped out. And one percent of the teenage population were given superpowers.  
 
    A new world order was born.  
 
    A fucked-up world order.  
 
    Supers were at the top.  
 
    Then, there were the gangs.  
 
    Finally, there was the rest of humanity, or what remained of humanity. Those that kept their heads down, tried to avoid the Supers, and the gangs, and just get on with life without being robbed, murdered, or raped.  
 
    And that was why the girl wearing the incredibly short skirt was going to attract attention to herself. If that was what she wanted, fair enough.  
 
    Lucy was still standing over him. She pointed at the newspaper. “What do you think about that?”  
 
    There was an image of a guy on the front page. A Super. He was wanted by the authorities in London.  
 
    Lucas shrugged. “Just another Super on the run.”  
 
    “I heard he’s in every paper in the country. What do you think he did?” Lucy asked.  
 
    Lucas didn’t care. Supers were only punished if they offended their superiors. No Super had his image plastered over all the papers for killing a Normie. That’s what people without superpowers were called. Normies. It wasn’t very creative. But what with all the grown-ups gone, creativity had taken a plunge too.  
 
    It was why you had Supers with names like Blader, Shark, Treason. The Mayor of their town was named Carcass. It said a lot about the asshole in charge that he thought Carcass was an appropriate title.  
 
    “Yo, bimbo,” a guy three tables away raised his hand and waved at the waitress.  
 
    Lucy looked back over her shoulder and gave the man a smile. Lucas could tell it was a forced smile.  
 
    “I’ll see you later, Lucas,” Lucy said.  
 
    He gave her a wave and watched her go. Lucy was attractive, but Lucas had his rules. There weren’t many cafes left that functioned well. Lucas came down to this coffee shop often. It was frequented by Supers too. In fact, there was one sitting four tables away from him right now.  
 
    You could never tell it was a Super just by looking at him or her. They still looked the same. Had two eyes, two ears, a nose, and all that stuff. But Lucas usually guessed it right. Authority Supers were easily identifiable by their uniform. Supers that were not part of the Authority had a give-away. They did not look miserable, or fearful. It could be described as confidence. 
 
    Not wearing coats or jackets was another sign. Gang members tended to wear more clothing. Better to hide their weapons in.   
 
    The Authority.  
 
    That’s what Mayor Carcass named the Supers that joined him. They were supposed to run the town.  
 
    But they didn’t.  
 
    The town ran itself. Which was probably why it was so fucked up.  
 
    The Authority Supers were more like the gang of bullies in high school that did whatever the fuck they liked and cared little about anything or anyone else.   
 
    Not all Supers joined Mayor Carcass’s Authority. Not all were eligible. 
 
    Supers had different powers. Some were super-fast, others insanely strong. Some could lift heavy objects with their minds, others could breathe fire or shoot out daggers from their palms.  
 
    All Supers had two things in common.  
 
    You could only kill one by separating the head from the body. 
 
    And you needed to do it quickly.  
 
    All Supers strength and power grew the more they battled. It was rumoured Supers powers grew in battle, until it had reached its peak, at which point the Super collapsed. But no Normie had ever made it that far to find out if it was true.   
 
    Lucas finished his coffee and was about to leave when the girl walked past him. The girl with the long legs and a curvy figure, wearing the short skirt and fitting top showing ample cleavage. Lucas’s eyes moved from the guy sitting on the third table, to the guy on the fourth table away from him.  
 
    Both had watched the girl as she sat at her table. Lucas was sure the one at the fourth table was a Super. The one sitting on the third table was a gang member. He was wearing a leather jacket and Lucas could see the butt of a pistol poking out near his chest.  
 
    There were no obvious signs the girl had already been claimed by a Super or was part of a gang.  
 
    Both gang member and Super would want to add her to their collection.  
 
    It was something most Supers and gang members had. A bunch of girls claimed to serve them. A harem. The more powerful the Super, the more women he would have. There were a few female Supers that created harems of men, but that was much rarer.  
 
    As the girl passed the guy wearing the leather jacket, his hair crew cut with red colour sprinkled over the fade, he grabbed her by the hand.  
 
    “Hey babe,” he grinned. “Leaving already? Sit down.”  
 
    The guy pulled out the pistol and pointed at the seat opposite him. The girl glanced at the seat, then at his gun. Her eyes scanned the room, taking in every single person. They rested on Lucas for a moment. He avoided eye contact, picking up the paper, he feigned interest on the headline news.  
 
    The girl’s eyes moved on, and finally stopped at the Super.  
 
    He was a big guy, over six feet tall, a wide chest, big arms, bushy beard. He wore a red bandana across his forehead. The sleeves of his white shirt were rolled up to his elbows. It wasn’t obvious to everyone that he was a Super.  
 
    But he was still a scary-looking motherfucker.  
 
    The girl finally looked at the gang member once more. “I’d rather not, if that’s okay with you?”  
 
    “What? This face not good enough for you?” the guy asked.  
 
    “It’s not that. I’m in a hurry. Another time?”  
 
    “Sit baby,” the guy repeated.  
 
    A silence descended upon the café as the girl continued to stare at the man but remained standing. Some eyes moved from the gang member to the Super, on account of his size. He continued to drink his coffee, slurping it noisily.  
 
    “Please, sir,” the girl said. “I really must go.”  
 
    The Super finally finished drinking his coffee. “Let the girl go,” he said.  
 
    The gang member turned his head around and took in the Super sitting behind him, the gun in his hand, he pointed it loosely at the Super’s chest. “You’re a big fella,” the gang member said with a grin. “You a Super?” he asked, his eyes narrowing. “If you were, what would your power be? The ability to eat a fuck ton of food?”  
 
    Lucas, along with everyone else, now watched the Super. The gang member didn’t seem the brightest. Lucas knew which gang he belonged to, on account of the red colour dyed into the fade of his crew cut. It was a powerful gang, but at the end of the day, gangs came below Supers.  
 
    Sure, he wasn’t one-hundred percent certain the guy was a Super. But in this day and age, it was safer to assume every human was a Super, especially if you were going to get into a fight. Even a Super that wasn’t part of the Authority could be still be very dangerous.  
 
    A shot in the chest might not even hurt the guy. If it did hurt him, if the gang member didn’t decapitate the Super, he would recover. And then, you had to spend the rest of your life looking over your shoulder in case the Super came back for you. That was, if the Super didn’t recover immediately and tear your head off.  
 
    “You’re going to die,” the Super said.  
 
    Shots were fired as the Super climbed to his feet. Lucas had to give it to the gang member. He hadn’t frozen in fear. He’d acted and acted well. There were four bullets in the Super’s chest.  
 
    Blood poured out from the holes in his chest and covered his white shirt.  
 
    This Super’s power wasn’t being bullet-proof. It seemed the gang member had made a wise call on this one. The girl would be his. But only if he pulled out a knife and sliced the Super’s head off.  
 
    The Super staggered back onto the chair he had risen from. His head tilted back onto the backrest. His mouth hung open; a gurgling sound escaped his lips. His eyes closed.  
 
    “Thought he might have been a Super,” the gang member said. “He was just a fat ugly fucker,” he chuckled.  
 
    Every other person in the room returned to focus on the things at their tables. Whether it was their drink, the person sitting with them, or their food. For Lucas, it was his paper. He picked it up and stared at the image of the man on the run, the man from London, who was so important, his face was on every paper in the country.  
 
    Though he stared at the paper, he was aware of the girl watching him, a look of desperation in her eyes.  
 
    “You wanna take that seat, missy?” the gang member asked. “Or do I need to make you sit down?” his voice hardened. “And don’t fucking look at him, bitch. He’s a fucking nobody,” the gang member said, now staring at Lucas. “Hey buddy,” he called.  
 
    Lucas ignored him, his eyes still on the newspaper.  
 
    “Buddy,” the guy repeated. “I’m talking to you.”  
 
    Lucas sighed before he put the newspaper aside. He knew the gang the guy belonged to. It was a powerful gang with a lot of members. Killing him in a café he visited regularly, that wouldn’t go down so well.  
 
    “The girl keeps looking at you cuz you got that hero look about you. Handsome, nice hair, nice blue eyes. You’re a tall fella too aren’t you. Stand up. Let’s have a look,” the guy said.  
 
    Lucas remained seated in his chair. He could feel every eye on him, the blond girl’s, Lucy the waitress, and the other customers. Behind the gang member, the Super remained slumped on his chair, but unknown to most, he was healing.  
 
    Each Super healed differently.  
 
    The vast majority recovered from bullets by spitting the bullet out. But that wasn’t always the case. Those that were careless and thought they would hear the bullets fall out of the body and hit the ground with a thud, they usually paid with their lives. It was worse luck for the gang member. He didn’t even know the guy he’d shot was a Super. 
 
    A Super that was healing fast.  
 
    Soon, he would be up.  
 
    Lucas kicked the chair back and climbed to his feet.  
 
    “I knew it. Tall fucker. I called it, didn’t I?” the gang member said with a laugh. “Man, you really do look like a hero. But you’re not, are you? You’re not a Super, are you?” he held the gun warily, pointed at Lucas.  
 
    “No,” Lucas said. “I’m not a Super.”  
 
    Ignoring the desperate gaze of the blond woman the gang member held, Lucas sat back down and picked up his paper.  
 
    “Did I say you could sit?” the gang member said, his voice hardening.  
 
    “No,” Lucas said. “I thought the conversation was over because-” he stopped.  
 
    “Because what?” the gang member frowned.  
 
    “Because, behind you,” Lucas said.  
 
    The gang member turned to look back. As he did, the Super, now fully recovered, was back on his feet. He towered over the gang member, his arms stretched out, he grabbed the gang member by the neck and lifted him off the ground, dangling him by his throat.  
 
    Despite being lifted off the ground by the neck, the gang member still held his pistol in hand. Pointed at the chest of the Super, he fired until the chamber as empty, until the pull of the trigger only made the sound of metal hitting metal, and not that of gunpowder exploding.  
 
    There were four more bullets now buried into the Super’s chest.  
 
    But this time, he did not go down.  
 
    His hands tightened around the gang member’s neck. The gang member’s body thrashed. He kicked wildly with his legs, he threw the gun at the Super, then used his hands to try and break free. When that didn’t work, he tried to gouge out the eyes of the Super with his fingers.  
 
    But the Super held firm, and the gang member’s body began to weaken visibly. His kicks came to a stop as did his arms. His shoulders slumped. For good measure, the Super kept his arms wrapped around the gang member’s neck. And then, satisfied he was dead, the Super threw the body aside like it was a rag doll.  
 
    Lucas kept his eyes on the newspaper. Every other customer in the café did the same. They returned their focus on the things at their table, be that food, drink, or company. The silence was suddenly filled with conversation.  
 
    Killings were common these days, and if a killing was committed by a Super, most people ignored it.  
 
    It was the gang member’s mistake that cost him his life. He let his guard down. He should have checked to see if the guy he’d just shot was still breathing. Either he had little experience with Supers, or he was distracted by the hot girl he figured he was on his way to fucking.  
 
    But he was dead now.  
 
    And there was no coming back from being truly dead. Not even Supers.   
 
    It was why Lucas was still alive.  
 
    He had plenty experience with Supers, and that experience had taught him to run if he wasn’t certain he could slice the Super’s head clean off.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The bloodied Super threw aside the body of the gang member and sat down on the chair the man had formerly occupied. He waved at the waitress, and Lucy rushed over, knowing better than to get on the wrong side of a Super that had just strangled a man to death.  
 
    “Get me some food,” the Super growled.  
 
    “Of course, sir,” Lucy gave that smile Lucas knew to be fake. “What would you like?”  
 
    “I don’t know,” the Super shrugged his shoulders. “Just make it good.”  
 
    Lucy, a waitress experienced in dealing with Supers nodded, still smiling. As she turned to return to the counter, and the kitchen beyond, Lucas saw the worry in her eyes.  
 
    “Sit,” the Super said to the blond girl.  
 
    The girl glanced back at Lucas, and when he didn’t meet her eyes, she sat down. The rest of the café was full of noise, but it was a low type of noise, like the background noise you heard in movies to give it the authentic feel, but not so loud that you couldn’t hear the main characters.  
 
    The Super and the girl were the main characters in this café. Every Normie knew better than to speak loud enough to attract the Super’s ire.  
 
    But the Super did not speak. He simply stared at the blond girl. Those eyes first focused on the girl’s pretty face. But soon, they moved down to her breasts. The girl was visibly uncomfortable, squirming in her seat.  
 
    Lucas glanced at the time on his watch. He still had a few hours to kill. He decided to order another cup of coffee, just to see how this played out. This Super didn’t look benevolent.  
 
    Most of them were not.   
 
    After what the girl had just been through, any half-decent human, Normie or Super, would have let the girl go, not force her to sit down and then stare at her breasts.  
 
    Lucy passed by him, carrying a large tray in her hands, she placed it on the Super’s table. There were many dishes on it, from eggs, mash, beans and sausage on one plate, a T-bone steak with chips and peas on another, a third with baked potatoes, beans and cheese.  
 
    “I’ll bring the tea,” Lucy said, smiling as she unloaded the tray.  
 
    The Super picked up the T-bone steak and took a bite of it. He shook his head. “I’m not hungry,” he grunted. “I’m horny.” He dropped the steak back onto the plate and stood up. “Come,” he said to the blond girl.  
 
    “I… I don’t want to,” the girl replied.  
 
    “You’re my property now,” the Super said.  
 
    He walked around the table and grabbed the girl by the waist. He picked her up and placed her on his shoulder. The girl didn’t struggle. She wore a defeated look on her face. As they disappeared out through the door, she gave him one final look of desperation.  
 
    Lucas watched them through the window as the Super carried the girl. As they disappeared round the corner, Lucas sighed. He left a tenner bill on the table, a bill featuring the face of the Super, Mayor Carcass.  
 
    He stepped out of the café. His black trench coat did not suit the warm weather. Five years ago, back in 2015, if he’d stepped out wearing something like this, people on the streets would have laughed at him. Now, there weren’t many people on the streets. And fashion was basically weird. There wasn’t a style.  
 
    Lucas hurried down the road in the direction he had seen the Super go. The road was deserted. The terraced houses on either side showed damage from the meteorite strikes of 2015. The whole town did. With most of the adults dead, there wasn’t much, nay, any repair work done.  
 
    Lucas turned the corner to find the Super holding the blond lady pressed against the wall with a hand around her neck. With his other hand, he pulled at her white top. It was rough. The blond had her eyes closed.  
 
    Lucas sighed.  
 
    “Um, sorry mate,” Lucas cleared his throat.  
 
    The Super turned to look at him. The blond girl opened her eyes and did the same.  
 
    “What?” the Super said, gruffly.  
 
    “I was thinking, and hear me out,” Lucas paused briefly for effect, “How would you feel about letting the girl go?”  
 
    “Letting her go?” the Super frowned. “Why would I let her go? I took bullets in the chest for her. I’m going to fuck her.”  
 
    “Jesus Christ,” Lucas rolled his eyes. “You don’t do much for the stereotype that Supers gained their powers by losing their braincells, do you?”  
 
    The Super’s brows furrowed as his lips tightened. He let go of the girl and turned to face Lucas. “Are you calling me stupid?” he growled.  
 
    “Well, yes, but,” Lucas held both hands up, palms facing the Super in a diplomatic stance, like Normies had come to do with Supers, like civilians did in America back in the day when they were approached by the trigger-happy coppers. “The good news is, I didn’t have to tell you twice, so, you’re stupid, but, you’re not the stupidest piece of fucking shit about, right?”  
 
    “Oh god,” the blond girl groaned.  
 
    The Super stared at Lucas, the frown still on his face. Then, the eyes lit up with comprehension. His big fingers clasped together to form large fists. Those fists began to glow red.  
 
    Lucas took a step back. The glowing fists had been an unexpected and unpleasant discovery. Lucas hadn’t banked on the Super having any significant powers.  
 
    The glow around the fists grew brighter before an energy light extended out. Those lights then shot towards Lucas like an orb. They moved fast, much faster than someone could throw a stone, but not as fast as a bullet.  
 
    Lucas turned his body sideways in time to watch one of the orbs fly past his face. He didn’t have time to dodge the second orb. It struck him on the arm, hitting his trench coat. Lucas’s feet stayed firm on the ground, but the force of the orb sent him sliding back a meter.  
 
    Lucas quickly checked his arm for damage. There was none, and not for the first time, he thanked his trench coat for being a literal life saver. It had been his best investment so far in his life.  
 
    “Are you hurt?” the Super asked.  
 
    “Uh, not really,” Lucas said. “Thanks for the concern,” he smiled.  
 
    “Why aren’t you hurt?” the Super asked. “It should have hurt.”  
 
    Lucas shrugged as he walked towards the Super. “Maybe you missed.”  
 
    The Super shook his head. “I didn’t miss,” he said the words with uncertainty. “Did I miss?” he asked the blond. 
 
    The girl shook her head fearfully.  
 
    “She’s only saying that cuz she’s afraid of you,” Lucas said, as he came within a couple of meters of the Super.  
 
    “Don’t lie to me,” the Super growled at the girl.  
 
    “Ya, don’t lie, babe,” Lucas said. “Nobody likes a kiss ass.”  
 
    The blond girl’s lips curled as she glared at Lucas. “I’m not a kiss ass. And I’m not lying.”  
 
    Lucas was now within a couple of feet of the Super. From this close up, the guy looked even bigger. At six-feet-two, Lucas was considered tall. He regularly hit the gym and ate well. As a result, his arms, legs, and chest were well proportioned, more Olympic swimmer than a body builder. Overall, he was an impressive specimen.  
 
    But where he was an Olympic swimmer, this Super was a fucking sumo wrestler. It made sense to him now why the Super had used his bare hands instead of using his powers to kill the gang member. He made a mental note not to be so quick to judge a Super’s powers next time.  
 
    “She’s right. You didn’t miss,” Lucas said.  
 
    His hand reached inside his trench coat. He pulled out his Katana and sliced it across the Super’s throat. He stepped aside as blood sprayed out from the thin cut across the Super’s neck. As the enormous man dropped to his knees, his hands around his neck, trying to stop the bleeding, Lucas stood behind the Super, his Katana raised.  
 
    Swinging his body to attach more force to the strike, he aimed for the back of the neck. It was a clean strike. It cut through the Super’s neck. A few seconds later, the head slid off and hit the ground. The body followed suit.  
 
    Lucas glanced around at his surroundings.  
 
    The road was deserted. Half the terraced houses on either side of the road were damaged beyond repair, beyond use. A few others had their doors ripped off, windows smashed. That had happened in the 2016 riots, as the world adjusted to the change, as different groups formed and tried to rule the country. It was a year after that the Supers took charge.  
 
    Lucas had just killed a Super, but it wasn’t one wearing the uniform of Mayor Carcass. That meant the town officials wouldn’t be after him. But still, killing a Super was always risky business. It wouldn’t be good to hang around.  
 
    Lucas wiped the blood from his Katana on the Super’s body. Then, with a nod at the blond girl, he tucked the sword back into the sheath sewn inside his trench coat and headed off in the opposite direction of the café.  
 
    He made it to the end of the road and turned. There was a park to the left. The metal fence was missing, probably stolen by gangs to use the metal for weapons, or maybe taken to fortify their own bases.  
 
    Lucas still had a few hours to kill before his assignment. He sat down on the park bench and stared ahead at the pond. Lucas had lived in this area all his life. He’d come to this very park with his mum and dad many times before. They were both dead now.  
 
    After the meteorite strikes, it took him a while to adjust to life, to find his place among the chaos.  
 
    Lucas found one now. It wasn’t perfect, his position. But it was necessary.  
 
    “You’re free to go,” Lucas said.  
 
    A moment later, there was rustling behind the large bush to his left. The blond girl stepped out and stood to his right, her fingers intertwined with each other, her hand rested against her skirt.  
 
    “Can I sit?” the girl asked. 
 
    “You can, but you’re free to go too,” Lucas said.  
 
    The girl came and sat beside him, her shoulder rubbed against his, as did her bare leg. She smelt good. Strawberries.  
 
    Perfume had taken a hit too since The Strikes. Now, most of them smelt like fruit. Which wasn’t a bad thing. Lucas thought they were fine. But he knew a few girls that were eighteen when The Strikes happened. According to them, perfumes were so much better before.  
 
    “I’m Jenny,” she held her hand out.  
 
    Something about this didn’t feel right. “What do you want?” Lucas asked, frowning. 
 
    “You killed the Super. You sliced his head off,” Jenny said, a troubled look on her face.  
 
    “Did you want me to let him rape you?” 
 
    “No,” Jenny shook her head. “I’m grateful you saved me, but why did you kill him? You could have left him with his head still attached to his neck.”  
 
    “I learnt my lesson the hard way,” Lucas said. “They grow stronger as you battle them. Their bodies become stronger, more able to take pain without going down. Supers aren’t the forgiving type. You only get one chance to kill a Super. If you don’t take it, they will kill you.”    
 
    Jenny didn’t respond immediately. There was silence. They continued to sit on the bench, both of them staring ahead. For Lucas, this was pleasant. It brought back memories of before The Strikes.  
 
    A different time, it wasn’t so long ago, but it seemed like a lifetime.  
 
    Jenny finally broke the silence. 
 
    “I want to belong to you,” Jenny said.  
 
    That wasn’t what Lucas had been expecting her to say. In his mind, he was thinking she was going to ask for help. Maybe some buddy of hers had been kidnaped by a gang, or a Super. Supers did that sort of stuff less, but it did happen.  
 
    “You what now?”  
 
    “I want to be your slave,” Jenny said.  
 
    That was another thing that had made a comeback.  
 
    Slavery.  
 
    It was completely legal. By legal, it wasn’t exactly written down in a book of statutes. But it was a done thing. Loads of people had slaves. It was accepted.   
 
    Lucas knew it was a bad thing. He’d read about the slave trade in school, knew the horrors of it. The problem was, the world had changed so much. The adults were gone. There was nothing to stop horny teenagers with superpowers from claiming women for themselves.  
 
    Usually though, the woman had to be captured and tortured into submission. 
 
    Never had a woman given herself up voluntarily to be a slave.  
 
    “No thanks,” Lucas said.  
 
    “What? No thanks?” Jenny repeated. “Are you gay?”  
 
    “Not gay and I’m happy to prove that to you,” Lucas told her. “But I don’t want a slave.”  
 
    Jenny’s eyes narrowed as she watched him. “Are you sure you understand what I’m offering? I want to be your slave. I want to belong to you. You can do whatever you want with me. Whatever you want,” she repeated. “You can fuck me whenever you want, wherever you want. My body would exist just to please you… how can you say no to that?”  
 
    It was a fair question.  
 
    Lucas turned to look at Jenny.  
 
    She looked to be about two-three years older than him. That would make her twenty-two or twenty-three, one of the oldest humans on earth. She had long thick blond hair. Volume. That’s what the shampoo adverts would have called it back in the day.  
 
    She had blue eyes and perfect white teeth. The white top she was wearing had its buttons torn off. Underneath, Jenny did wear a bra, but it had been pulled down some and she hadn’t bothered to adjust it. Her left nipple was visible. She had great skin, and large breasts.  
 
    Moving down her body, the white top left her navel area exposed. She had smooth skin and a perfect belly button. Her black skirt hugged her curvy waist. Her legs were long and tanned. 
 
    “I don’t want a slave,” Lucas forced himself to say. 
 
    Fuck, he thought. It was the right thing to do. A slave wasn’t right for him. It wasn’t right for anyone.  
 
    “I don’t believe this,” Jenny muttered. “Are you for real?”  
 
    “Hey, you’re hot, but not that hot.”  
 
    “Fuck you. I am that hot!”  
 
    Lucas shrugged. He looked away and stared ahead. Something still didn’t seem right about this. He knew from experience that if something seemed too good to be true, it probably was. No incredibly hot woman just wanted to give herself as a slave to him or to anybody, for that matter.  
 
    Also, Lucas was against owning a slave. Yes, he told himself, that was the reason he was saying no to this. Because of his morals.  
 
    Jenny climbed to her feet, and Lucas thought she was going to leave. He was glad because he feared his morals weren’t that strong.  
 
    But Jenny didn’t leave.  
 
    She stood in front of him.  
 
    And then, she began to strip.  
 
    She started by taking off her white top. After that came the black bra. Her breasts popped free. They were perfect breasts, large but not too large. The nipples were small and pink.  
 
    The girl didn’t stop there. She took off her skirt and her black panties.  
 
    Jenny stood before him, completely naked, save for the boots on her feet.  
 
    “What uh… what are you doing?” Lucas asked. 
 
    “There’s nothing wrong with me,” she told him. “I have nice firm breasts. My pussy is perfect.” She turned around to show off her naked bottom. “Curvy ass. I’m hot, hot.”  
 
    “Okay fine, you’re hot, hot,” Lucas muttered.  
 
    “So?”  
 
    “So, what?”  
 
    “Will you take me as your slave?”  
 
    “Still a firm no, but I know a hotel not far from here. Decent beds. No rats. Want to get a room?” Lucas asked.  
 
    Jenny’s face tightened. She put her bra and panties back on, followed by her skirt, and lastly her white top.  
 
    “Hey, maybe we can be friends?” Lucas asked. “With you know… benefits?”  
 
    Jenny shook her head. She reached down into her skirt, where Lucas noticed for the first time was a small pouch. From within it, she pulled out a small white device with a sharp pointy end. “It’s either the whole deal, or nothing,” Jenny said. She came forward and sat on his lap, her legs parted either side. “I’m sorry it has to be this way, but you leave me no choice.”  
 
    Lucas, who had his eyes on Jenny’s breasts, so close they were to his face, looked up, alarmed.  
 
    But it was too late.  
 
    Jenny stabbed him with the white device. The pointy end pricked his neck. He felt a cold fluid insert his body.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Michelle crouched behind the red Toyota Prius, her knees against the sidewalk, she glanced over the car bonnet at the local Tesco. It wasn’t a real Tesco anymore. Now, it was run by George Macklanksi.  
 
    It mostly sold meat and vegetables. It still had the Tesco logo at the top though. The red letters with the blue strips at the bottom. The sliding glass doors at the front had stopped functioning. There were crates to the sides that George used as doors when he closed up. 
 
    God, she would have done anything now for a proper Tesco store. So many things to buy. Ice-cream. Doritos. A can of coke. God, she missed proper fizzy drinks. Not the crap they made now.  
 
    Michelle was hiding behind the car for one reason, and one reason alone. Trevor was in there. She’d had her eyes on the guy for a while now.  
 
    He was a crook.  
 
    And she was going to catch him in the act today. She had good intel that he was going to steal something from George’s fake Tesco. 
 
    At that moment, a young man wearing a black hoodie stepped out from behind the wooden crates. In his hand, he carried three of those reusable Sainsbury bags. The bags had seen better days. Michelle could see the black and yellow tips of bananas poking out from a hole in one bag. 
 
    Michelle jumped over the bonnet of the car and dashed across the road, not bothering to look out for cars. There were only a few cars in the village and hardly anyone bothered driving. It was easier and nicer to just walk.  
 
    Trevor’s jaw set as she stood in front of him. “How long have you been hiding behind that car?”  
 
    “Not long,” Michelle muttered, defensive.  
 
    Truth was, she’d been hiding behind the car for much longer than she’d wanted to. Trevor was a damned slow shopper. 
 
    “You could have just walked around the car. You didn’t have to jump on the bonnet and slide across, you know. That didn’t save you any time,” Trevor continued.  
 
    “I know how to do my job. I’m good at it,” Michelle responded.  
 
    “Yeah?” Trevor’s lips spread into a sneer. “How many criminals have you got so far, detective Dumbass.”  
 
    Dumbass wasn’t Michelle’s last name.  
 
    She didn’t appreciate the insinuation either. She’d been after Trevor for a few weeks now. She knew he was a crook. He had nice clothes. He walked with a swagger. He was a mouthy asshole. He’d also punched a girl in the face for not sleeping with him. The girl then denied it, which meant, the asshole had managed to intimidate her. It was entirely possible he had a gun.  
 
    This was the first time she’d managed to catch him in the act of committing a crime.  
 
    “I found you here, didn’t I?” Michelle asked.  
 
    “You asked my sister where I was, didn’t you?” Trevor muttered.  
 
    He was right. Michelle had asked Audrey, Trevor’s younger sister. She’d learnt from her that Trevor was out getting food. Getting food these days more often than not meant going to George’s Tesco and not going out to a takeaway or restaurant, or the pub. Neither of the three existed in their village anymore.  
 
    “What have you got there, Trevor?” Michelle asked.  
 
    “Food. Bought it with my own money. It’s not a crime,” Trevor muttered.  
 
    “Sure,” Michelle nodded. “Let’s go inside and check with George to see you paid for everything.”  
 
    Trevor’s lips tightened once more. “You can’t do that to me. This is harassment. It’s cuz I’m black, isn’t it?”  
 
    Michelle’s brows furrowed. “What?”  
 
    Trevor shrugged. “It’s something that used to happen before The Strikes. Black people used to get harassed for being black.”  
 
    “That’s stupid!” Michelle said. “I’m not harassing you because you’re black! I’m doing it because you punched Alia in the face.”  
 
    “Is she saying I did it again?” Trevor asked.  
 
    “She’s not speaking. She’s afraid of you.”  
 
    “Oh, that’s good,” Trevor said, relief on his face.  
 
    “No, asshole, that is not good. I’ve got you today. I know you’re stealing. And George is going to prove it!”  
 
    Trevor shook his head. “George isn’t going to prove it.”  
 
    “You’re not stealing?” Michelle asked, her voice faltering. She’d been so sure he was.  
 
    Trevor reached into his pocket and pulled out an L shaped metal object. Michelle stared at the device with its long narrow barrel and a round cylinder.  
 
    “That’s a gun,” Michelle said. “Where did you get a gun from?”  
 
    Trevor had his finger on the trigger. He didn’t hesitate to pull it. The barrel was pointed at Michelle’s chest. There was a loud bang. Michelle staggered back as she felt something punch her in the left breast. Her head began to spin. Her knees felt weak. As they buckled, she dropped onto her bottom, blood covered her white top.  
 
    Standing over her, Trevor raised the gun once more. Pointed at her chest, he pulled the trigger again.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Michelle lay on the road, staring up at the blue sky. She’d been shot twice in the chest. It hurt like fuck. The road was a quiet one. There was the Tesco, and the detached houses along both sides of the road. Most of the houses were empty. It had been an elderly population that lived in the village. They’d all been wiped out by The Strikes.  
 
    There was George in the Tesco, but Michelle didn’t expect him to come to her aid. He probably wouldn’t even know what to do. It wasn’t like he could call an ambulance.   
 
    Michelle’s chest still hurt like fuck. She’d never been shot before. So that’s what it was like, having led in your body. She assumed that’s what bullets were made off.  
 
    Michelle took a deep breath and climbed to her feet. The main street of the village was a long road. Trevor was still in sight, running with both bags in hand. Another minute, and he would have disappeared around the curve of the road, as the last house gave way to green fields on one side, and a patch of trees on the other.  
 
    Michelle broke into a run. The pain in her chest was still there, and it hurt to run. But, with teeth gritted, she continued to run, and run fast. Within a minute, she was a few feet behind Trevor, though she was panting a little bit.  
 
    Hearing her, Trevor turned, and with gun in hand, he aimed at her chest and pulled the trigger. This time though, Michelle would not go down. She surrounded herself with her energy forcefield. The bullets struck the invisible forcefield and bounced off it.  
 
    To a bystander, she would have looked invincible. In the past, Michelle had thought the same too. She was a Super. She had immense strength and speed. She could create a forcefield around her, she could fire blue orbs from her hands that could cause serious damage.  
 
    But she had to reassess that confidence she had in her powers. Until today, she had never been fired upon.  
 
    Even with her forcefield, as another bullet struck it, Michelle grimaced. It felt like she was being punched. Not a hard punch. But she was a girl, and not the biggest girl in the world either.  
 
    Trevor unloaded his magazine in quick succession. When he was done, he stared at her in horror, dropped his gun and his shopping bags and held his hands up.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” he told her. “Don’t hit me.”  
 
    “You shot me!” Michelle growled as she stormed up to him.  
 
    She punched him in the stomach. It was a hard punch, and it sent Trevor flying off his feet. He hit the tarmac four feet away, where he lay on the ground. Michelle rushed over to him, worried she’d gone too far.  
 
    “You olrite?” she asked, as she stood over him.  
 
    Trevor turned to lie on his back, and Michelle breathed a sigh of relief. He was still alive, thank god. Why was he alive? 
 
    “Shouldn’t you be dead?” she asked. Her punches could dent car doors, or crack brick walls.  
 
    Trevor lifted his hoodie. He was wearing metal armour that bore a dent in the shape of her small fist.  
 
    “Why are you wearing metal armour?” Michelle asked, frowning.  
 
    “Cuz I’m a gangsta, bitch,” Trevor said. He tried to sound tough, but broke into a cough midway.  
 
    Michelle rolled her eyes. She grabbed him by the arm and picked him up onto his feet. Though Trevor complained about being abused, she dragged him by the arm down the high street, past the Tesco run by George, past the vacant post-office and broken pub, and into the florist, which was the new police station of the village.  
 
    Sitting behind a desk, surrounded by dead flowers in pots, was the local police chief, Mike. He was a fat guy, and naturally, he was eating donuts, his feet on the desk.  
 
    “Hey Michelle,” he waved at her as she walked in. “Want a donut?” he held one up for her. “It’s nice and fresh. Arthur just brought some in for me.”  
 
    Michelle’s brows furrowed. “I thought we agreed we wouldn’t take stuff from the local businesses. We’re supposed to be the police force, not a mafia gang.”  
 
    “I was hungry. I popped over to Arthurs and he gave me some donuts,” Mike said.  
 
    Michelle’s lips tightened. “I thought you said Arthur came and gave it to you?”  
 
    Mike shrugged. “I can’t remember the details, Michelle. That’s not my job.”  
 
    “And what is your job?” Michelle said through gritted teeth.  
 
    “I’m the Mayor of Lentville, Michelle. You would do well to remember that.”  
 
    Mayor.  
 
    It was what some of the Supers in bigger towns were calling themselves. In the bigger towns where there were hundreds of Supers, not just two. In the bigger towns where there was actual crime, where there were organised gangs. Towns where Supers were actually needed.  
 
    “I caught Trevor here stealing,” Michelle said.  
 
    She grabbed Trevor by the arm and pushed him forward towards Mike. Trevor stumbled, tripped over his feet and hit the ground by Mike’s chair.  
 
    Mike took his feet off the table and leaned down to look at Trevor. “What did you steal, Trevor?”  
 
    “Nothing,” Trevor said as he climbed to his feet.  
 
    Mike turned to look at Michelle. “He said he didn’t steal anything.”  
 
    “I heard him say that!” Michelle said, her hands now in fists that were glowing blue. “He stole from George’s Tesco.”  
 
    “Why would you do that?” Mike asked Trevor. “He gives you stuff if you ask him.”  
 
    Michelle felt her temper rise to the top. The blue that formed around her fists was now progressing up her arms. “He’s a thief. At the very least. I know he punched Alia.”  
 
    Mike sighed. He made eye contact with Trevor, then very visibly, rolled his eyes. “Show me what you stole.”  
 
    Trevor lifted his hands up. They were empty. “I didn’t steal anything,” he muttered.  
 
    “He did steal it. He dropped the stolen goods after I arrested him.”  
 
    “You dragged him in without the evidence?” Mike asked. “I’m beginning to wonder if he did steal anything, Michelle. Did you pick on him because he’s black?”  
 
    “Why the fuck would you ask that?” Michelle asked. “What does his skin colour have to do with it?”  
 
    Mike shrugged. “It was a thing once, wasn’t it? Before The Strikes.”  
 
    “Yeah. I said that too. I think she’s racist,” Trevor chipped in.  
 
    “My girlfriend, whom you both fucking know, is black!” Michelle said, her arms now blazing blue, the cloth of her white top beginning to sizzle away from the heat.  
 
    “You need to calm down, Michelle. That’s the problem with women these days. Too angry. Is it that time of the month?” Mike said.  
 
    “Yeah Michelle. Calm the fuck down. Your tops on fire.”  
 
    Michelle looked down at her top. It wasn’t on fire. But the arms were sizzling off. The blue glow that normally formed around her fists had now travelled all the way up her arms. If it continued, it would spread to her chest and sizzle the cloth away from there.  
 
    Michelle did not want that to happen. Her top would sizzle off and leave her chest naked in a room full of pricks. In a room full with two pricks.   
 
    And then, Michelle realised her top was still covered in her blood.  
 
    “He shot me!”  
 
    Mike turned to Trevor. “You shot her?”  
 
    “Yeah, but it’s not the same, is it? She’s a Super. She’s not gonna die from a gun wound. It’s not like I tried to chop off her head.”  
 
    Mike turned to Michelle. “He’s got a point.”  
 
    “You know what, fuck you both!” Michelle said. She turned and stormed out of the florist.  
 
    It was a quiet day in Lentville. It always was. The village didn’t have a large population to start with. After The Strikes, all the older people died. Not a single one survived.  
 
    Both her parents died.  
 
    Michelle buried them in the local graveyard. She was only one of a few that did that. Most of the bodies had been dumped into a house that was then boarded up. Mike sealed it with one of his powers.  
 
    It was a nice little village. Surrounded by fields to one side, a forest to the other, it was idyllic. Michelle felt calm. Calmer. The blue glow around her arms was receding. That had never happened before. But then, she’d never been this angry before.  
 
    It wasn’t just what had happened with Trevor.  
 
    It was the village.  
 
    As nice as it was, and the memories she had of the place, she was becoming frustrated. She’d been given powers. She should be making a difference in this new world. It was impossible to do that in this village. Mike was a twat. He was stronger than her. As they were the only two Supers in the village, somehow, he was in charge.  
 
    That was how it worked in this new world. Those that were the strongest were in charge. Before The Strikes, it was democracy that decided the rulers, not those with the most power, be it Supers, or the gangs.  
 
    Michelle walked past the Tesco that Trevor had robbed earlier. It was beginning to get dark, and George was outside, fixing the crates. He pushed them every night against the sliding glass doors. George had created wooden barricades from tree trunks. He’d tied them together using wire taken from the closest town’s B&Q.  
 
    George had put a lot of effort into maintaining the Tesco, keeping it running, waking up every morning to drive to the nearest town for supplies in an old grey van. Despite his hard work, there was little reward when people like Trevor and Mike simply took what they wanted because one was an asshole Super, and the other was an asshole that apparently carried a gun.   
 
      Michelle left behind the High Street and turned into the road that led to her cottage. It was a place she and Clarissa picked as the houses became vacant after The Strikes.  
 
    There was a wooden gate at the front. The path was laid with pebbles. Tall evergreen trees grew on either side of the path. At the end was the cottage.   
 
    As the sun dipped out in the sky, the grey stones of the cottage came into their own, glowing in the dimly lit night, surrounded by the greenery. The thatched roof slanted to the left, almost touching the ground. On the right was a pond. There were fish in there. Michelle didn’t know the names. Some had silvery scales, others had a much darker colour. There was one that was red, though Clarissa thought it golden.  
 
    The door to the cottage was made of dark oak planks attached together with thick metal strips. It had a large letter box, and a small double-glazed window a foot in length. Michelle turned the brass knob. It was unlocked. All the houses were unlocked in the village.  
 
    The living room was cosy. The flooring was made of real oak. In the centre, there was a snug thick Persian carpet, surrounded by cosy low leather sofas. At the end was a fireplace. There were large wooden beams across the ceiling.  
 
    The atmosphere was comfy and sitting on the sofa with her feet up was Clarissa, looking very comfy herself.  
 
    Being here with her girlfriend would normally have brought joy to Melissa, but not today. It was a feeling that she’d tried to suppress over the past few months. She was tiring of comfy. She wanted to do something, be part of the action, make a real change with her powers.  
 
    She couldn’t do that in Lentville.  
 
    Clarissa extended her arm, smiling, showing her pretty white teeth.  
 
    “I’m going to leave the village,” Michelle blurted out.  
 
    Clarissa stopped smiling. She climbed to her feet and rushed over. She wrapped her arms around Michelle. They hugged silently and it felt good to hold Clarissa.  
 
    But when they parted, Michelle said again, “I’m going to leave the village.”  
 
    Clarissa smiled, but a closed-lip one. “I was wondering when you were going to do it. I know you haven’t been happy for a while. Where are you going to go?”  
 
    Michelle hadn’t thought that far ahead. “I don’t know…”  
 
    “What about Buxworth? I hear there are lots of gangs and rogue Supers roaming about there.”  
 
    “That sounds like a good spot as any to start,” Michelle said. “I thought you’d be more upset about me leaving,” she added.  
 
    Clarissa kissed Michelle on the lips. “You’ve talked about it in the past. For a really long time, actually. I knew this day was coming. I was waiting for you to snap. Bad day at the office?”  
 
    They didn’t have an office in Lentville. They probably did in Buxworth. “It was a pretty shitty day.”  
 
    “Tell me all about it,” Clarissa said, as she dragged Michelle to the sofa and plonked her down. “Or, if you’re not in the mood, I have a better idea.”  
 
    She stood on the carpet and turned slowly in a circle, arching her back to show off her ass.  
 
    It brought a smile to Michelle’s face. “Strip for me, you little slut!” she giggled.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Lucas was still seated on the bench in the park, his hand on his neck. There was an itchy feeling on the outside. On the inside, a cold liquid spread down his neck, through his blood. It made him feel cold, like he was in a freezer, inhaling the cold air, breathing it into his lungs.  
 
    Jenny stood on the grass, on the other side of the tarmac path the bench rested on. She had her arms folded across her chest, wearing a look of curiosity across her face.  
 
    “What have you done?” Lucas asked. “If you think you’re a safe distance away, you’re going to be in for a fucking shock,” he muttered. “What have you done?”  
 
    “I injected you with a liquid that makes you my owner,” Jenny said.  
 
    “What?” Lucas frowned.  
 
    “It’s this new thing that’s doing the rounds. A Super’s power in a syringe. It comes in two parts. I’ve injected myself with the “slave” part, and you with the “master” part. I now belong to you. The serum is going to work its way to your brain. It’s already done it to mine. In a few hours, or a couple of days, there will be a bond between us. You will control my mind. Whatever you say, I’ll have to do.”  
 
    “Bullshit,” Lucas said immediately. “If there was something like that, I’d know about it.”  
 
    “It’s new. Still in the testing phase. There’s only one Super who has the right powers for this. He can’t make a lot either. It’s expensive stuff.”  
 
    “Yeah?” Lucas frowned. “And how the fuck did you manage to get your hands on it?” he climbed to his feet, now angry. “And why the fuck did you inject me with it?”  
 
    Jenny’s shoulder’s stiffened as Lucas stood in front of her. “I want the easy life. I want to be owned by a good man who will take care of me.”  
 
    Lucas took another step towards Jenny. He now stood within an inch of her. He was furious. “What makes you think I’m a “good man”?” 
 
    Jenny didn’t reply immediately. She stared up at him, her face frozen, her lips twitched. “I’m a good judge of character,” she said.  
 
    Lucas took a deep breath, holding back the urge to do something he might regret later. He had other things to do today. He glanced up at the sky. It was beginning to get dark. There wasn’t much time left.  
 
    Going to the café was supposed to be his calming thing to do before he went on one of his jobs. This wasn’t what he needed. Being injected with anything related to Supers was not good.  
 
    It didn’t work. The gangs were constantly trying it, killing Supers, drinking their blood, eating their organs in the hopes that they would gain powers. There were labs where gangs had people working hard, messing with things they knew little about.  
 
    Though they weren’t able to give themselves powers, they did succeed in creating drugs, and sometimes, explosive weapons. 
 
    There was a mild itch on his neck on the spot Jenny had injected him.  
 
    “Fuck,” Lucas cursed.   
 
    Quite often, those that injected Supers’ blood, or a concoction made from it, they died.  
 
    Lucas turned swiftly and walked out of the park. He didn’t need this today. He needed to keep his mind focused. He walked down the street, keeping his eyes on the ground, his trench coat wrapped around him.      
 
    At the end of the road, he turned once more, and was back on the road with the café. It was an ordinary street. A single café, a bunch of terraced houses, half of them damaged during The Strikes, a quarter damaged during the The Riots and by regular crime. The few houses that were occupied had metal bars on their windows and doors.  
 
    It had become a regular sight in Buxworth town, and it was a way to tell if a house was occupied, by the fortifications on the doors and windows. Lucas passed the café and continued to walk. At the end of the road, he turned right into the alleyway.  
 
    It was narrow, enough space for a pedestrian and a single car. The houses on either side were taller than most. They rose up four floors. The brickwork was exposed. It used to be an office block, or a fancy restaurant or a hotel. But now, there were no signs of anyone staying in the buildings.  
 
    This was where Lucas parked his car. Behind the two large metal bins.  
 
    Lucas pressed his hands against the metal bin on his right, to push it aside, when he stopped. There was a sudden jolt of pain that shot down his neck. It was only momentary, but it was enough to cause him concern. 
 
    Lucas pushed the bins aside and pulled out the keys from within his trench coat.  
 
    His car was a BMW X5, built in 2011. It was relatively new considering car manufacturing stopped after The Strikes. After his house, this car was Lucas’s most prized possession. He’d spent a lot of money in modifying the damned thing.  
 
    It had two four litre engines, one in the back, one in the front. Metal plates had been added to the doors, bonnet, the boot and the roof of the car. The windows were tinted, and bullet proof. But it was inside the car that Lucas was most proud of.  
 
    It looked pretty ordinary when you sat in it. But there were compartments in the doors, under the seats, even on the ceiling. And every compartment was full of guns, ammunition and grenades. Some might say Lucas went overboard with his car. But in his mind, every penny spent on it was worth it.  
 
    If he were ever being chased by a gang or Supers, he would have a good chance of escaping.  
 
    Lucas sat in the car and drove it to the end of the alleyway when Jenny stepped in front of him. Damned girl was resourceful. He’d walked fast and though it hadn’t been a long walk, he hadn’t heard footsteps behind him. It should have taken her longer to find him.  
 
    Lucas rolled the window down and stuck his head out. “Get out of the way.”  
 
    “You need me,” Jenny said.  
 
    “I don’t need you. I get plenty pussy, thanks.”  
 
    “Not my cunt,” she replied, her face straight. “The serum I injected with you needs to stay in my vicinity to bond with yours. If I’m not close, it could cause you brain damage.”  
 
    “Could?” Lucas asked.  
 
    Jenny frowned. “It will.”  
 
    “Bullshit.”  
 
    This whole thing seemed like bullshit.  
 
    There was no such serum that could give a person complete control over another. If there was, Mayor Carcass wouldn’t need to keep replacing his deputies. The bastard would probably forcibly inject half the town and kill the other half in the process.  
 
    Jenny’s story seemed too convenient for her. When he refused to take her as a slave, she injected him with a magical serum that took out his option to refuse her. Even after that, when he decided to leave, she came after him, and now, he has to be in her vicinity for the process to work?  
 
    “Bullshit!” he growled.  
 
    But still, the car remained rooted to its spot. As did Jenny.  
 
    The sun had set now. Lucas didn’t have much time to waste.  
 
    “Get in the car,” he said. “And don’t talk. Not a fucking word!”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
    The Strikes killed off a lot of people. Not just those aged above eighteen. After that, more died in the ensuing chaos. The Riots followed shortly, and even more died. Since then, after the Supers took charge, and the gangs formed, the murder rate shot up the roof.  
 
    The one good thing about less people was that there were more properties on the market. Lucas didn’t purchase his house. He found it. It was on the outskirts of Buxworth town. They drove for ten minutes down an empty motorway before he turned off.  
 
    The houses here were much nicer than those in town. Every property on either side of the road was detached and surrounded by now overgrown gardens. Most of them were empty. Not many liked to come out of the town and live in secluded areas.  
 
    The property he lived in was not distinguishable from the rest. The wrought-iron gate was hinged off its hooks and rested partly against the grey stone pillars and partly against the evergreen trees that grew along the driveway.  
 
    A hundred meters from the gate, the house came into view as the trees gave way.  
 
    It was a detached Edwardian property. The red brickwork was exposed on the ground floor. The first floor was covered in mock Tudor cladding. The front porch extended out, made of wood, it was painted white.  
 
    Lucas parked the car and jumped out. As he was about to insert the key into the front door, he stopped and his hand shot to his neck. There it was again. A sharp pang that shot both down and up this time.  
 
    “Are you okay?” Jenny asked.  
 
    Lucas was good at reading people, and there was genuine concern in her eyes.  
 
    “I’m fine,” he muttered.  
 
    He opened the front door and stepped inside. The hallway was wide, but dark. There was a creak as he stepped onto the parquet wooden flooring.  
 
    The door on the right of the hallway opened and a girl entered the corridor. She was wearing skinny black jeans that hugged her legs and the curves of her waist and a black leather jacket. In her hand, she held a lightweight assault rifle with a scope attached.  
 
    The butt plate was pressed against her shoulder, the muzzle pointed directly at Lucas.  
 
    The light flickered on and Jenny quickly shifted behind Lucas, staring at the hot girl with the rifle over his shoulder.  
 
    “Hannah,” Lucas nodded at the girl.  
 
    “Where the hell have you been?”  
 
    “I’m not that late.”  
 
    “Who’s the girl?” Hannah nodded past him.  
 
    “Jenny. She won’t be staying long.”  
 
    “I will actually,” Jenny pipped in. “I’m his slave.”  
 
    Hannah lowered the gun. “What?”  
 
    “It’s not what it seems like,” he muttered.  
 
    Lucas walked past Hannah, down the corridor and into the kitchen with Jenny glued to his shoulder, her wary eyes on the redhead with the assault rifle.  
 
    Hannah followed him. “So, she’s not your slave?”  
 
    Lucas opened the fridge and pulled out a can of fizzy drink. It wasn’t Coke, or any of the brands they had before The Strikes and you could tell that. It was fizzy, but sour too. It was an acquired taste, one everyone had been forced to acquire on account of there not being anything else to drink.  
 
    “I don’t want to talk about it. Are we ready for tonight?”  
 
    “I am,” Hannah said. “I suppose you are too.”  
 
    “Anika?”  
 
    Hannah looked back down the corridor. “Anika is naked,” she muttered.  
 
    A second later, Anika walked into the kitchen.  
 
    Naked.  
 
    She had gorgeous black skin, so dark, it was like a moonless night sky. She had long smooth legs and a curvy ass. Her breasts were small, but firm and pierced, two silver little rings resting from her nipples. Her hair was shaved on one side, and short on the other. It wasn’t a cut many women could pull off, but Anika did it well.  
 
    “Hey,” Anika smiled as she wrapped an arm around Hannah and kissed her passionately on the lips. Hannah kissed her back, the arm holding the gun relaxed. Her other hand grabbed hold of Anika’s ass cheek and she pulled it roughly, making visible the lines of Anika’s pussy and her little butthole.  
 
    “We should be leaving soon,” Lucas said.  
 
    Anika pulled away from Hannah and smiling, pranced towards him. She kissed him on the lips. Lucas grabbed her ass cheeks, cupping them both, he pulled them apart as he kissed her back. Her naked body was warm, and he raised his knee to rub against her cunt.  
 
    Little moans escaped Anika’s lips as they remained locked with his.  
 
    “Oh, now we don’t need to leave soon?” Hannah muttered. 
 
    Anika pulled her lips away and smiled up at him. She tasted good, and Lucas knelt in for another kiss. Her lips were soft. His hands were still around her ass cheeks, the fingers brushed against her wet cunt, where heat emanated from.  
 
    Lucas sighed as he let go of her.  
 
    Hannah had slung her assault rifle across her shoulder, using the strap. Her arms were folded against her chest. She stared at him with a frown on her face. Lucas smiled back at her. Theirs was a strange relationship. The three of them lived together. Anika and Hannah in one room, Lucas in another. There was a spare bedroom, but Anika and Hannah were a couple.  
 
    Except, Hannah was a full-on lesbian, and Anika was bi-sexual. Lucas and Anika fucked regularly, much to Hannah’s silent displeasure.  
 
    “Who’s the new girl?” Anika asked. “You don’t usually bring home the girls you fuck. She a girlfriend?”  
 
    “Not a girlfriend,” Lucas said. “She’s not my slave either,” he added, before Jenny could get a word in.  
 
    “Okay… does your “not slave” have a name?” Anika asked.  
 
    “Jenny,” she introduced herself. “I am his slave.”  
 
    Anika pulled out a can of fizz from the fridge and leaned against the black counter. “This should be interesting.” 
 
    “We don’t have-” Lucas stopped talking as pain shot both up and down from his neck.  
 
    The surge of pain was the same as always, but this time, it wasn’t for a second. The pain continued to spread. His shoulder weighed heavy as the pain spread towards it. He tilted to his left. As the pain entered his head, it felt like cold wisps of ice was spreading through the veins in his brain. Ice that had jagged edges.  
 
    Lucas dropped to his knees, then tilted onto his right. He hit the tiled kitchen floor with a thud. Lucas closed his eyes as his head felt like it was going to explode. He gritted his teeth to stop from screaming.  
 
    Lucas curled up into a ball, the pain from his head overtaking the pain from his shoulder. It was like every nerve in his head was being poked by the tips of icicles. 
 
    Lucas didn’t know how long he remained curled on the floor of his kitchen. But eventually, the pain from his head began to reduce. He became aware of hands holding him, of voices speaking, frantic voices.  
 
    Lucas sat up and leaned against the kitchen cupboard. “I’m okay,” he muttered.  
 
    “What happened?” Anika asked. She was beside him, squatting with her legs apart, her breasts and cunt both visible and distracting under the circumstances. 
 
    “I got a headache,” Lucas replied.  
 
    “What sort of headache does that to someone?”  
 
    The pain in Lucas’s head had mostly subsided, but now it felt like his brain was bloated and pressing against his skull. It was an odd feeling. Not exactly painful, but numbing.  
 
    He turned his head to look up at Jenny. Her eyes were wide, and she had backed up against the fridge.  
 
    Noticing his stare, Anika climbed to her feet and moved swiftly towards Jenny. “What did you do to him?” 
 
    “I injected him with a serum that makes me his slave,” Jenny replied, her voice calm under the circumstances.  
 
    Both Hannah and Anika turned to look at Lucas. He shrugged his shoulders. He didn’t believe what Jenny was saying, but he had to give the girl credit for sticking to her story.  
 
    “Explain really fast, or I’m going to make you feel something that’s going to hurt a lot more than what Lucas just felt.”  
 
    Anika’s face was serious. And serious Anika was easily tellable from flirty and naked Anika. Though she was still naked. Her face frozen, her black eyes steely, she stood up straight, her chest jutting forward, her naked black body radiated seriousness.  
 
    Jenny seemed to think so too.  
 
    She spoke quickly and told them how she wanted to be safe and was looking for a protector. Lucas saved her when the Super was in the process of raping her in the streets. He was strong and skilful, and he despatched the Super like he had done it before. It didn’t hurt that he was tall and handsome, she added as a side note.  
 
    The serum was one of a kind and came from a Super who created it using his own blood and his powers. It had two parts, one to be injected into the slave, the other into the master. Once it was complete, the master would have total control over the slave, being able to control her body by simple commands.  
 
    “So, let me see if I’ve got this straight,” Anika said. “You injected yourself with the slave serum, and injected Lucas with the master serum so that he could protect you because you wanted to be safe?”  
 
    Jenny nodded cautiously. 
 
    “I call bullshit. Why didn’t you inject Lucas with the slave serum? He would be under your control and be forced to protect you. Instead, you injected a guy with the master serum, and you barley know him. Why would you take that risk?”  
 
    Jenny’s eyes widened, and her tanned skin paled some. Lucas pulled himself to his feet and turned with effort. Leaning against the counter, he hobbled towards Jenny. What Anika had said made perfect sense.  
 
    Jenny was lying.  
 
    “Tell me the fucking truth now or I will rip your fucking head off,” he growled.  
 
    “I’m not lying,” Jenny said.  
 
    Lucas came to stand in front of Jenny. With his right hand, he grabbed Jenny by the throat. There was power in his hand, and it tightened around the girl’s throat. She grabbed his arm with both of her hands, trying to pull it back.  
 
    But Lucas continued to strangle the girl until her skin turned white, until her hands fell by her side, too weak to struggle. And then, just as she was on the verge of passing out, he let go. Jenny fell to the ground, coughing and spurting. Her chest rose and fell quickly as she gasped in breaths.  
 
    “I’m going to ask you one more time, and if you lie to me, I will kill you,” Lucas growled.  
 
    Jenny gathered herself and sitting on the floor, she leaned against the fridge. As her breathing returned to normal, she began to speak.  
 
    She was already a slave, claimed by a Super named Vengeance. She’d been with him for two years. He wasn’t kind. He used her like a piece of meat, sometimes even passed her around at his parties. It was illegal for slaves to run, but Jenny always planned to escape.  
 
    Her plan was pushed forward when Vengeance marvelled at this new serum he had created, one that would make it impossible for slaves to ever escape. One that would bind the slave to the master, and make him control her body like it was an extension of his own, whilst her mind remained independent, able to experience and feel the pain and suffer the humiliation.  
 
    He injected her with the serum. As it was experimental, he waited to see what would happen to her. There was a fifty percent chance she would die. The days passed and she did not die. Knowing her chance of ever escaping Vengeance was narrowing, Jenny grabbed the other half of the serum and fled.  
 
    She wondered around town, not knowing where to go when she came across the café. When Lucas saved her, an idea formed in her head, that if she had to have a master, he would be much better than Vengeance. So, she injected him.  
 
    When she was done talking, she looked up at Lucas and met his eyes. “I’m sorry I did it,” she said. “But I’m desperate. I can’t go back to him. I’ll kill myself before he takes me.”  
 
    Lucas’s head still ached, but his brain felt like it was returning to its normal size. “Do I have a fifty percent chance of dying?” he asked.  
 
    “It… it worked on me. I- I didn’t think-” she stopped.  
 
    Lucas sighed. Sitting on the floor, Jenny looked vulnerable. He felt some remorse for strangling her to an inch of her life. He held his hand out for her. Jenny glanced at it tentatively, then took it. Lucas pulled her up.  
 
    “You can stay the night. We’ll figure out what to do with you tomorrow,” he muttered.  
 
    He turned to the girls, Hannah and Anika. “We need to go. We’ve got a job to do.”  
 
    “Are you sure you’re up for the job?” Hannah asked, her lips tight. “You just collapsed, and there’s a fifty percent chance you might die.”  
 
    “I’m fine,” Lucas muttered.  
 
    “No,” Anika said firmly. “We change to plan B. It’ll give us more time too.”  
 
    “I hate Plan B,” Lucas muttered.  
 
    “Because you don’t get any action,” Hannah said triumphantly.  
 
    “Aww,” Anika came up to him and kissed him on the lips. “I’ll give you some action when we get back.”  
 
    Behind her, Hannah’s face turned sour.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The street was quiet and dark. Only two of the lampposts were lit. Most did not work. Some had been stolen for the metal parts, others lay on the ground, spread across the road.  
 
    The terraced houses on the left suffered the damage every other street in Buxworth Town had. Half showed damage from The Strikes. Collapsed roofs, holes in walls. Others showed damage from the The Riots. Broken doors, smashed windows. Only three houses had lights on them. 
 
    On the right side of the street, the buildings were bigger. Once upon a time, they might have been hotels or office blocks. Now, most were empty. Except for one.  
 
    It was named The Raddison.   
 
    It had the sign written on the side of the building in large red letters. It was five floors high. The building was a large hunk of red brick with ornated bay windows, the pillars painted white, but peeling. The left side of the hotel, the corner roof was collapsed and beneath it, there was a large hole in the wall.  
 
    It was the right side that was in use.  
 
    Hotels were mostly frequented by gangs and Supers when they found girls at clubs and didn’t fancy taking them back to their lairs.  
 
    Lucas sat in his armoured BMW X5. It was parked beside the hotel. Four floors above him, the light shone out from the bay window. There were three other lights on, showing the rooms in use.  
 
    In one of those rooms, Hannah and Anika were with the Super, Android.  
 
    Lucas wore his customary trench coat and beneath that, he wore black military trousers. They had pockets for grenades and extra magazines. You could never have enough grenades or magazines when you were on a job.  
 
    Android was the job.  
 
    Killing him would make Lucas, Hannah and Anika a tidy sum. That was his job. That was how they survived. They hunted down Supers. It paid well, but it was risky work.  
 
    This was Plan B. For Hannah and Anika to meet Android in a club and take him to the hotel, for them to then murder him. This was always Plan B. Both girls were extremely attractive, and when they wore skimpy clothes, it was hard to resist them.  
 
    This was also the first time they were using Plan B.  
 
    Lucas didn’t like it, for the obvious reason that he had to sit out while the girls did the work. He wanted to be involved, but at the same time, he wanted to protect them. Both girls were capable, but they didn’t have the experience he had. They were still relatively new to the business of killing Supers.  
 
    But this time, it was hard to argue with them. He’d had two episodes of pain shooting up and down his neck in the space of a few minutes. The second time it had happened, Lucas had collapsed onto the floor, unable to move, not aware of his surroundings or even time.  
 
    If that happened while he was taking on a Super, well, it would not end well for him.  
 
    While the girls were up in the room, Lucas sat in his car, ready to leap into action if anything went wrong. It was a simple operation on the girls’ part, slip a potion into the Super’s drink that would knock him out.  
 
    Then, cut off his head.  
 
    Once that was done, Lucas would head up with the bags so that the Super’s body could be cut into pieces and delivered to Nicole.  
 
    Nicole was their middleman. She gave them the names of the Supers that were wanted by the gangs. Lucas killed the Supers and handed her the bodies in exchange for money. He didn’t ask what the gangs wanted the bodies for, though he assumed it was to make drugs, weapons, or ingest it in the hopes of gaining powers.  
 
    As time passed, Lucas began to feel impatient. He stared out the tinted windows and examined the street for anything suspicious. He spotted nothing. The street was quiet. There were no other cars on the road. Of the three houses that light was shining out from, two had gone dark. Only one remained with its lights on.  
 
    The street was silent too. No noises came from any houses, and nothing from the hotel either. But, even if someone screamed into the silent night, Lucas doubted anyone would come out to investigate. It was a dog eat dog world, each for their own. More than that, no one wanted to play the hero when they could charge out to save a damsel in distress, only to find it was a Super that could take bullets and kill you in one punch.  
 
    Just as Lucas began to worry it was taking too long, he heard noises coming from above. Lucas pulled the window down and stuck his head out. There was shouting coming from the fourth floor. He could make out Hannah’s voice. And then, the distinct sound of glass breaking.  
 
    Something had gone wrong.  
 
    There was not supposed to be any fighting. They were supposed to drug him, and then kill him.  
 
    Lucas jumped out of the car and was about to dash to his right, where the hotel lobby was, when the window on the fourth floor smashed and a screaming man fell out of the window. He hit the ground in front of Lucas with a thud.  
 
    From the fourth floor, a head stuck out through the window.  
 
    It was Anika.  
 
    “What happened?” Lucas hissed.  
 
    “He’s got children,” she shouted down. 
 
    “Shh,” Lucas hissed, before he glanced around, looking for signs of anyone stepping out of their houses, or opening windows to take a look.  
 
    The street was quiet. The single house on his left still had its lights on, but there was no shadow near the windows. The three other windows with lights on in the hotel remained on. But again, no movement.  
 
    He’s got children?  
 
    With his hand tucked inside his trench coat, holding the cold metal of his 9mm pistol, Lucas walked towards the Super. His name was Android. As far as Lucas knew, the Super didn’t have any special powers.  
 
    Most Supers had average powers. They were strong, some were fast too, and they could only be killed by decapitation.  
 
    The Super lay on the ground, face down. He was wearing nothing but red boxers and white socks. His body was still. His head was intact. Lucas moved his hand away from the gun and reached for his Katana, sheathed on the inside of his trench coat.  
 
    He pulled it out when the Super’s leg twitched.  
 
    That was the only warning Lucas got. His hand moved from the Katana back to his 9mm pistol. He pulled it out as the Super climbed to his feet. Lucas fired rapidly, hitting the Super in the back.  
 
    Android didn’t turn around to look at his aggressor.  
 
    He began to run, and he ran fast.  
 
    Lucas looked up at the fourth-floor window. Anika’s head was still sticking out through it, but it was now joined by Hannah.  
 
    “He’s seen our faces,” Hannah cried.  
 
    Lucas turned to look down the street. The Super had reached the end and disappeared around the corner.  
 
    Lucas cursed silently as he rushed into his car. The tires screeched as he put his foot down and set off after the Super. As he turned the corner, his mind raced, wondering how he was going to kill the Super. Android wasn’t particularly strong for a Super. But, like every Super, if you attacked one, but didn’t kill it straight away, its body grew stronger and it became much harder to kill it.  
 
    It would have been better to get away from the Super, but he’d seen Hannah and Anika’s faces. It would be too risky to let this Super live. He was also part of Mayor Carcass’s Authority, which meant the town officials could come after them if Android survived.  
 
    The Super turned to look back at the car as Lucas came up behind him. As he drove level with the Super, Lucas turned the wheel. His car slammed onto the pavement as he tried to ram the car into the Super.  
 
    But at the last second, the Super leapt into air. Lucas crashed into the brick wall of an abandoned house. He jolted forward but was saved from flying out of the window by his seatbelt. There was a thud on the roof of the car and a second later, the Super dropped down onto the road.  
 
    Lucas opened his car door and stepped out. He leaned against the car as his head spun. Android stood before him. In his boxers, he was not an intimidating man. He had a large stomach and boobs bigger than Anika. His black hair was thin on the head, but thick on the chest. There was blood on his mouth, and more on his arms and chest.  
 
    But it was dried blood.   
 
    The Super had recovered from his fall out of the hotel window and the bullets Lucas had fired into his back.  
 
    That did not bode well for his chances of killing the Super.  
 
    Still, he had to try.  
 
    Lucas reached into his trench coat and pulled out his MP5 rifle. Placing the butt against his shoulder, he let rip. But the Super moved out of the way of the barrel, then stepped forward at speed. He pulled the gun from Lucas and threw it away.  
 
    He then grabbed Lucas by the collar of his trench coat and threw him across the street. As luck would have it, Lucas smashed into the one lamppost still intact. Feeling a little run down, Lucas climbed to his feet and turned his neck, left and right, stretching it, clicking it  
 
    Android stood opposite him, both his hands raised into fists. They were normal fists, not glowing in some freaky colour like some Super’s did.  
 
    Lucas was going to reach into his trench coat and pull out two 9mm pistols, but seeing the Super stand with his hands up, like he was ready for a traditional street fight, he decided against that.  
 
    Instead, he reached into a separate pocket within his trench coat and slipped on two knuckle dusters. These weren’t ordinary knuckle dusters. There were sharp spikes attached to each ring. There was also a battery and a button. If he tightened his hand, the sharp points in the knuckle duster could give a shock. Lucas wasn’t sure what the voltage was, but he knew it was enough to kill a human and floor a Super.  
 
    Getting into a traditional boxer’s pose, Lucas held his fists up, protecting his jaw, his right hand close, his left hand extended out.  
 
    Android came at him, roaring in anger. For a fat block, he was remarkably fast, thanks to being a Super. Lucas backed away from the first three punches, then turning sideways as Android lunged with a punch, he followed up with one of his own, hitting the guy in the back of his skull.  
 
    It was a hard punch and it connected well. Lucas got a full swing behind the punch. And with knuckle dusters, it would have floored any human. But Android only stumbled to the ground, before getting right back up, roaring with even more rage. 
 
    Whilst the Super was faster and stronger, on account of being a Super, he couldn’t fight for shit, and especially against Lucas, who spent most of everyday training, the fight was easy. He danced in and out, punching the Super, connecting, hitting the jaw, the eye, the nose. But as time passed, the Super continued to weather the strikes, staying on his feet as Lucas tired.  
 
    As fatigue began to set in, Lucas went in for the killer punch. He did a quick one-two, striking weakly, he hit Android’s nose and shoulder, before moving back. As the Super struck wildly, aiming for his face, Lucas struck the Super on the left cheek, and at the same time, pressed his fingers into the metal ring of the duster that wrapped around his palm.  
 
    The surge of electricity did not have the desired effect.  
 
    In his head, Lucas imagined the Super flying of his feet, crashing into the wall of the Victorian terraced house.  
 
    That did not happen.  
 
    The Super took a step back, then dropped onto his knees. He remained there for a second, his breathing heavy, haggard. Then, he looked up at Lucas, murderous rage in his beady eyes, he climbed back to his feet.  
 
    “Fuck,” Lucas muttered.  
 
    He’d waited too long. Supers grew in strength as they fought back. That was why they needed to be finished as quickly as possible.  
 
    Lucas reached into his trench coat and pulled out a semi-automatic rifle. He didn’t bother trying to place the butt against his shoulder. He didn’t have the time for that. He pulled the trigger. It was wild firing. The gun jerked up, and most of the bullets either scraped the Super, or missed him completely.  
 
    The super grabbed the gun and pulled it off Lucas.  
 
    The he punched him in the chest.  
 
    It was Lucas who flew off the ground. He landed on his left shoulder, striking the tarmac. The Super charged towards him. Lucas scrambled to his feet, ignoring the pain in his chest and shoulder.  
 
    He wasn’t quick enough.  
 
    The Super grabbed him by the throat, and despite being shorter than Lucas, he dangled him off the ground.  
 
    “I’m going to kill you, you fucking worm,” Android growled. “I’m going to rip your arms off. Then I’m going to beat you to death with your own fucking arms, you piece of shit Normie.”  
 
    Lucas brought his hands together to form a fist and slammed them onto the Super’s arm, repeatedly. It had no effect. The Super’s hand tightened around his throat.  
 
    Just as he was about to black out, shots rang out.  
 
    The Super’s body shuddered.  
 
    Lucas hit the ground as the Super let go of him and turned. Hannah and Anika both held assault rifles, the butt pressed against their shoulders, they hunched close to the ground as they fired a barrage of bullets.  
 
    The Super took the bullets in, his body shaking left and right. When the girls stopped firing, he dropped to his knees with a thud. Lucas pulled out his Katana and hobbled over to the Super from behind.  
 
    Holding the Katana in both hands, he struck hard at the Super’s neck. The blade was sharp, but reinforced with Manderium, a material found in the meteorites that struck earth. It sliced through the Super’s flesh and bones without pause. A second later, the head rolled off and hit the ground.  
 
    Hannah and Anika rushed to their feet and came to stand over the Super’s headless body as it hit the ground.  
 
    “We need to cut it quickly. Bring the car,” Lucas said.  
 
    Anika moved to do as much when she froze. Her eyes narrowed as she stared past Lucas. He turned to see what she was looking at.  
 
    At the end of the road, a figure wearing a long black cloak watched them. It remained where it was, neither coming to confront them, or turning to flee.  
 
    “Super?” Lucas asked.  
 
    “I don’t know,” Hannah said. “But we can’t afford to find out. We need to get out of here. We’ve made too much noise to stick around and cut the body. The Mayors patrols might have heard all that gunfire.”  
 
    “We need the body,” Lucas muttered.  
 
    “Not more than we need our lives,” Anika said.  
 
    She placed a hand on his shoulder and tugged. Lucas continued to stare at the figure standing still in the middle of the road, not moving. Why was it doing that? It wasn’t Super behaviour and gang members rarely moved alone at night. And an ordinary Normie, well, they stayed in their houses, the doors locked, windows shut. 
 
    “Lucas,” Anika called his name.  
 
    Both girls stood beside the car, looking back at him. With a final glance at Android’s dead body, Lucas turned and hurried over to join them.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Michelle packed her bags, and with a final kiss, she said goodbye to Clarissa. It wasn’t a long drive to Buxworth Town. Less than half an hour on the motorway, she turned off onto the dual carriage way. The roads were empty of cars. Only the occasional truck transporting goods from one place to another.  
 
    Growing up, she remembered going from one town to another with her parents. The motorways were packed with cars. It wasn’t a long time ago, but it felt like another life.  
 
    Michelle followed the signs to Buxworth. As she entered the town, she came across the first signs of life. There were people walking on the pavements, there were some cars on the road. But these cars weren’t like the banged-up Ford she was driving.  
 
    These cars looked new and heavy duty. They had armoured plates attached to the sides and tinted windows. The wheels were those you would find on four-by-fours. The alloys were thick.  
 
    Michelle’s lips spread into a big smile.  
 
    She was in a town. This was real. No more watching over George’s Tesco, waiting for Trevor to steal some meat and vegetables.  
 
    There was real crime in the town. Gangs, rogue Supers, small criminals.  
 
    Michelle continued to drive into town. It was in worse shape than her little village. You could see the damage done by The Strikes. There were large holes in the road, cars drove around them, sometimes not bothering about oncoming traffic. Half the buildings had collapsed roofs and broken walls. That was expected. But many of the houses bore signs of human damage. Broken doors, smashed windows, some even bore the black scorch marks of fire. Petrol bombs?  
 
    This was more serious than Michelle was expecting. She wondered if she’d bitten off too much, coming to the town. Things were quiet in her village, which wasn’t the worst thing, was it?  
 
    And then, Michelle spotted her first crime in the town.  
 
    Outside a corner shop, a man held a knife against a woman’s throat. There were other humans about, but they walked past, not even glancing at the woman.  
 
    Michelle parked her car by the side of the road and stepped out. The woman had her back against the rendered wall of the terraced house beside the corner shop. The guy was wearing a leather jacket and blue jeans. He held a knife to her throat. The woman had bags in her hand, but she dropped them.  
 
    Still, the guy stared at the girl, a leery look in his eyes.  
 
    “Hey,” Michelle called. “What’s going on here?”  
 
    The guy turned to look at her. His lips spread into a sneer. “Well, hello pretty. Want to join the party?”  
 
    Michelle’s hands curled into fists that began to glow blue. “Let her go, or I’ll pummel you.”  
 
    The guy stared at her fists, his eyes widening, he stepped back from the girl and raised his hands in the air. The knife fell out and hit the floor with a clang.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” he said. “She’s all yours.”  
 
    He turned and ran down the road. Michelle watched until he turned around a corner and disappeared from sight.  
 
    Once he was gone, she picked up the bags and held them out. The girl stared at her with eyes wide.  
 
    “Here, take it,” Michelle held the bags out to her.  
 
    The girl’s eyes moved down to the bags before they shot back up to Michelle. “You’re giving them to me?”  
 
    “They’re yours, aren’t they?”  
 
    The girl nodded. Her hands inched forward and she took the bags. Giving Michelle another look, as if she’d had an extra head, the girl mumbled her thanks and darted down the road in the opposite direction.  
 
    Michelle climbed back into her car, thinking it an odd encounter, but feeling better about herself. She’d already helped someone. Whatever this town would throw at her, she would tough it out, because she could make a difference.  
 
    Feeling more relaxed, she drove down the road, swerving around a lamppost that had fallen across the tarmac.  
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    The town hall was still completely intact. It bore no damage from The Strikes, or The Riots that followed. The building was made of white stone. Concrete slabs formed the steps that led up to it. It had enormous white pillars that held up a pediment. The windows were narrow but long, reaching from the ceiling to the floor. 
 
    Compared to the rest of Buxworth, the Town Hall looked fantastic. It was the best-looking building Michelle had seen in forever.  
 
    With purpose in her stride, she climbed up the steps and walked past the pillars, and underneath the pediment. She entered through the revolving doors, and to her left, spotted a girl sitting behind a desk.  
 
    She was aged about seventeen. She had long black hair and wore a black t-shirt with a red skull painted on it. She looked bored.  
 
    “Hi. I’m Michelle. I’d like to sign up to be a Super,” she smiled.  
 
    The girl looked up at her, the boredom still in her eyes. “You can’t sign up to be a Super. You either are one, or you’re not. This isn’t some magical place where we just give out superpowers.”  
 
    Michelle’s smile faltered. “Okay… I do have superpowers. I want to sign up to be part of Mayor Carcass’s Super Power force?”  
 
    “Super Power force? You mean the Authority?”  
 
    Michelle swallowed. “I suppose so.”  
 
    “Well, you should have said that then,” the girl muttered.  
 
    Michelle gave a polite smile, holding back the urge to grab the girl by her hair and bang her head on the table. “What do I need to do?” 
 
    “Demonstrate your powers,” the girl said.  
 
    Michelle’s fists flared blue in an instant.  
 
    The girl sighed. “Okay, fine.” She climbed to her feet. “Follow me.”  
 
    The girl led Michelle down a wide corridor with doors on both sides. The doors were made of wood, with four square blocks of glass in the centre. She could see inside them. Most were offices, but most were also empty.  
 
    They came to the end of the corridor and turned right.     
 
    The girl knocked on the door. “This will be you,” she said, and then, she turned and left.  
 
    “Come in,” a voice called.  
 
    Michelle opened the door and walked in.  
 
    The room was of a normal size. It had long windows, from which sunlight shone in. At one end, a woman sat with her feet up on the desk, leaning back in her chair, a book in hand. There was a shelf behind her, full of books. On the other side, there were glass cabinets, inside which were weapons of all sorts. Guns, swords, grenades, body armour and more.  
 
    “Hi,” Michelle waved her hand at the woman. “I’m Michelle.”  
 
    The woman put the book down and stared at her. She was pretty. She had blond hair cut short and blue eyes. She wore a blue top that left her midriff exposed. It hugged her breasts, her nipples visible beneath it. There were the letters MC written in red. Going with the look, she wore denim hot pants.  
 
    But what struck her the most was the age of the woman. She was easily the oldest person Michelle had seen since The Strikes. She might have been in her thirties.  
 
    “What can I do for you, Michelle?” the woman asked.  
 
    There was a wooden name plate on the desk and written in red letters was the name Martha.  
 
    “I want to join Mayor Carcass’s Authority to protect the town. The girl at the front brought me here?”  
 
    “What are your powers?” Martha asked.  
 
    “I can run fast, I punch hard, I can create a forcefield around me,” Michelle said.  
 
    “That’s not bad,” Martha nodded. “It helps that you’re pretty too.”  
 
    Michelle smiled nervously. Martha stared at her the way her girlfriend Clarissa did, like she wanted to strip Michelle naked.  
 
    “What do you know about the Authority?” Martha asked.  
 
    “Nothing. Didn’t even know it was called the Authority,” she said.  
 
    “We protect the town. Different groups have different roles. Some work nights, some focus on collecting taxes, stuff like that. We’ll find you a role after you’ve passed the initiation.”  
 
    “Initiation?”  
 
    “Take your clothes off. Let’s see what we’re working with,” Martha said.  
 
    “Uh… sorry?” Michelle asked.  
 
    “I’m going to be blunt and save both of us some time. Mayor Carcass runs a tight ship. He gives me an order, I follow. I give you an order, you follow. There are hierarchies. He’s at the top, you as a newb, will be at the bottom. You need to obey those in higher ranks. If that’s going to be a problem, we’re not the right fit for you. You might want to consider another town.”  
 
    Michelle swallowed nervously.  
 
    She didn’t know much about the other towns. She’d left Lentville to join up with other Supers and make a difference. Sure, this wasn’t what she was expecting, but in every town, there were rules. She would follow them.  
 
    And things like this were normal, weren’t they? She’d seen the movies, back before The Strikes when they were more readily available. It was like a sorority. You had to strip naked, go through a bunch of tests and then make a pledge.  
 
    Michelle kicked off her trainers first, before pulling down her jeans. She raised her arms and pulled off her white top. Standing in her pink bra and panties, she paused, her eyes on Martha.  
 
    “All of it,” Martha said, as she pointed a finger at the bra and panties.  
 
    Michelle’s skin paled some as she pulled down her panties first, then her bra. As her breasts hung free, she was tempted to cover them with her arm. She decided against it. Martha would probably tell her to remove it anyway.  
 
    She stood naked in the middle of the room. 
 
    Martha climbed off her chair and strode towards her. She was tall. Taller than Michelle. She took one of Michelle’s breasts in her hand and cupped it, before her finger and thumb squeezed the nipple.  
 
    “They’re small,” Martha said.  
 
    “Uhh…” Michelle didn’t know what to say to that. She did have small nipples.  
 
    Martha let go of her breast and walked around her. She grabbed Michelle’s ass cheeks and spread them apart. Michelle felt a rush of wind as her asshole became visible, as her cunt was on display. She froze on the spot, holding her breath, waiting for what she thought was an inevitable probe, whether of her cunt, or butt hole, she wasn’t sure.  
 
    But Martha let go of her ass cheeks and walked over to the door. “Come,” she said. “Leave your clothes.” 
 
    “We’re going out? I’m… naked?”  
 
    “Yes, I can see you’re naked,” Martha sighed. “Come now, I have a book that needs reading. I don’t have all day.”  
 
    Martha disappeared out into the corridor. Michelle stared down at her clothes. Her heart began to beat fast, the sound like drums loud in her ears. They did this at universities, if the movies were to be believed.  
 
    Was she going to go through with it? Was she really going to walk out the corridor naked, following after a woman much older than her, one that had much more experience and had seen so much more?   
 
    What trials and tribulations awaited her?  
 
    There was only one way to find out.  
 
    With a final glance at her clothes, Michelle rushed out the door, completely naked.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
     The front bumper of Lucas’s BMW X5 had taken some damage. It hung loosely on the left side, scrapping the tarmac where it had even the smallest of bumps.  
 
    Despite having taken a beating from Android, Lucas drove.  
 
    It hadn’t been their finest night. In fact, it had been their worst. Not only was he beaten to an inch of death by Android, his life was saved by the girls. Lucas couldn’t afford to be that careless in future. He couldn’t afford to rely on others. They wouldn’t always be there for him.  
 
    Android had been stronger than Nicole had suggested. Lucas made a mental note to follow her up on that. Android was supposed to be an average Super with no special powers. He healed faster than most Supers would. And he could take a beating, again, more than most Supers would be able to. That had to count as a power, as far as he was concerned.  
 
    The drive back to their house was quiet for the most part. Once on the motorway, Lucas broke the silence.  
 
    “What happened in the hotel room?”  
 
    “I couldn’t do it,” Anika whispered. “We drugged him, and he was lying on the bed, immobile. He kept saying “my child, my child”. I couldn’t do it…” she repeated.  
 
    “Did he even have a child, or was he just batshit crazy?” Lucas snapped.   
 
    There was silence in the car. Outside it, the lowered bumper scraped the tarmac as the motorway descended down a slope. 
 
    This would have been the first time either girl would have sliced a Super’s head off. They’d shot at the bastards plenty, but it was different. Shooting at a Super wasn’t the same as shooting at a Normie. Shooting at a Super was equivalent to punching a Normie. Slicing a Super’s head off, ending his or her life, neither girl had done that before.  
 
    “You’ll get him next time,” he muttered.  
 
    “He’s dead, isn’t he?” Hannah asked.  
 
    “He means the next time we need to kill a Super,” Anika chipped in.  
 
    “Oh,” Hannah said. “At least Android is dead.”  
 
    There was a positive to that. It meant the Super wouldn’t be coming after them. Being one of Mayor Carcass’s Authority, if he had escaped, he would roam the town with a bunch of Supers, looking for them. So, it was good that he was dead.  
 
    On the flip side, now that he was dead, chances of recovering the body were slim to none. If another gang didn’t find the body first, it would be discovered by the Authority. They would take the body away, as they did all Supers bodies they found.  
 
    Lucas owed that body to the gang that had put out the hit.  
 
    It wasn’t so much that they didn’t get paid if they didn’t hand over the body to Nicole. It was more that if they didn’t hand over the body of the Super, they would have to answer to the gang.  
 
    And it was hard to predict what the gang would do. Lucas didn’t know which gang it was that put out the hit, that wanted Android dead, but he did know some of gangs had more violent tendencies than others.  
 
    Lucas pushed thoughts of Android and the gang out of his mind as they turned into the quiet country road that led to their house. There were no streetlamps, nor were there any cats’ eyes on the ground. Lucas turned the beam lights on and drove.  
 
    As they turned into their private driveway and drove up it, he wondered what Jenny was doing. Was she still in the house? Had she decided to make a run for it? Lucas had grabbed her by the throat and almost killed her. He didn’t believe in karma, so it was a coincidence that the same had happened to him tonight.  
 
    Once inside their house, Lucas crept up the stairs and quietly opened the door to the spare bedroom, the one Jenny would be staying in while he figured out what to do. He need not have been quiet.  
 
    She was awake, sitting up on the bed, her back against the headboard.  
 
    Sitting in the dark.  
 
    Lucas flipped the switch on.  
 
    “Hey,” he nodded at her. “Oh… You’re naked.”  
 
    “It’s how I sleep,” Jenny said. “But I’m not feeling very sleepy.”  
 
    Lucas forced himself to raise his eyes and stare at Jenny’s face and not her tits. It was a hard thing to do. Jenny had large tits, and whilst Lucas wasn’t particular about the size of tits, the last three times he’d fucked a girl, it had been Anika. She had cuter, but smaller breasts.  
 
    Sometimes, change was nice…  
 
    “Sorry about grabbing you by the throat earlier,” he said.  
 
    “It’s okay. I deserved it. I should have been honest with you from the start. I shouldn’t have injected you with an untested serum,” she said softly.  
 
    Lucas came and sat down on the edge of the bed. The blanket rested on her lap, covering her bare legs and her cunt. Her chest was completely bare, but Jenny made no attempt to cover them. Again, Lucas forced himself to look at her face, and not her tits.  
 
    “You didn’t deserve it. You had a tough gig being owned by a Super.”  
 
    Jenny smiled at him and shuffled closer. The blanket slid off her lap as she came to sit beside him. She took his hand in hers. “I knew you were a good guy,” she said.  
 
    Lucas didn’t think he was a good guy.  
 
    Sure, he helped people out here and there, but that didn’t make him a good guy. It just stopped him from being an asshole. I mean, a good guy wouldn’t have been thinking of driving his cock down Jenny’s pink pussy lips right now, would he?  
 
    Because that’s what Lucas felt like doing. It didn’t help the girl was pretty much completely naked and sitting next to him. He could feel the heat emanating from her body.  
 
    “So, this Vengeance guy, should I be worried?” Lucas asked. “I mean, if I don’t die from the serum you injected me with.”  
 
    Jenny’s face tightened. “He’s scary,” she mumbled.  
 
    “What sort of powers are we talking about?” Lucas asked.  
 
    “He has powerful telekinesis abilities,” Jenny said.  
 
    “Heh. Never faced one of those before,” Lucas muttered.  
 
    “You face Supers often?”  
 
    Lucas shrugged. “I suppose more than most Normies do. What does he look like?” 
 
    “Average,” Jenny said. “About five foot nine, brown hair, always wears a dark cloak.”  
 
    Dark cloak…  
 
    Lucas was careful to keep his expression neutral, non-reactive. He gave Jenny a kiss on the cheek and climbed to his feet. “Get some rest. I’ll see you in the morning.”  
 
    Lucas left her room and closed the door behind him. He leant against it, cursing silently. He did not need this right now. What with not being able to claim Android’s body, he was going to be in trouble with the gangs. Now, Vengeance turns up out of nowhere at one of his kills? How did that even happen?  
 
    Lucas sighed. This was a worry for another day. He walked down the corridor, past the door that led to his own bedroom. He knocked on the door at the end and after being welcomed in, he opened the door.  
 
    Anika and Hannah were both in bed. Lucas sighed. They were both naked. Which meant he wasn’t going to get any tonight. It was Hannah’s turn. Hannah the hot lesbian who was definitely a lesbian…  
 
    “Sorry,” Anika made a sad face. “How about I wake you up with a blow job?” she asked.  
 
    “Or,” Hannah said the word with force, “She might sleep in with me tomorrow.”  
 
    Lucas knew Hannah didn’t like sharing Anika. It was one of the points of tension in the house. That, and Hannah’s complete lack of a sense of humour. He’d saved the girl from another Super. It wasn’t like he expected sex from her because of that, but she didn’t have to act like Anika was hers, and hers alone.  
 
    “It’s fine. Sleep in… I’ll-” he stopped, wondering what he was going to do. He wasn’t in the mood to leave the house.  
 
    “Byeeee,” Hannah said, mocking cheer. “There’s always your hand,” she added.  
 
    Lucas stuck his middle finger up at her before he closed the door and headed back to his own room. He climbed into bed, and soon thoughts of fucking Anika or Jenny left his mind. It was an old memory that he fell asleep to. He was sixteen years old, in a café with his dad, enjoying a cup of tea when the Super walked in.  
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    Michelle sat on the bed, exhausted both mentally, and physically. The day had been a strange one. Not at all how she’d expected her first day in Buxworth to be like. It had started off good. She’d saved a girl from a robber.  
 
    It went downhill from there.  
 
    After making it to the Town Hall, she ran into Martha. The girl was older than Jenny. She looked to be in her late twenties, early thirties. Michelle had seen enough American college movies to know that what had just happened to her was what happened to first-year students at universities.  
 
    Martha stripped her of her clothing and paraded her throughout the Town Hall. She lost count of how many Supers saw her naked. She didn’t lose count of how many slapped her ass. Five. Two men and three women. Two pulled at her pussy lips, another got a finger in her asshole.  
 
    Michelle had never had anything inserted in her bottom before. She felt violated. Her nipples had been played with too. They’d asked personal questions; how many men she’d slept with, if she liked it up the ass. That’s when the finger had entered her bottom. 
 
    Throughout it all, Michelle retreated inside mentally. She muted out the sounds and the touches as best she could and waited for it to end.  
 
    It did end, eventually.  
 
    Martha led her back to her office. She sat her down and told her she’d passed the test. Michelle struggled to find any joy in hearing that.  
 
    Martha reached under her desk and pulled out a bag. She threw it in Michelle’s general direction. Inside was a uniform, which she needed to wear every day when out and about to be identified as an official Super and part of the law. 
 
    After that, she was dismissed.  
 
    Michelle grabbed the bag and her clothes, and not even bothering to get dressed, she ran out of the room. From the corridor, she entered the nearest toilet she could find and put on her clothes. After that, she sat on the toilet seat and cried until her eyes ran dry.  
 
    Now in the hotel room, sitting on the bed, Michelle fetched the bag and took out the uniform. It was tight, and with some effort, she slipped into it. She stood in front of the long mirror in the room.  
 
    She was wearing a blue top that had a V neck cut wide. It was a tight fit, her breasts were squished together. She’d been under strict instructions to not wear anything else underneath, not a bra or panties. Michelle doubted she could even fit a bra beneath the top.  
 
    It was cut at the midriff, keeping her naval area bare. It was a good thing Supers didn’t feel the cold as much. For trousers, she had been given a pair of hot pants. They were white in colour, to signify she was the lowest of ranks.  
 
    She was also told that she would be allowed to do as she pleased within the town, but she had to respect the hierarchy. Those in a position above her, which was currently everyone, she had to follow their command. Martha then rattled on about how important it was to maintain order in these changed times, and how it all began with the Mayor’s Supers.  
 
    Her blue top had the letters MC written in red. She learnt that MC stood for Mayor Carcass.  
 
    Michelle took off the outfit and threw it on the rocky chair in the corner. 
 
    After a mentally and emotionally exhausting day, Michelle didn’t have the energy to go house hunting. She took a room at a hotel named The Raddison. She regretted it instantly. It wasn’t a hotel, but more a place where Supers brought women to fuck. Some of these Supers were part of Mayor Carcass’s Authority.   
 
    Leaving this place tomorrow, she would have to wear her uniform. That meant changing in this room and displaying her rank, and her ass and tits to a bunch of horny Supers, or slipping out quietly and changing in her car.  
 
    It would be difficult to change in her car, what with this outfit being impossibly tight. Sighing, Michelle collapsed onto the bed. Her stomach grumbled for food, but she wrapped the blanket around her and closed her eyes.  
 
    It was much later when she fell asleep. When finally, her tired eyes closed, gunfire rang out in the silent night and Michelle sat upright, sweat dripping down her naked body.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Michelle stood in the silent night, in the middle of a dark street in the early hours of the morning. In front of her, there was a dead body.  
 
    It was a Super.  
 
    She knew from the fact his head had been separated from his body. It was the only way to kill a Super. She also knew because she remembered him from her initiation at the Town Hall. She’d also seen him earlier that night in The Raddison. He was walking down the corridor, a girl in each hand.  
 
    Now lying in the street, he was wearing nothing but his boxers. His chest was riddled with holes. Holes that hadn’t healed, which meant they had been inflicted just before his head had been sliced off.   
 
    She’d seen him with the two girls in the Raddison… He’d arrived here directly from that place, hadn’t he? That’s why he was still wearing his boxers. Had he been attacked in the Raddison and managed to flee to this place before he was gunned down?  
 
    He was gunned down… which meant it was a Normie that did the killing. Was it a gang? That would make sense. They set an ambush for him, riddled his body with bullets, enough firepower to bring a Super to his knees before slicing his head off.  
 
    Michelle stood in the street for hours. The sun rose. Normies stepped out onto the streets. Cars drove around her and the body. Finally, Supers arrived in black armoured cars. They parked the cars to block the road. A few stepped out and stood on the pavements, deterring Normies from walking that way.  
 
    Michelle’s heartbeat quickened as she spotted Martha striding towards her. The Super was wearing another blue top with the letters MC written in red. But where Michelle’s top was cut at the shoulders and below her breasts, where it had a large V neck down the middle, leaving very little of her breasts to the imagination, Martha’s top looked comfortable and left a lot to the imagination.  
 
    Michelle hated the white hot pants most. They were tight and hugged her ass and her pussy tightly, showing the shapes of both.  
 
    She felt naked standing next to Martha.   
 
    “What happened here, Michelle?” Martha asked. “You didn’t kill him because he touched your ass, did you?”  
 
    “No,” Michelle said quickly.  
 
    “Because you know, he’s of a higher ranking, so if he wanted to touch your ass, that would be fine, wouldn’t it?” Martha asked, staring at Michelle, her lips tight.  
 
    Michelle didn’t reply.  
 
    Martha placed a hand on Michelle’s bottom before her finger pinched it. “Don’t be so precious, Michelle. You’re not in a village anymore. You need to grow up and get with the world. Work hard, work your way up, and after that you can do whatever fanciful ideas you have in your head.”  
 
    Martha let go of Michelle’s bottom. She shuddered; her arms folded across her chest. No other Super here wore white hot pants. No other Super was showing as much skin or wearing as tightly fitting clothing as her.  
 
    There was activity around Michelle. Two Normies arrived in a van. They parked beside the armoured cars, then brought out a stretcher. They lifted the dead Super’s body onto the stretcher, collected his head, and then drove off.  
 
    There was another Super girl standing by herself. She wore a green top with the red MC letters written on it. Her skirt was short and black. Michelle couldn’t tell what her rank was, though she knew the girl was ranked above her.  
 
    Seeing her standing alone, and not knowing what else to do, or who she could approach, Michelle walked over to her.  
 
    “Hi,” she gave her best friendly smile.  
 
    The girl turned and took in Michelle’s clothing and her figure. “Newb,” she said. “How long have you been with the Authority?”  
 
    “Uh, today’s my first day, actually.”  
 
    The girl laughed. “Aww you poor thing. What did Martha do to you?”  
 
    “Uh… just introduced me to everyone at the town hall. While I was naked.”  
 
    “Ha. You got off easy. On my first day, Martha hung me from the ceiling by my ankles. I was naked, of course. Supers came and drew on my body. Obviously, some grabbed my pussy. One asshole put a pen up my ass. Another one grabbed me by the hair and fucked my mouth.” the girl said. 
 
    “Jesus fuck…” Michelle muttered. “That sounds horrible.”  
 
    “It’s life now, isn’t it?” the girl replied. “Back before The Strikes, something like that would have landed all of them in jail. But now,” she shrugged. “The world has changed, hasn’t it?”  
 
    There was silence as Michelle contemplated those words. The world had indeed changed. A headless man on the streets, and every Normie walked past, or drove past without even bothering to pause for a glance. 
 
     “I’m Jocelyn,” the girl stuck her hand out. “My Super name is Speed,” she added.  
 
    “Michelle,” she shook Jocelyn’s hand. “I don’t have a Super name…” She nodded at the Super body now being loaded onto the back of the van. “What’s going to happen now?”  
 
    “Nothing,” Jocelyn said.  
 
    “No murder investigation?” Michelle asked.  
 
    Jocelyn let out a laugh. “Do you know how to conduct one?”  
 
    “Well…” Michelle was going to say that she’s seen her fair share of CSI and other cop series, but decided against it.  
 
    “The Super’s name was Android. His power was being a Super super. He healed much faster than your average Super. He wasn’t important. He was a bit of an ass, if you ask me. No one will miss him.”  
 
    With the body loaded into the van, the black armoured cars drove off, bringing a quick end to the impromptu roadblock. Only one car remained. It belonged to Martha. She walked over to them. “Jocelyn. Are you going to take the newb under your wings?”  
 
    “Yeah, sure,” Jocelyn nodded quickly.  
 
    It had been a question, but Martha’s voice left no doubt that Jocelyn had no choice in the matter.  
 
    “Good. Keep her grounded.”  
 
    And with that, Martha left.  
 
    Michelle watched her drive away in her big armoured black car with the tinted windows. The front bumper had a metal frame with large sharp silver spokes attached to it. It looked like something built for the days after the Apocalypse, like something from Mad Max.  
 
    Was the situation really that bad, Michelle wondered. Had her life in the village sheltered her from what had really happened in the world? And if things were like this in a small town like Buxworth, what were they like in the bigger cities like Birmingham and Manchester? What was London like?  
 
    “Hey, sleepy head,” Jocelyn snapped her fingers before Michelle’s eyes. “You’re with me now. Let’s get some breakfast.”  
 
    “Actually, I wanted to do something else,” Michelle said.  
 
    Jocelyn frowned. “Yes, and my plan for the day wasn’t to spend it with you either. But see how I didn’t refuse Martha’s offer to show you the ropes because she’s my superior? Do you see where I’m going with this?”  
 
    Michelle nodded. “I do…” she bit into her bottom lip. “Look, please let me do this one thing. It won’t even take long.”  
 
    Jocelyn sighed. “Fine. But only because you’re pretty. You’ve got a great ass too.”  
 
    “Uh… thanks,” Michelle grinned.  
 
    “What’s this thing you want to do?” Jocelyn asked.  
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    Lucas woke the next morning to feel the pain and aches from the night before. His left shoulder ached and every breath he took reminded him of how hard Super’s could punch. Lucas sat up in bed and lifted the vest he was wearing. There was bruising on his shoulder and chest. He pressed against it gently and winced. It was the worst beating he’d ever taken, but it could have been so much worse.  
 
    It was still dark outside when he made his way down to the kitchen. Lucas drank a glass of water before gobbling down a banana. He munched on an apple as he headed down the corridor. There was a storeroom under the stairs.  
 
    Lucas opened the door and pulled aside the rug that covered the floor. Beneath it was a hatch that led down into the basement. This was the reason Lucas had chosen this house over many others. Basements were not common in England, so when he found this house with one, he knew it was the place for him.  
 
    The basement was a single large room that Lucas had divided in half. On one side was the armoury. There were a range of swords, all sharpened to slice through bone and flesh as easily as possible. None were lined with Manderium, the metal found in the meteorites that struck earth. His Katana was unique in that sense. But the swords on the wall were still lethal and essential when battling a Super.  
 
    There were wardrobes full of ammo and different types of grenades. Resting on the wall on hooks were various types of guns. Assault rifles, pistols and more. In the centre of the room was the shooting range. It was a single lane, made with bullet proof glass for barriers.  
 
    The other side of the room had been turned into a gym. There were two treadmills and various types of workout benches. Opposite the treadmills and weights, the space had been customised for boxing. There was a ring and hanging down from the ceiling was a boxing bag.  
 
    Lucas opened one of the wardrobes and took out his running shoes. Slipping into them, he began his workout with the treadmill. He ran for thirty minutes at ten miles per hour. After that, he moved on to the weights, working his arms and chest. He finished the session with the boxing bag.  
 
    Lucas took off his running shoes. Sweating, he pulled off his vest and shorts too. With the water bottle in hand, he walked up the stairs naked, out of the basement and into the corridor. He stopped when he spotted Jenny standing at the bottom of the stairs.  
 
    She was staring at him, her eyes wide.  
 
    More specifically, she was staring at his cock.  
 
    “Sorry, I forgot you were in,” Lucas muttered. “I mean, I didn’t forget you were here… I’m kinda used to walking around the house naked after a workout.” 
 
    “No need to apologise,” Jenny said, her tanned cheeks now tinged with red. “It’s nice. That.” She pointed at his general direction.  
 
    “Thanks,” Lucas grinned. “Want some breakfast? I was just about to make myself some.” He headed into the kitchen and pulled out a chair for Jenny. “Tea? Coffee?”  
 
    “Tea, thanks,” Jenny said.  
 
    As Lucas turned on the kettle, Hannah walked into the room. Seeing him naked, she rolled her eyes, but made a beeline for him.  
 
    “Put some clothes on,” she said, as she slapped his naked bottom. “Not everyone wants to see you naked.”  
 
    Lucas turned to look back at her. “You’ll be receiving that slap back you know,” he muttered.  
 
    Hannah stared at his cock, mock horror on her face. She’d seen it before plenty times.  
 
    “It’s so weird,” she muttered. “So unsightly.”  
 
    “It is?” Jenny asked.  
 
    “Hannah’s a lesbian,” Lucas said. “Kettles on. I’m gonna shower.”  
 
    Lucas left the room with both girls still staring at his cock for different reasons. He rushed up the stairs and jumped into the shower. The water was cold. They’d had problems with the boiler. But the cold water didn’t bother Lucas. It felt refreshing after his workout.  
 
    Lucas entered his bedroom and as he rummaged through his cupboard for clothes, he paused and turned his ear towards the window. There was a noise that shouldn’t have been there… it was faint.  
 
    But it was there.  
 
    And it shouldn’t have been there.  
 
     Lucas hurriedly pulled on some pants and a t-shirt. He grabbed the assault rifle he kept by his bed and crouched down by the window, his eyes an inch above the windowsill.  
 
    The long driveway from the road was hidden from view by the tall and wildly growing trees. The noise Lucas thought he’d heard was faint, but he was sure he’d heard it. And as time passed, he became more convinced that something was wrong.   
 
    He pushed open the window enough to point his muzzle at the driveway.  
 
    At the same time, the noise became more audible. The rustle in the wind was penetrated by a low rumbling sound. As the sound grew louder, Lucas recognised the noise for what it was.  
 
    Engines.  
 
    There was more than one.  
 
    Lucas placed his finger on the trigger and stared through the scope. He did not get visitors. In fact, not many even knew where he lived. This was either another party scoping out a place to live, or… At that moment, the cars came in view.  
 
    They were big cars. Three of them. One was a BMW X5, the other was an Audi Q7, and the third was a Range Rover. All three cars showed signs of modification. There was standard metal plates and the tires were bigger, the alloys thicker. The windows were tinted. And all three cars were painted red.  
 
    It was a gang.  
 
    Red colour… Lucas struggled to remember which gang coloured themselves in red.  
 
    Living out here away from the city made him more vulnerable to gangs. The red cars, three in a row, if they drove through the town like that, there was a high chance Mayor Carcass’s Authority would stop them.  
 
    What were they doing here?  
 
    The car doors opened, and gang members were about to spill out onto his driveway when Lucas pulled the trigger. He aimed for the ground by their feet. There was sudden movement as every gang member retreated into their vehicles and the safety of thick steel.  
 
    All except one.  
 
    It was a girl, looking to be aged in her late twenties. Maybe even her early thirties. That put her down as one of the oldest people on the earth. She was wearing black jeans and a red top that hugged her curvy figure. Her hair was cut short and dyed red. She wore sunglasses, though this early in the morning, the sun was yet to show its face.  
 
    She remained standing by the red Range Rover, her head tilted back, her eyes stared straight at his window. Lucas ducked, his heart beating, he held the gun pressed against his chest. There was something about the woman that had him unnerved. Was it her age? Or the fact that she had not gone back into her car at the sound of bullets? It was a dangerous world. People were shot and killed every day. Why had she assumed he would not kill her?  
 
    “Lucas, I presume?” a voice called out.  
 
    She knew his name, which meant this wasn’t a coincidence. Lucas raised his head and stared out the window. He pointed his gun at the woman. He took a deep breath to calm himself and to regain focus. Not having either could cost him his life.  
 
    “How can I help?” Lucas asked, trying to sound more confident than he was.  
 
    “You have something that I need,” the woman replied.  
 
    “What might that be?”  
 
    “Android.”  
 
    Fuck, Lucas cursed silently. This was the gang that had paid for Android’s body. Lucas never met with the gangs, never knew who paid for his kills. His only contact was Nicole. She had a list of Supers with bounties on their heads. These Supers were never Supers that were important to Mayor Carcass. The gangs couldn’t afford to bring his attention on them. Or if they did put out hits on important Supers, no assassin was stupid enough to take it on. 
 
    Lucas always went through the profiles. He picked out Supers that he wouldn’t feel bad about killing.   
 
    He had never failed before. He’d always managed to kill his target and return the body. He knew how things worked with gangs. The normal rules of business didn’t apply. Before The Strikes, if he signed up with his dad to clean the family car in exchange for £10, Lucas wouldn’t be tied to a rope and hung for then not doing the job.  
 
    But that was how some gangs operated.  
 
    “You did the worst thing possible. You killed the Super, but left his body to be collected by the Authority. We needed that body, Lucas. You owe me now,” the woman said.  
 
    Negotiating? It was better than the alternative. Despite being very good at his job, which was to kill, there was little to no chance Lucas could take on an entire gang by himself.  
 
    His bedroom door opened. Lucas spun around, his gun pointing at the door, he almost pulled the trigger out of habit. It was a good thing he didn’t.  
 
    It was Hannah.  
 
    “What’s going on?” she asked, as she joined him by the window.  
 
    Lucas placed a hand on her head and pushed her down, beneath the windowsill. “That’s the gang that put out the hit on Android,” he told her, before shouting down, “What did you have in mind?”  
 
    “Another Super for you to kill. One of our choosing. Do you agree?” 
 
    Lucas didn’t have to think long. Under the circumstances, it seemed almost fair. “I agree,” he shouted down.  
 
    “Good. Pay Nicole a visit.”  
 
    “Sure thing,” Lucas muttered. He turned to look down at Hannah, breathing a sigh of relief.  
 
    “One more thing,” the voice called out. “I’m going to need a guarantee that you’ll carry out the hit.”  
 
    “A guarantee?” Hannah asked.  
 
    Lucas glanced out the window. The gang members had exited the cars once more. This time, they did not stand around casually. They carried assault rifles pressed against their shoulders, they moved in military precision towards his front door.    
 
    “Where are the girls?” Lucas asked. “Are they still in the kitchen?”  
 
    “We heard gun shots!” Hannah shook her head. “Anika took Jenny down to the basement to collect guns."  
 
    Lucas rushed out of the room and down the corridor. As soon as he reached the stairs, shots rang out. He hit the ground, his rifle between him and the oak floor as the wooden bannister splintered under gun fire. Lucas rolled on the ground and coming up against the wall, he returned fire down the stairs.  
 
    He saw one gang member hit the ground. He moved his head back behind the safety of the wall as he spotted many barrels point his way. What followed was deafening as the brick wall he hid behind was subjected to a barrage of bullets. Lucas covered his nose as dust surrounded him. A piece of cement broke off the wall and angled towards him, hitting him below his left eye.  
 
    The bullets suddenly stopped. Lucas waited for the dust to settle so that he could get a good view of what lay below.  
 
    “We’ve got the girls, Lucas. I’m taking them both. You can have them back once the Super is dead,” the woman called out.  
 
    Lucas gritted his teeth and shot to his feet, determined not to let them get away. As he turned away from the wall, he spotted the circular object flying in the air. His eyes widened as he realised what it was.  
 
    Grenade.  
 
    It landed on the corridor and bounced off the oak wood towards him.  
 
    In a panic, Lucas turned and opened the guest bedroom door. He slammed it shut behind him and leapt over the bed. As he hit the ground and slammed into the wall, there was a loud explosion. The bedroom door flew off its hinges. Lucas ducked his head as it flew over him and crashed into the window.  
 
    With anger, he kicked the door out of his way and leapt over the bed. The grenade had blown a hole in the first-floor corridor, showing the ground floor shower below.  
 
    With assault rifle in hand, Lucas rushed down the stairs and out the front door. He dropped to his knees, placed the butt of the assault rifle against his shoulder and held the barrel towards the drive. Lucas pulled the trigger. But even before the bullet left the magazine, he knew it was too late.  
 
    The last of the cars had disappeared from view, and his bullets imbedded themselves in the large trunk of the trees that formed a wall on either side of the road.  
 
    “Fuck! Fuck, fuck, fuck!” Lucas cursed.  
 
    “What the fuck just happened?” Hannah asked, as she joined him outside, an assault rifle in her hands too.  
 
    “They’ve taken the girls,” Lucas growled.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 12 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Michelle and Jocelyn stood in front of a terraced house a few blocks away from the Raddison Hotel. The street still had a sign with its name on it stuck in the pavement with two metal poles. Barely Road, it read.  
 
    This was the street where Android had been murdered.  
 
    It was an ordinary street for Buxworth Town. Terraced houses lined both sides of the road. They were built in the Victorian era, easily identifiable by their narrow structures and high-pitched roofs with bay-fronted windows. The front-lawns were non-existent, barely enough space to store the large wheelie bins that were collected once a week before The Strikes.  
 
    The houses on this street were particularly grim, with the brickwork a dark shade of red from age, and the lack of trees sprouting out from the pavement.  
 
    “I can’t believe this is what you wanted to do, play detective,” Jocelyn groaned. “One more house and we’re done.”  
 
    Michelle really wanted to investigate the murder of Android, the Super who she found lying in the street, his head separated from his body, his torso riddled with bullet holes. She’d seen him alive and well just earlier on in the night, when he’d walked past her with a girl in each hand.  
 
    How did he go from that to being dead on the streets a couple of hours later? She was intrigued. The man had died in this street, before having his head chopped off, gunfire rang out so loud, she heard it from two streets down.  
 
    Surely someone in this street must have seen something.  
 
    But so far, their luck had not been good.  
 
    Most of the houses seemed deserted. Either the roof was collapsed, or walls caved in, or front doors were smashed and windows broken. Some of the houses had rubbish piled up in the front lawn so high, it wasn’t possible to get to the front door without wading through the crap. And the stench was bad, like dead animals.  
 
    Except, Michelle feared it was probably dead humans.  
 
    The two houses that did have occupants hadn’t seen a thing. They claimed not to have heard anything either. Michelle found it hard to believe, but she didn’t press them.  
 
    This was to be their final attempt, and Michelle wasn’t going to argue. She could do with some breakfast. She’d been up since the early hours of the morning, not knowing what to do with Android’s dead body.  
 
    And she’d been wearing this Super outfit since that time. She’d gotten somewhat used to having her body so exposed. She was struggling to get used to how tight the damned thing was. Her breasts were squished together and pressed up. The pants were the worst. They were incredibly tight. The stitching at the bottom dug into her pussy. She’d tried pulling it down more than once, but without much success.  
 
    So, when Michelle pulled the wrought-iron gate open and walked down the concrete slabs sided by neatly trimmed glass, she didn’t think much of the house. Nor did she expect anything when she knocked on the door.  
 
    When the door opened, the thing standing behind it had her full undivided attention.  
 
    It was about five feet three in height. Its skin was wrinkly, and it had layers, one folded above the other. Its hair was patchy and thin, the scalp visible. Around the eyes were two metal circles, each fitted with glass. It held a wooden stick, in its left hand, the body tilted that way.  
 
    “You’re… you’re an old person!” Michelle gasped.  
 
    Jocelyn, who had been hanging by the wrought-iron gate, now rushed over to take a look. “Fuck me,” she exclaimed. “You are an old person!”  
 
    “Can I help you?” the lady asked, her voice timid.  
 
    “How old are you?” Jocelyn asked. She leaned in closer to get a better look. “Your skin is so… its hideous. Oh my god, I forgot how bad old people looked. God, I hope that doesn’t happen to me. Oh, maybe it’s different for Supers? Maybe our powers will stop us from getting saggy skin.”  
 
    Michelle cleared her throat loudly and glared at Jocelyn. But her superior Super did not notice, or did not care. She continued to stare at the woman as if she were a freak. Michelle was taken aback somewhat too. The last time she’d seen someone this old was before The Strikes.  
 
    The old woman moved a step back into her corridor, fear in her eyes as Jocelyn examined her as if she were an alien. Michelle suddenly remembered why she’d knocked on the door.  
 
    “Hi,” she said, somewhat belatedly. “I’m a Super with the Authority,” she gave what she hoped was a winning smile that would inspire confidence in the old lady. “There was a murder on this street last night and I was wondering if you saw anything?”  
 
    “I saw everything,” the woman said with a shudder. “They gunned him down like an animal before he sliced the man’s head off.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 13 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    It had been an interesting first day for Michelle. It started off horribly, when she had to wear the outfit. It got worse when she found the dead body on the street. Having come from a village, Michelle had avoided most of the horrors that afflicted big towns and cities. She had seen dead bodies, but it had been those that had died from the disease.  
 
    This morning was the first time she’d seen a head detached from the body.  
 
    She’d stood in the cold of the night, not knowing what to do as she waited for someone, anyone to arrive. As the sun rose, it was the Normies that first stepped out. They ignored the crime scene like people did dog poo on the pavement. You knew it was there, and you walked around it. But you didn’t stare at it as you passed.  
 
    Finally, Supers arrived and took away the body. There was to be no investigation, Martha had said, on count of none of them being trained and qualified detectives. Also, Android wasn’t an important Super. His death didn’t warrant an investigation.  
 
    All in all, not a great day for Michelle. Being a Super in Buxworth Town wasn’t at all like what she’d thought it would be.  
 
    But things took a turn for the better when she met Jocelyn. The Super was nice. Nicer than Martha and the other jerks at the town hall. They’d had success too with what Michelle had decided was her first official murder investigation.  
 
    Edith, the sweet old woman, had seen everything.  
 
    The Super fought with a man. She was sure it was a Normie. He used guns to shoot the Super and then, when they boxed, he was good, but his punches didn’t hurt the Super, not much. When the Super punched back, the Normie was thrown off the ground. That’s when the girls’ arrived. There were two girls, one black, one white with red hair. They were dressed for a trendy club, both girls wearing short skirts and low-cut fitting tops. They dropped to their knees and fired at the Super, bullet after bullet. The Normie man then came from behind and cut off the Super’s head with a single strike. 
 
    The description of the two girls matched the same two girls Michelle had seen in the Super’s arm last night in the Raddison Hotel. She’d seen the murderers, could recognise their faces.  
 
    “We’re here,” Jocelyn said.  
 
    It was a café.  
 
    They walked inside. For the time of day, it was surprisingly busy. Every table was occupied.  
 
    “Where do you want to sit?” Jocelyn asked. “Shall we kick those two fatties out? Doesn’t look like they need any more food.”  
 
    Michelle turned to look at Jocelyn. She couldn’t tell if the girl was joking or not. It didn’t seem like she was.  
 
    “That guy’s sitting alone,” Michelle nodded at the guy sitting by himself at a table near the back of the café, reading the newspaper.  
 
    “He’s cute,” Jocelyn nodded.  
 
    They walked over to him, both wearing official Authority outfits. Not a single Normie glanced at them, which Michelle found surprising. All the customers stared down at their food, or their eyes focused strictly on the people sitting at their tables.  
 
    The guy at the end sat alone. To his right was a cup of coffee. He held the newspaper up with both hands, his eyes focused on the paper, he did not hear their approach. He had short curly dark brown hair and blue eyes. His stubble was stylish and thick. He was handsome, dictionary definition of tall, dark and handsome. He was tall, Michelle could tell, even though he was seated.  
 
    “Hi,” Michelle waved her hand at him, smiling. “Do you mind if we sit?”  
 
    The man looked up from his paper. “Um… no. Sit,” he pointed at the bench on the opposite side of the table.  
 
    Michelle slid in, followed by Jocelyn. The waitress came and took their orders. Toast and tea for Michelle, a full English for Jocelyn.  
 
    They made small talk as they waited for their food. Michelle was starving and wondered why she’d only ordered a cup of tea and toast. The man sitting opposite them called over the waitress for a refill. Michelle rolled her eyes at the way the waitress fluttered her eyes and laughed for no reason at his comment. It was obvious she liked him.  
 
    The guy was cute, but he had an angry look on his face.  
 
    More than that, his face looked like it had been attacked. There was a cut beneath his eyes that looked fresh. There was bruising on his cheek too. It looked nasty.  
 
    “What happened to you?” Michelle asked.  
 
    The guy, who had resumed his paper reading, looked up at her. “Sorry?”  
 
    Michelle held a hand out, finger extended, and pointed at his face. “You look like you got into a fight with someone.”  
 
    “You should see the other guy,” he replied with a smile.  
 
    “It was a fight?” Michelle asked, her interest piqued.  
 
    The guy stared at her, before his eyes moved to Jocelyn, then back at her. “Sounds lame but I fell down the stairs. Landed on my face.”  
 
    “Oh,” Michelle leaned back in her chair.  
 
    The guy gave a short polite smile, then resumed reading his paper.  
 
    Once Michelle’s food came, she tucked in with a passion. It was short lived passion. She gobbled her toast down in a minute. When she was done, she stared at Jocelyn’s plate, so full of food. Those sausages looked amazing.  
 
    “Hungry much?” the guy asked, noticing the longing stare in her eyes.   
 
    Michelle smiled at him. “Been a long day. Well, I’ve been up since like… 2am I think.”  
 
    “There’s more food back there,” he nodded towards the counter and the kitchen behind it.  
 
    “Yes…” Michelle drummed her fingers on the table.  
 
    “Problem?” the guy asked.  
 
    “I don’t have any money,” Michelle muttered. “I’m kinda new in town. First day as an Authority Super. I didn’t get to pick the outfit,” she laughed nervously. Why was she bringing attention to her outfit? Why was she laughing? “I forgot my purse… Been up since 2am… I already said that didn’t it I?”  
 
    “Supers don’t pay,” Jocelyn said as she bit into her sausage.  
 
    “What?” Michelle asked. “Why not?”  
 
    Jocelyn shrugged. “It’s just the way.”  
 
    “Does… does Mayor Carcass pay them back?”  
 
      “Aww sweetheart, you really are from a little village, aren’t you? Must be nice down there. You should go back before this town ruins you,” Jocelyn continued to eat, talking with food in her mouth, not even looking up from her plate.  
 
    It was the same back in her village. Mike didn’t pay for anything. Hell, Trevor wasn’t even a Super and he didn’t pay for a thing either.  
 
    Michelle glanced at the waitress. She was a pretty girl, always a smile on her face. But Michelle knew that smile. It was fake. Except for the time she’d smiled at the guy sitting opposite them. She wondered if the waitress owned the café, or if she just worked here. Either way, having Supers as customers probably wasn’t great for business. She made a note to return later to pay her bill and tip the waitress.  
 
    “You’re that worried about the bill?” the guy sitting opposite her asked.  
 
    “No… Yes. Is it obvious?” she felt her face, as if somehow that would help her determine what showed.  
 
    “Kinda,” the guy said. “If you’re that worried about the bill, it’s on me. Order some more food.”  
 
    “No,” Michelle said quickly. “No, that wouldn’t be right.”  
 
    “It’s fine,” the guy said, his paper back in hand.  
 
    Michelle stared at the guy, trying to figure him out. The whole time, he’d not stared at her breasts once. Her breasts were pressed together and pushed up. Her top had a plunging V shaped neckline. She hadn’t worn a bra underneath because she wasn’t allowed, and more than that, the thing was so tight, it wouldn’t have fitted underneath. Looking down, she noticed the tip of her left nipple was showing. She pulled up her top, trying to hide it.  
 
    And still, the guy stared at his paper, like he didn’t give a shit.  
 
    “What are you reading?” Michelle asked.  
 
    “The news,” the guy replied.  
 
    Michelle frowned. Was he an asshole? He was kinda being a bit of a jerk right now.  
 
    The guy put the paper down and sighed. “Order some food and I’ll tell you all about it.”  
 
    Michelle smiled. The guy was sweet, sort of. Handsome too. He had high cheekbones and a chiselled jaw.  
 
    He was really handsome...  
 
    “Okay. I’ll order some food. I’m Michelle, by the way.” She stuck her hand out.  
 
    “Lucas,” the guy said, as he shook her hand.  
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    Lucas pulled into his drive and turned the engine off. He remained seated in the car, not wanting to go inside. After what had happened this morning, Hannah flew into a panic, screaming and shouting, then pacing up and down, demanding to know what he planned to do to get the girls back. After that, she blamed herself for what had happened. If she had killed Android in the hotel room, none of this would have happened. 
 
    Lucas comforted her best he could. Which wasn’t that great. He wasn’t really a talker. He wrapped his arms around her and tried to push her head onto his chest. That didn’t work so well.  
 
    Eventually, Lucas left the house. He had a body to dispose of.  
 
    He felt guilty for killing the guy. Not because he didn’t think the gang member deserved it, but because he knew he’d only made things worse for Anika and Jenny. Even if the gang leader kept the girls alive, the fact that he’d killed one of their own pretty much guaranteed Anika and Jenny were in for abuse.  
 
    Lucas spent most of the morning driving around, looking for a deserted farm, or a hole in the ground. He didn’t normally have to dispose of bodies in that manner. He usually killed Supers, cut them up, put them in bags and handed it over to Nicole.  
 
    He’d killed a gang member before, but that had been in town. It had been a shootout, a free-for-all. Lucas got caught in the crossfire. He just wanted to get the hell out of there. Whatever was going on, and he figured two gangs were having a pop at each other, he wanted to live. He’d had to kill the Normie to escape.  
 
    He didn’t have to worry about hiding the body. There were loads of other bodies lying on the ground that day.  
 
    After finding a remote location down a dirt track, Lucas dumped the body and headed back into town and towards his local café. What followed next was strange. Lucas didn’t like Supers much, for personal reasons. When the two Supers from the Authority turned up at his table, he struggled to keep the displeasure hidden from his face.  
 
    But then, Michelle, the Super wearing the incredibly tight outfit, there was something different about her. It was the face. It wasn’t just that it was cute, there was an innocence to it. And the fact that she wanted to pay for her food. No Super ever did that, not even those that weren’t part of the Authority.  
 
    Deciding Lucas couldn’t stay in his car forever, he reluctantly stepped out and walked up the steps to his front door. He found Hannah sitting at the bottom step on the stairs, her legs pressed together, her knees up, her chin resting on them.  
 
    She jumped to her feet as he walked in. “So?”  
 
    “So what?” Lucas asked.  
 
    “What are we going to do? How are we going to get Anika back?” she asked. “And Jenny, too,” she added as an afterthought.  
 
    “Well, we don’t have much of a choice, do we?” Lucas asked. When Hannah stared at him with raised eyebrows, Lucas added, “We have to kill the Super they want us to, and hope we get Anika and Jenny back.”  
 
    Hannah nodded. “Shall we go now?” she asked.  
 
    Lucas shook his head. “We’ll go tonight. Nicole’s the person I get the contracts from and she’s only there at night.”  
 
    “What are you going to do now?”  
 
    “I’m going to take a nap,” Lucas said.  
 
    Hopping around Hannah, he climbed up the stairs. There was a hole in the corridor to the left, where the grenade had landed. He peered down at the toilet below. That would need replacing too, as would the door in the spare bedroom. He would think about that another time. For now, he was going to rest.  
 
    After last night and this morning, he was suddenly feeling tired. Lucas walked into his room and collapsed onto his bed, face down. He heard the footsteps coming up the stairs, heard them walk down the corridor towards his room.  
 
    The door opened.  
 
    There was silence.  
 
    He knew Hannah was standing by the door, awkwardly.  
 
    “What?” Lucas asked, without raising his head or opening his eyes.  
 
    “I… I… Can I join you?”  
 
    Lucas raised his head and looked back at her. “In bed?”  
 
    Hannah’s face was stony, but her lips quivered as she nodded. Hannah loved Anika, more than he did, without a doubt. Lucas cared for Anika and would do whatever he could to get her back, but for Hannah, the black girl was her soulmate. And now, her soulmate had been stolen from their house, from their safe place.  
 
    She was feeling vulnerable.  
 
    “Yeah, sure,” Lucas said softly.  
 
    He dropped his head back onto the pillow and closed his eyes. He could hear movement, shuffling. But Hannah still hadn’t climbed onto the bed. And then, he felt her tug on his shoes. She pulled them off, and Lucas didn’t think much of it.  
 
    It was when she climbed the bed, but didn’t lie beside him, but instead grabbed his belt did he lift his head and look back.  
 
    Hannah was naked.  
 
    Lucas had never seen her naked before, not completely. He’d seen her breasts once when her towel fell. She’d caught it before it hit the ground and lifted it up quickly before staring at him like a crazy cat lady.  
 
    But now, Hannah didn’t look at him like an angry cat woman. She looked sad. “I just want some… body warmth,” she said.  
 
    “Um… yeah, cool,” Lucas said.  
 
    As she unbuckled his belt and pulled his jeans off, Lucas took off his top. A moment later, they were both in bed, naked. Lucas had one arm under her, the other rested on her waist as they snuggled. His cock pressed against her naked ass.  
 
    She didn’t complain, like she always did when she saw his cock. Her hand reached back and grabbed it by the end.  
 
    “It feels reassuring,” she said.  
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    After breakfast that they had closer to lunch time, Jocelyn took Michelle to her house, telling her she could crash there for a few nights until she found a place of her own and found her feet. Michelle was looking forward to a bed to sleep in, and one that hadn’t been slept on by many Supers fucking Normies.  
 
    Jocelyn’s house was the nicest one on the street. It still didn’t have anything on the little cottage she’d left behind in Lentville, but it was nice. Two terraced houses had been joined together, the walls were rendered and painted white. The front lawn was tidy, with neatly trimmed grass, the sort you saw on football pitches.  
 
    Inside, the house was nice too. It had wooden flooring. The corridor was wide, there was thick creamy carpet on the floor. In the living room, there was a large widescreen television attached to the wall. To the left, there was a shelf stacked with DVDs. The leather sofas stretched out at the pull of a lever. The kitchen had a marble counter in the centre. The floor was made of white marble, and there was a woman scrubbing it.  
 
    “That’s Patricia, my maid,” Jocelyn said.  
 
    The girl lifted her head and smiled up. She wore a French maid’s outfit, the slutty kind they sold for fancy dress parties.    
 
    “Come on. Let’s get you out of those clothes,” Jocelyn said, leading her upstairs.  
 
    That sounded good to Michelle. It was amazing how she could be wearing so little clothing, but still feel like she was wearing so much, on account of how uncomfortable it was.  
 
    Jocelyn stripped her clothes as she walked down the corridor, towards the shower. She turned the shower on as Michelle stood by the door. Standing under the water, Jocelyn turned to look at Michelle.  
 
    “You’re still dressed,” Jocelyn said, frowning. “What’s the matter, never been with a girl?”  
 
    “No… I have… Actually, left behind a girlfriend in Lentville,” Michelle said.  
 
    “What’s the matter then? Don’t find me attractive?” Jocelyn asked, as she rubbed her hands down her breasts.  
 
    “You’re hot,” Michelle said honestly.  
 
    “Come,” Jocelyn held her hand out.  
 
    Michelle walked into the shower room. As she came to the glass door, she stopped. Jocelyn took her hand and pulled her in and under the warm water. Jocelyn stepped back and watched as the water soaked Michelle’s clothes. Her nipples became visible as the cloth clung to her skin. As it covered her hot pants, the line of her pussy showed.  
 
    Jocelyn stepped forward and holding Michelle by the shoulders, she turned her around and unzipped her top. She let it drop to the white tiled floor.  
 
    “Put your hands on the wall, arch your back and stick out your ass,” Jocelyn said.  
 
    Her voice had changed. It was a clear command. Michelle placed her hands on the tiled wall and arched her back, sticking out her ass. Jocelyn came up behind her, her waist rubbed against Michelle’s bottom. She reached forward and grabbed Michelle’s breasts.  
 
    It was a gentle grab. She massaged the breasts, but then, her fingers pressed the nipples. As they tightened around her small pink nipples, Michelle closed her eyes and held back a moan. It was pleasure but pain too. The fingers continued to press, the pressure increasing until Michelle couldn’t hold back a cry anymore.  
 
    “Does that hurt?” Jocelyn asked.  
 
    “Little bit,” Michelle said, as she bit her bottom lip.  
 
    Jocelyn didn’t let up. She continued to press her fingers against Michelle’s nipples. “Whose bitch are you?” Jocelyn whispered in her ear.  
 
    Michelle groaned as the constant pain made her squirm. “Yours… I’m you’re bitch,” she grunted.  
 
    “That’s right,” Jocelyn said. “You’re my bitch.”  
 
    She bit Michelle’s ear. The teeth dug into her tender flesh. She gave a sudden squeeze on the nipples, causing Michelle to cry out. Jocelyn let go of the nipples and turned her around. And then, she slapped her across the cheek. It was a hard slap, and Michelle stared at her in shock.  
 
    Jocelyn grabbed her by the hair and pulled her head towards her breasts. “Suck on them,” she whispered.  
 
    Michelle didn’t know what was going on, she didn’t know what had happened to the nice girl she’d spent the morning with. But, she was afraid and on survival mode. She took Jocelyn’s left breast in her mouth and suckled on it gently. Her tongue wrapped around the nipple, giving it a gentle squeeze, something she knew Clarissa enjoyed.  
 
    Jocelyn ran her fingers through Michelle’s hair, stroking it, she whispered comforting words in her ear. Michelle felt her body relax. She pushed aside her fears and doubts about what the hell was going on and focused solely on Jocelyn’s breasts, on pleasing this woman.  
 
    Eventually, Jocelyn tired of having her breasts sucked. She pushed Michelle back roughly and stared at her. There was a hunger in Jocelyn’s eyes, like a lion looking at fresh meat that needed devouring. Michelle knew she was the fresh meat.  
 
    “Take off your pants,” Jocelyn said.  
 
    Michelle moved quickly to comply. She unbuttoned her pants and slipped out of them. Her pussy felt great to be free, but Michelle had little time to appreciate that. Her focus was on Jocelyn, and what the woman had planned next.  
 
    “Get on the floor, on your back. Spread your legs.”  
 
    Michelle dropped onto the cold floor and spread apart her legs. She felt exposed, vulnerable. Jocelyn circled her, staring down at her. Despite her position, Michelle couldn’t help but admire her tormentor. Jocelyn had perfect breasts and an hourglass figure.  
 
    Jocelyn came to stand by Michelle’s hips. She raised a foot and pressed it against Michelle’s cunt. Her body stiffened as she braced herself for more pain. But Jocelyn didn’t push down. She dug her toe inside Michelle’s cunt. It was the large toe first. She pushed harder, trying to fit in as many as possible.  
 
    “You’ve got a tight pussy,” Jocelyn said.  
 
    Michelle didn’t know how to respond, didn’t know if that was a compliment or the opposite. She decided to stay silent. It was better that way, to say less until she could figure out this woman that stood above her.  
 
    Jocelyn took her toes out of Michelle’s pussy and came to stand by her head. “Suck,” she commanded, as she raised her foot to Michelle’s lips.  
 
    Michelle took the toes in her mouth and sucked on them. She’d tasted herself before, when playing around with Clarissa. She tasted bitter-sweet. It wasn’t the worst taste in the world. She preferred tasting others, rather than herself. But she kept that fact to herself.  
 
    Jocelyn seemed to tire of her games, and Michelle was relieved by that. After sucking on her toes, they had a shower. Michelle soaped Jocelyn’s body, running her hands tenderly over the woman’s figure, caressing her breasts, her ass cheeks, feeling her pussy, rubbing her fingers gently against the clit.  
 
    When they were done, Michelle used the towel to dry Jocelyn before drying herself.  
 
    Jocelyn led her to the bedroom. It had a large four-poster bed in the centre. Taking her by the hand, Jocelyn led her onto the firm mattress and made her lie down on the bed. She climbed on top of Michelle and lowered her pussy onto Michelle’s face.  
 
    Michelle knew what was expected of her. She stuck her tongue out and began to lick earnestly. Jocelyn grabbed her breasts, squeezing them, pulling on the nipples, pulling the breasts. It hurt, but Michelle forced herself to focus on Jocelyn’s pussy.  
 
    As Jocelyn came close to an orgasm, the pulling and tugging of the breasts reduced. Jocelyn pressed down her pussy onto Michelle’s face, grinding at the same time, little moans of pleasure escaped her lips. When she came, she collapsed forward, her head landed by Michelle’s navel area, her pussy remained by Michelle’s face. She continued to lick, but gently.  
 
    “That was good,” Jocelyn said, her voice tired, but satisfied. “I like you,” she added. “I think I’ll keep you for a while.”  
 
    Michelle didn’t respond but continued to lick away. Strangely, despite what had just happened, and how unexpected it was, she didn’t hate where she was. She’d found some pleasure in pleasing this woman.  
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    Later that day, after a lunch prepared by the maid, Michelle sat naked in the living room carpet beside Jocelyn’s feet. She’d been naked the whole time she’d been in Jocelyn’s house. She didn’t have any clothes of her own to wear, and Jocelyn hadn’t offered to lend some of hers.  
 
    Michelle didn’t ask.  
 
    She was still trying to figure out what this was, what their relationship was, what the woman expected from her. Until she knew more about what this was, Michelle decided to play along. She was aware of the BDSM lifestyle, of one partner being dominant, the other submissive. It seemed Jocelyn had decided she was the mistress, and to use her own words, Michelle was the bitch.  
 
    It wasn’t the worst thing to be right now, in this new town that was so much bigger than her village, that had gangs, rogue Supers, and assassins, it seemed. What had happened to Android had to be an assassination. The two girls pretended to be prostitutes, lured the Super to the hotel, and then… Why did they kill him on the streets? Maybe some part of the plan had gone wrong.  
 
    “Jocelyn?” Michelle began, her voice quiet, soft, what she imagined would be submissive. “What did you make about Android’s murder?”  
 
    Jocelyn, who was sitting on the sofa, a book in hand, snapped it shut and looked down at her.  “What the old lady said?”  
 
    Michelle nodded. “It sounds like an assassination.” She told Jocelyn how she’d seen the two girls the old woman described the night before, in the hotel Raddison.  
 
    “Are you sure it was the same two girls?”  
 
    Michelle nodded. “A hot black girl and a white girl with red hair? Hard to be a coincidence, right.”  
 
    “Yeah… and the Normie, he sounded impressive, going toe-to-toe with a Super.”  
 
    The Normie did sound impressive. Going against a Super single-handedly, he had to have guts. Michelle had never heard of something like that, of a Normie going up against a Super, a one-v-one. It was like a mouse going up against a lion. There was no way the Normie could win. Supers had healing powers. They could literally take a million punches and get right back up.  
 
    Michelle wanted to investigate it further, but she didn’t have any clues on how to do that. She’d gotten pretty far, she figured. She’d started off with nothing more than a dead body. Now, she knew who the killers were, at least two of them. She just needed to find them. She was stuck on how to do that.  
 
    Buxworth Town was still a town and not a village. Everyone did not know everyone else.  
 
    “I know someone who might be able to help,” Jocelyn said.  
 
    Michelle sat up straight. “You do?”  
 
    “Awww look at you, you eager little puppy,” she laughed as she reached down and ran her fingers through Michelle’s hair. “There’s a place in town that sells guns, ammo, and Supers body parts-” 
 
    “Supers body parts?” Michelle interrupted.  
 
    Jocelyn frowned. “Yeah. Some Normies think they can gain powers by eating the heart of a Super. Or some dumb shit like that. The only powers they get is the ability to digest food in minutes, and have the need to shit it out,” she said, and then, as Michelle stared up, confused, added “Diarrhoea. They get diarrhoea.”  
 
    “Oh, right,” Michelle nodded.  
 
    “We’ll go tonight,” Jocelyn said. She then turned to look out through the living room window. “Oh. It’s already dark outside. Time flies when you’re having fun, doesn’t it?”  
 
    Michelle wasn’t sure fun was the right idea to describe what her day had been like, but she nodded politely.  
 
    “Come on then,” Jocelyn said, as she climbed to her feet. “Let’s get dressed. Can’t take you out in your birthday suit,” she giggled.  
 
    Michelle climbed to her feet and followed Jocelyn up the stairs. She felt her nakedness more as she walked behind Jocelyn, who was wearing loose-fitting striped pyjamas. Michelle had never missed clothes so much before.  
 
    Standing in Jocelyn’s bedroom before the floor length mirror, staring at her naked body as the Super rummaged through her wardrobe, she wasn’t confident she would like what was given to her.  
 
    She was right.  
 
    Jocelyn came and stood behind her, looking at her reflection in the mirror, she held a collar to Michelle’s neck. It was made of a soft fabric, and was black in colour, with a silver ring at the front. “Looks good on you, doesn’t it?” Jocelyn asked.  
 
    She looked like a sex doll with the collar around her neck. A sex doll made of flesh and bones. Knowing Jocelyn was waiting for an answer, she nodded politely.  
 
    “Say “Yes, Mistress”.”  
 
    Michelle swallowed. “Yes, Mistress,” she whispered.  
 
    Jocelyn slapped her ass. “Say it louder.”  
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Michelle said with more force.  
 
    Jocelyn grabbed her by the hair and led her to the bed. Using her hands, she made Michelle bend over and rest her head and breasts on the mattress. Her feet on the ground, her ass was exposed. Jocelyn took an ass cheek in each hand and squeezed them before pulling them aside.  
 
    Her thumb pressed against her little butthole. Jocelyn chuckled as Melissa’s body stiffened.  
 
    “Are you an anal virgin?”  
 
    “I… I’m not sure…”  
 
    “You’re not sure?”  
 
    “In the Town Hall, when I was paraded naked…. I think someone inserted a finger in my… my bottom.”  
 
    “Virgin asshole,” Jocelyn marvelled. “This will be so much fun.”  
 
    Michelle lifted her head and looked back at Jocelyn, a pleading look in her eyes. She wasn’t sure she was ready for her bottom to be violated.  
 
    “Aww don’t be a sour-puss. It’ll be fun,” Jocelyn said. She glanced out the window. “Fun for another night.” She slapped Michelle’s bottom. “Come on, get up. We don’t have all day to dress you.”  
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    Lucas fell into a deep sleep, his arms wrapped around Hannah, his knee resting on her hip. When he finally opened his eyes, it was dark outside. Hannah was awake, staring at him. He’d never been this close to her, physically, never noticed her eyes. They were hazel.  
 
    “Hey,” Lucas said. He took his leg off her and turned to lie on his back. “How long have we been asleep?” 
 
    “You’ve been asleep for a long time,” Hannah said  
 
    You’ve been asleep for a long time, she’d said. “Didn’t you sleep?”  
 
    “I did. For a bit,” Hannah replied.  
 
    “And then..?”  
 
    “I was awake. But you were asleep. You had your arms around me, and your leg over me. So, I stayed in bed. I looked at our body a bit,” she mumbled.  
 
    “You did what?”  
 
    “Wanted to see what Anika saw in you,” she said.  
 
    “Okay… so I was asleep, and you basically ogled my naked body?”  
 
    Hannah rolled her eyes. “It’s not like you’re shy. You’re naked around the house half the time.”  
 
    It was a fair point, Lucas thought. He wasn’t shy. He wasn’t a nudist either. He genuinely didn’t wear clothes around the house sometimes because it was just convenient. Like, after a workout, no one wanted to wear sweaty clothes. So, he took them off, stuck them in the washer, then headed up to shower. And if after showering, he was thirsty, he’d walk down, naked obviously, and get himself some water to drink before he put some clothes on.  
 
    “I touched your penis too,” Hannah said.  
 
    Lucas turned his head to look at her. She wore a sheepish grin. “Let me guess,” he muttered. “Wanted to see what Anika saw in it?”  
 
    “I get it,” Hannah said. “It’s a dildo.”  
 
    “My penis is a dildo?”  
 
    Hannah nodded. “I suppose it’s better than a dildo in some aspects. With a dildo, I’d have to hold it and push it in and out. But, with your cock, I suppose you’d do the pushing, wouldn’t you? It’s a bit of an upgrade, in that respect.”  
 
    Lucas stared at her in disbelief. “You do realise that dildos are based on cocks, and not the other way round, right?”  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Later that night, Lucas and Hannah set off for Broad Street. It was a long road in Buxworth, that was lined with shops on both sides. In the centre, there were stalls that sold foods, drinks and clothes.  
 
    Lucas parked the car a couple of streets away. He locked the door, and out of habit, pulled the handle to make sure it was locked. They set off for Broad Street. Lucas was dressed in his traditional trench coat, which weighed heavy on him, thanks to carrying his guns, ammunition, grenades and his Katana.  
 
    Hannah wore skinny black jeans and a leather jacket that she’d zipped up. She had two pistols hidden within the jacket. Lucas told her that would be enough. They weren’t coming for a fight. They were going to simply collect the file on the Super that needed killing to free their friends.  
 
    It was Hannah’s first time, and her nerves showed. She clung on to him, her arm around his, much like a girlfriend would do. Except, she wasn’t his girlfriend. She was a lesbian, to start with. A firm lover of the pussy, though he wondered how firm that love was after this afternoon, when she’d slept naked beside him, and examined his cock.  
 
    They walked on the pavement, arm in arm, as cars drove past. This was the busiest part of town. Broad Street was where goods were sold. The surrounding streets were where most of the clubs and bars were located.  
 
    As Lucas and Hannah walked down the pavement, hand in hand, Normies and Supers spilled out of bars and clubs, mixing in a way that was almost a relic of the past, when rich and poor rubbed shoulders in fancy restaurants, shopping malls, exclusive clubs. As with the latter, most of the Normies here were women, and they were attractive and dressed well. There were also gang members, identifiable by some form or other.  
 
    There were those that wore the leather jackets, strewn on the back was an eagle. Then, there was the gang that dyed their hair red. The very same gang that had stolen Anika and Jenny from him. Other gangs weren’t as easily identifiable, though any group of four or five guys and girls, wearing dark clothes with guns concealed within could safely be assumed to be in a gang. 
 
    Lucas wasn’t an anomaly. There were others like him that hadn’t joined gangs and went it alone. In the beginning, there were more. But as time went, they either died out, or joined gangs.  
 
    They walked past a club which had a small crowd standing outside, smoking. Some strange rules from before The Strikes had still persisted. Smoking wasn’t allowed in most of the clubs. You had to walk out for that.  
 
    As they approached the loud crowd, Lucas stepped onto the road to avoid them. He heard the jeers and whistles. Hannah stared at him in shock. She wasn’t even dressed provocatively. Lucas continued to walk. They’d come for one purpose, and one purpose alone. To grab the files of the Super that needed killing.  
 
    They almost made it past without incident.  
 
    He heard the glass bottle whizzing through the air. It was a subtle sound, one not many would have heard. Lucas turned around, and as the bottle was about to hit him on the face, he caught it with his left hand. His right hand was tucked inside is trench coat, his fingers wrapped around the cold metal of his pistol.  
 
    “Fuck that man,” a guy aged about fourteen and wearing a leather jacket and skinny jeans stepped out from the crowd of guys. “How’d you fucking do that?”  
 
    Lucas let the bottle hit the ground, his eyes on the crowd. They had been loud but weren’t any longer. The others in the street had also noticed the potential for confrontation. A silence spread across the street.  
 
    “I asked how you did that,” the boy shouted. 
 
    Lucas ignored him. His eyes shifted through the crowd the kid had walked out from. He was looking for the one in charge. They settled on a guy in his early twenties. He was a big guy, head shaved, he had a thick beard. Their eyes met, and eventually, the guy nodded.  
 
    He stepped out from the crowd and slapped the kid on the head before dragging him back into the crowd.  
 
    Lucas’s hand in his trench coat loosened around the gun. He turned, and taking Hannah’s hand in his, he continued down the street.  
 
    “What the hell was that?” Hannah asked.  
 
    “Just an idiot kid,” Lucas replied.  
 
    He explained to Hannah how there were lots of different gangs on this street. But they didn’t operate here. They were based around the outskirts of the town. This here, the territory in the town belonged to the Authority, the Supers under Mayer Carcass. The Mayor tolerated the gangs because they stayed out of his way. But if they started shoot-outs in his town, he would think of them as more than just a nuisance.  
 
    The kid was young, yet to know the rules of the streets. And there were rules, despite it seeming lawless.  
 
    Leaving the bars and clubs behind, they arrived at Broad Street. Before them was the main shopping area of Buxworth Town. It wasn’t the biggest town in the world. The street stretched a hundred houses overall, fifty on each side. Most had been converted into shops on the ground floor. In the centre of the street were stalls. About a hundred stalls in all, they backed against each other, a gap was left after every ten shops to move around.  
 
    The street wasn’t the busiest. At least, not now. Later in the night, the crowds from the bars would converge upon Broad Street to eat. 
 
    They walked on the path between the stalls on one side, and the shops on the other until they came to the alleyway. They stepped in and Lucas knocked on the green door. A hatch slid open, and a pair of eyes stared at him.  
 
    The hatch closed. The sounds of locks being pulled followed. The door opened, and a woman stood there. She pointed up towards the stairs. Lucas gave her a tilt of the head. With Hannah’s hand in his, he walked up.  
 
    There was a sofa on the landing. Lucas nodded at Hannah to sit down on it. He remained standing, leaning against the banister. There were four doors leading on from the landing. Lucas didn’t know what was behind two of the doors, though he could guess at least one was used for prostitution, based on the noises he’d heard coming from it in previous visits.  
 
    The door to their left opened. Lucas walked in, Hannah on his tail. He closed the door behind him. It was a small room. The walls were full of shelves, on which there were stacks of papers, and a few books. Lucas collapsed onto the worn-out sofa. It creaked under his weight. Hannah sat next to him, her hands under her bum, her shoulders hunched.  
 
    Opposite them, Nicole sat behind a desk with stacks of papers stapled together. Those were Super profiles. Most were never targeted. There weren’t many left like Lucas, many that hunted down Supers, for obvious reasons.  
 
    Sometimes, gangs had their feelings hurt by Supers. They put out hits to brag about to their little followers. Lucas imagined Mayor Carcass had a dozen or more hits placed on him. Some of them probably had tremendous sums of money attached to it. But didn’t mean anyone would ever take the hit on. No one was that stupid  
 
    “Do you know what happened?” Lucas asked.  
 
    Nicole nodded. “Sorry, Lucas.”  
 
    “Do you know much about the gang that took Anika and Jenny?”  
 
    “Jenny?” Nicole raised an eyebrow. “I thought they took Hannah?”  
 
    Beside him, Hannah raised her hand, like a girl in school, asking for permission to talk. Lucas pointed his thumb at her. “That’s Hannah. Jenny is some girl I met the other day. She was staying at the house when the gang turned up.”  
 
    “Oh,” Nicole nodded. “Nice to meet you, Hannah.”  
 
    “How did you know my name?” Hannah asked, as she shifted in her seat.  
 
    “Lucas mentioned you and Anika a few times,” Nicole said, smiling. “Nothing bad,” she added quickly.  
 
    She moved on to talk about the gang. They called themselves the Red Heads, hence the red hair. They were one of the larger gangs, more established than most of the others. They were based towards the northern outskirts of the town. Mostly dealt in drugs and weapons, but they owned a few farms and had a few shops in town.  
 
    The gang was led by a woman named Lena. She was aged twenty-seven, which made her one of the oldest people alive in this new world.  
 
    “Can you tell me anything else about her?” Lucas asked.  
 
    Nicole shrugged. “I’ve only met her a couple of times. I get bad vibes off her. She’s got this cold ruthlessness about her.” 
 
    “So, you’re telling me to kill the Super?”  
 
    Nicole shook her head. She picked up a paper sitting on her desk and passed it to him. “I’m sorry, Lucas, but you’re fucked.”  
 
    Lucas took the paper and stared down at it.  
 
    There was the picture of a man in his early twenties. He had blond hair slicked back. His lips were spread into a confident grin. He had a strong jawline, and a glint in his blue eyes.  
 
    “Is that Mayor Carcass?” Hannah asked.  
 
    It was.  
 
    The picture Lucas held in his hand was that of Mayor Carcass.  
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    Broad Street.  
 
    That was the name of the place they were headed towards. Michelle sat in Jocelyn’s car. She didn’t know much about cars, but she did know this was a modified Mercedes Benz. What make, she had no clue. The seating position was low. It hiked up her already short skirt to the point where, she’d placed her hands on her lap to keep her pussy slit hidden. 
 
    In the end, Jocelyn did dress her. A collar around her neck, a skirt so short, if she folded it twice over, it would have worked as a headband. And a leather jacket. Nothing underneath the leather jacket. No top, no bra. And Jocelyn had been clear that she couldn’t zip up the jacket.  
 
    She was glad Supers didn’t feel the weather as much.  
 
    When thoughts of positives faded away, she stared out the window, watching the dreary sight of broken terraced houses, lampposts on the ground, black bin bags piled up in front of houses. This is what she left Lentville for. Beautiful Lentville, with its trees, fields, lakes. Her little cottage. Clarissa.  
 
    She could call it quits. Any sane person would, wouldn’t they?  
 
    Call it quits and go back to her little village, tail between her legs. Back to her village where Mike was in charge, where Trevor stole, and hit girls that didn’t do what he wanted them to.  
 
    Because that was the only place she could go. Every other town would be the same, wouldn’t it? That’s what happened when a bunch of kids were given superpowers and all the grown-ups died.  
 
    Jocelyn parked her car by the side of the road. It was a quiet road, but there seemed to be an excessive number of cars parked on this road.  
 
    “It’s fun dressed like this,” Jocelyn said. “Like a Normie.”  
 
    Jocelyn was dressed like a Normie. She wore skinny black jeans and a white silky plunging top. She looked stylish, and hot, without looking like a slut.  
 
    Slut.  
 
    That’s what Michelle looked like. She wasn’t one to judge. She didn’t care what girls wore, if they walked around naked and fucked every cock in town. But this wasn’t her. She liked comfortable clothes and cuddles with her girlfriend, Clarissa.  
 
    As they walked down the street, and the slightest breeze caused her skirt to lift and expose her vagina, Michelle again wondered if she was crazy coming here, crazy to stay in this damned town. If it hadn’t been for this genuine opportunity to find a killer, she would have upped and left.  
 
    Biting back her feelings, she walked beside Jocelyn. 
 
    Buxworth Town was ugly.  
 
    The houses by and large all looked the same. Terraced houses, dirty brickwork, dull grey render, litter on the streets, lampposts missing, or lying on the ground across the tarmac. Why didn’t the thieves steal the fallen lampposts? Why did they take the ones that worked?  
 
    She hated this town.  
 
    They turned the corner, and before her, there was a sudden buzz. There were people on the street, there was music, there was the sounds of conversation, of laughter. 
 
    “What’s this?” Michelle asked.  
 
    “Most of the bars and clubs are on this street,” Jocelyn said.  
 
    “Are we going into one?”  
 
    Jocelyn shook her head. “Maybe another time, I’ll take you clubbing if you’re a good girl,” she winked.  
 
    They walked on the pavement, where crowds of mostly Normies milled about. The guys wore jeans and jackets, the girls were dressed in short skirts or skinny jeans and plunging necklines. Some wore dresses with incredibly high heels.  
 
    But none was dressed like Michelle.  
 
    She felt the eyes on her. There was no way to identify that she was a Super either. It was the whistling that first started, then the comments about how fine her ass was, about how she should show them her tits.  
 
    “You can hit one, just to send a message,” Jocelyn said.  
 
    Michelle raised a questioning eyebrow.  
 
    “Let them know you’re a Super.”  
 
    “But there’s so many of them,” Michelle muttered. “What if they fight back?”  
 
    “They won’t be stupid enough to attack Supers,” Jocelyn said.  
 
    Michelle didn’t feel the same. A Super had been murdered outside the hotel she stayed in. He’d been shot in the middle of the street, before having his head sliced off. Normies were brave in this town, definitely not to be underestimated.  
 
    There was a particularly large crowd outside a bar named Lightening. It had wooden chairs and tables outside, most stood around a pole that was on fire. The crowd was of men and women, all wearing leather jackets with an eagle insignia on the back.  
 
    Michelle knew they belonged to a gang. She just didn’t know what gang they belonged to. So when she walked past them, and a guy reached out and grabbed her pantie-less ass, she stopped dead in her tracks. His fingers had brushed against her pussy. She heard him laugh, and her body shuddered.  
 
    “Go on,” Jocelyn whispered. “Make an example of him.”  
 
    Michelle turned around to face the man. He was about her age, nineteen, maybe twenty. He wore denim jeans and a black leather jacket. His curly blond hair covered half his face. The other half was visible, as was his massive grin.  
 
    “You want some more of that?” he asked.  
 
    Michelle’s hands curled into fists that glowed blue. The guy’s smile instantly left his face as he realised she was a Super. He reached into his jacket and pulled out a gun. Michelle was quicker to fire. A ball of blue, like an orb, shot out from her hand and struck the guy in the chest.  
 
    It was like his body was that of a marionette, the strings attached to him were jerked back, causing him to fly off the ground, hurl back into the air, and crash into the ground twenty meters away. He lay on the ground, his body sprawled.  
 
    Michelle watched for movement, worrying she’d accidentally killed the man. She heard him cough, saw his hand move. He was still alive. She breathed a sigh of relieve.  
 
    “Where did that come from?” Jocelyn asked.  
 
    Michelle laughed nervously. “I didn’t mean to…” she had no idea she could strike so hard. But then, she’d never been so angry before. It wasn’t just because of the guy grabbing her ass. It was everything else. The frustration had built up, and she’d let it out on him.  
 
    Around her, the crowds became silent. She could feel all eyes on her. The group with the eagle insignia watched her with wary eyes. Some wore expression on thinly veiled anger across their faces. Michelle feared there was going to be a fight, and possibly dead bodies.  
 
    But her fears were unwarranted.  
 
    The crowd turned to face each other and their conversation resumed, as did the noise in the rest of the place.  
 
    Maybe Normies weren’t that brave… 
 
    “You’ve frightened them a bit with that show of display,” Jocelyn said. “They probably think you’re a high-ranking Super in the Authority. With powers like that, and dressed the way you are, maybe they think you’re Mayor Carcass’s bitch.”  
 
    There was a wary look in Jocelyn’s eyes. It didn’t go unnoticed by Michelle, nor did her comment about being Mayor Carcass’s bitch. She’d left behind Lentville because of Mike, who was supposedly more powerful than her. He was an asshole. Had she left behind one asshole to only come and work for another? An asshole that seemed worse. Did he have “bitches”?  
 
    They continued down the street, Michelle’s mind still wandering, she didn’t notice the man and girl opposite them, walking towards them.  
 
    Her shoulder struck his, and she blinked, being jolted out of her thoughts. “Sorry,” she muttered.  
 
    The guy didn’t reply. He had the same look she imagined she wore. He was in deep thought.  
 
    “Lucas?” Michelle asked.  
 
    “Oh, hey,” he said, his eyes finally seeing.  
 
    It was Lucas, the guy who’d paid for her food at the café. He was wearing that long black trench coat he had on earlier in the day. The bruises on his face were still as prominent as before. Standing beside him was a pretty girl with red hair. She was dressed casually, wearing jeans and a jacket. It was a plain jacket, no eagle insignia on the back.  
 
    She looked familiar. Michelle was sure she’d seen her before somewhere.  
 
    And then she remembered.  
 
    That was the same girl that she had seen walking arm in arm with Android, the Super that had died early the next morning. She matched the description of the girl that had fired at Android, before a guy wearing a black coat had sliced off the Super’s head.  
 
    The old lady had spoken of a fight between the Super and a Normie. A Normie that had gotten into a boxing match with the Super. The bruises on Lucas’s face, they could have been caused by being punched.  
 
    Michelle’s lips parted as she swallowed nervously. It was them, wasn’t it? It was Lucas who had killed Android.  
 
    “You did it…” she murmured.  
 
    “Did what?”  
 
    “You killed Android, the Super.” Her eyes flicked to the girl. “You were with the Super at the Raddison. You and a black girl.”  
 
    Lucas’s eyes widened. What happened next seemed to take place in slow motion. Michelle saw Lucas reach into his trench coat. She saw him pull out a gun of some sort. It was about a foot in length. The barrel was a couple of inches long. There was a small scope at the top.  
 
    But Lucas didn’t need to use the scope. He was standing a foot away from her.  
 
    Michelle raised her hands to create a protective field around her.  
 
    But she was too late.  
 
    Lucas pulled the trigger.  
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    Lucas couldn’t believe his luck. Lena, the leader of the Red Heads wanted him to kill Mayor Carcass. It was an impossible task. A suicide mission. His alternative was to steal the girls back from the Red Heads. Even if he did manage to find them, fight through dozens of gang members and free the girls, he would have to spend the rest of his days in hiding, fearful of retribution.  
 
    Neither option was attractive, and no matter how many times he played the scenarios in his head, Lucas couldn’t think of what to do, of how he could play this out and win. By winning, he meant getting Jenny and Anika out alive. And then, letting them live lives as normal as possible. 
 
    So deep in thought was he, he didn’t even notice Michelle as their shoulders collided.  
 
    From there, things took a drastic turn.  
 
    It turned out his worries were just beginning.  
 
    Lucas had killed many Supers. It was what he did. But he only survived because he picked his targets well. Supers that he knew he could kill if he planned carefully and caught them off guard.  
 
    Killing them was half the job.  
 
    Getting away with killing them was the other half. Lucas only picked Supers that he knew wouldn’t lead to retribution from the Authority. And he only killed sparingly. A Super every couple of months or so. Once he’d gone six months without killing one.  
 
    So when he bumped into Michelle and Jocelyn, two girls he knew were Supers, he wasn’t worried.  
 
    But from there, things took a drastic turn.  
 
    As luck would have it, there were witnesses to the killing of Android. Michelle knew what he’d done. She recognised Hannah from the hotel.  
 
    Lucas knew from experience that surviving in this new world depending upon instinct, on acting quickly, on making the move while he was still able to.  
 
    Lucas made that decision instantly. He pulled out his assault rifle, and not bothering to place the butt against his shoulder, he pulled the trigger just as Michelle raised her hands.  
 
    As the shots of fire rang out into the night, as the bullets left the magazine and burst out through the nuzzle, Lucas reached into his trench coat and with his other hand, he pulled out a pistol. Aiming for Jocelyn’s head, he pulled the trigger rapidly.  
 
    Lucas didn’t wait to see what happened. “Run!” he screamed at Hannah.  
 
    He turned to flee down the street. He didn’t make it more than ten feet before a spike shot past his ear and struck the lamppost beside him. Lucas didn’t look back, but he knew his plan hadn’t worked. He didn’t know which Super had fired the spike at him, but he knew his bullets hadn’t slowed the two Supers enough to buy him time to escape.  
 
    Anticipating more spikes and other weird shit to come flying towards them, Lucas grabbed Hannah by the arm and pulled her off the main street and down a narrow side street. As he did, a barrage of spikes flew past the spot he would have been standing. A second later, a large bolt of blue struck the wheelie bin by the mouth of the alleyway, causing it to puke out its contents.  
 
    There was a metal fence at the end of the alleyway. Lucas charged towards it, and without hesitating, he grabbed Hannah by the waist, and as she jumped, he pushed her up. She grabbed the top of the fence and as she pulled herself over, he turned and pulled out his long assault rifle.  
 
    “Don’t wait for me!” he screamed at Hannah, as he dropped to his knees, the butt of the rifle against his shoulder, he stared through the scope.  
 
    Lucas opened fire as the two Supers arrived at the mouth of the alleyway. He aimed for their torsos and struck Michelle twice in the chest. The Super staggered forward, taking the bullets, but refusing to go down.  
 
    He aimed for her head and pulled the trigger. At the same time, Jocelyn, who had her palms flat and facing him, let loose with her spikes. Lucas saw it happen. The skin of her palm opened up to a black hole, and from there, the wooden spikes shot out.  
 
    One struck him on the shoulder. His trench coat prevented it from piercing his flesh, but the force threw his aim off.  
 
    Instead of hitting Michelle on the temple, he struck her neck.  
 
    That finally dropped the Super, and distracted Jocelyn long enough for him to assess his situation.  
 
    His situation being that he was trapped in an alley with two incredibly powerful Supers. The bullets would only hold them back for so long, and with every shot the girls absorbed, they next shot would hurt less.  
 
    He couldn’t fight them forever. He needed to escape.  
 
    There was a green door to Lucas’s left.    
 
    Reaching inside his trench coat, Lucas pulled out a grenade. He grabbed the ring and pulled out the safety pin. Aiming for the grenade to land in-between both girls, he chucked it and turned his assault rifle on the green door aiming for its lock, he pulled the trigger.  
 
    As the lock broke free, Lucas kicked the door open and dashed inside. Behind him, there was an explosion in the alleyway.  
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    It wasn’t the first time Michelle had been shot. It still hurt as much. Her body was riddled with bullets. But she was going to be damned if she let Lucas get away. Gritting back the pain, she ran after him. And when she thought she was close enough, she threw a ball of blue at him.  
 
    Despite having ten or so bullet wounds in her chest, it was a good throw. The bastard would have been knocked unconscious if he hadn’t turned into the alleyway. Instead, it was a bin that exploded.  
 
    Being Supers, both Jocelyn and Michelle were stronger and faster than Normies. As she made it to the mouth of the alleyway, her chest didn’t feel like it was going to explode with every breath. She turned, hoping to catch a second’s breath and assess what to do.  
 
    For some reason, she’d imagined Lucas would have fled the scene.  
 
    The bastard hadn’t.  
 
    Instead, he was down on one knee, this time holding what looked like a fucking military assault rifle, the butt pressed against his shoulder, his eye on the scope. Michelle felt her anger begin to rise. The arrogance of the fucker. Instead of running, he was going to stay back and kill her? That’s what the fucker planned to do?  
 
    In her anger, she didn’t consider the fact that he might be trapped, that she was effectively walking towards a cornered animal. She felt every bullet that struck her. It was like being punched with a fucking fork. But still, she continued to press forward. She was going to get him, if it was the last thing she did.  
 
    And then, a bullet struck her throat.  
 
    Blood filled her mouth as she gasped for breath. She dropped to her knees, her hands around her throat, her chest heaving as panic set in. Supers were vulnerable around the neck.  
 
    “Fuck,” Jocelyn cursed.  
 
    The Super grabbed Michelle by her arm and dragged her back just as the ground exploded. The force knocked them both down. Michelle rolled on the ground, hands still around her throat, her head spun as bright lights circled around her. 
 
    Beside her, Jocelyn dragged herself up against the wall, where she rested with her back against the dirty brickwork.  
 
    As Michelle’s vision steadied, her eyes widened in horror. Jocelyn’s left arm was blown off from the elbow down. The Super had her right hand pressed against it, but blood still dripped out.  
 
    “Your arm,” she said, and then winced. Talking hurt more than her head did.  
 
    “I’m going to kill that fucking Normie,” Jocelyn growled.  
 
    “What shall I do?” Michelle asked in panic. “Shall I call an ambulance?”  
 
    “And how the fuck are you going to do that? Do you have a mobile phone? Do we have any fucking ambulances?”  
 
    Michelle feared the answer to both was a no. Well, she knew she didn’t have a mobile phone. The mobile signals were affected badly during The Strikes, and mobile phone factories ceased to operate. It was rare for someone to have a working phone and be in a place with good signal.   
 
    “I’ll be fine,” Jocelyn said. “My arm will heal. It might take a year or so, but it will grow back.” She nodded towards the end of the alleyway. “Go after him. Kill him. Make it fucking hurt before he dies. Make him tell you every dark secret of his before he dies.”  
 
    Michelle turned towards the metal fence at the end of the alleyway. The building on the left had a green door that had been kicked down. That’s where Lucas had made his escape through. She looked up at the building. It was four or five floors high. It wasn’t going to be easy to find him.  
 
    But she wasn’t going to give up.  
 
    Jocelyn rested against the wall, her eyes closed. The bleeding from her arm had reduced significantly. Her body was healing. As was Michelle’s. Supers bodies rejected foreign objects. The bullets that had penetrated her flesh and buried themselves in her, most had been pushed back out. Soon, those wounds would start to heal. She could feel it happening in her throat. It hurt less to breathe.  
 
    Lucas was an accomplished killer. Who knew how many Supers he had killed? And if he was killing Supers with indifference, how many Normies had he murdered? He was fast for a Normie, and he didn’t hesitate to pull the trigger, or throw a grenade.     
 
    If she could bring someone like that down, coming to this shitty town would just about be worth it.  
 
    With her jaw set in determination, Michelle ran towards the green door.  
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    Lucas sat on the floor, his back against the pillar, his eyes closed, he took in deep breaths and held them, before releasing slowly.  
 
    Having entered the building, Lucas dashed up a flight of metal stairs and ran into the only door that was at the end of the corridor. It was an empty room with dozens of large concrete pillars that had been rendered, but not painted. There were electrical wires hanging down from the walls and ceilings. The floor was made of thick structural slabs completely exposed. It looked like an office building in the works, but construction had stopped after The Strikes.  
 
    With adrenaline coursing through his veins, Lucas hadn’t realised how badly he’d been hurt. Jocelyn had hammered him with spikes, and though most struck his trench coat and didn’t cut into his flesh, his body still felt like it had been punched repeatedly by Mike Tyson.  
 
    More than that, there was a wooden spike stuck in the lower part of his left calf, in his gastrocnemius muscle. Lucas knew he couldn’t afford to pause and take a breath, but every step caused him pain. His body bruised and battered, he made it halfway through the open plan room before dropping to the ground.  
 
    He leaned against a rendered pillar and tore off his shirt. He pressed his left arm against his mouth and bit into the material of his trench coat. His right hand grabbed the end of the spike. Bracing himself, Lucas pulled it out. 
 
    He grunted into his arm as the pain shot to his head. Knowing there was little time to waste, he used both hands to bandage the wound with his shirt. Having done that, Lucas rested with his back against the pillar, eyes closed, he took deep heavy breaths, held them in, then let it out slowly.  
 
    The last twenty-four hours had been a complete and unmitigated disaster. All his careful planning, his cautious nature, it had done nothing to save him from the shit storm. The two Supers, Michelle and Jocelyn, they were stronger than most Supers. They would recover soon. Question was, would they chase after him, or would they call it a day?  
 
    He feared the younger one, Michelle, wouldn’t give up so easily. He’d splattered her body with bullets from a foot away. That barely slowed her down. She’d caught up with him in the alleyway. Dropping down to his knees, he could see himself firing away at her. Bullets with aim and precision, they hit the girl like hammer punches. He could see her feeling them. Knew they were hurting her. But the girl kept coming. It was like she was possessed.  
 
    Possessed with what? What drove the girl? Why didn’t she quit?  
 
    Fuck.  
 
    Even if he got out of this mess, there was the whole matter of Jenny, Anika, the Red Heads and Mayor Carcass.  
 
    Fuck.  
 
    “Fuck,” Lucas slammed his fist against the hard structural flooring slab. His next curse was silent. How the fuck could he have been so stupid to make a noise? It wasn’t a loud noise, but there was every chance Supers had super hearing too. Who the fuck knew what powers the freaks had?  
 
    Lucas’s worst fears were realised as he heard footsteps.  
 
    He opened his eyes and gathered his rifle. Turning quietly, he positioned himself flat on the ground, the pillar his shield, the barrel pressed against the concrete and pointed at the door.  
 
    The electrical work incomplete, the room was dark. And Lucas was grateful for that. The last thing he needed was to have been in one of those offices where the lights just turned on by themselves, as if by magic.  
 
    Being in the room longer, his eyes would be more adjusted to the dark. It would give him a slight advantage, one he would need to make count.  
 
    Lucas stared through the scope of the rifle and waited. He saw a shadow move across the door and cursed silently as he wasn’t able to pull the trigger in time. He adjusted his rifle to aim at the pillar nearest the door. That’s where the shadow had gone. It was most peculiar behaviour from a Super. They didn’t hide behind pillars. They charged into rooms like fucking dinosaurs.    
 
    Lucas saw a head poke out from behind the pillar. Even in the darkened room, he could tell it was Michelle. Her head slid out for a second before it disappeared again. Lucas adjusted his aim and waited patiently.  
 
    As the head poked out again, he pulled the trigger.  
 
    He fired a single shot.  
 
    It hit its target.  
 
    The Super fell to the ground, but as Lucas climbed to his feet, so did she. He stepped towards her, rifle pressed against his shoulder, eyes on the scope, he opened fire.  
 
    But the bullets did not strike the Super. They bounced off her, as if she were protected by some sort of force field.  
 
    That was probably what it was, Lucas feared.  
 
    This Super had more than one power.  
 
    Fuck, he cursed silently.  
 
    Swinging his rifle around his shoulder, he turned and began to run, while at the same time, he lobbed a grenade over his head. Lucas dashed towards the panel of windows at the far end of the room. Still far away, he aimed is rifle and shot at the glass, shattering it. His eventual plan was jump through the windows and hope to not break a leg or aggravate his already injured leg when he hit the ground.  
 
    As Lucas ran past another pillar, a large ball of blue shot past his head and struck a pillar four meters away. Lucas stopped in his tracks as he watched in horror. The ball of blue completely destroyed the pillar, smashing it in half, sending concrete and steel flying across the room. Large cracks appeared on the ceiling.   
 
    How fucking strong was this Super?  
 
    He turned to look back at her.  
 
    Michelle no longer looked human.  
 
    Her entire body was covered in a blue glow. She was naked too, completely, as if the glow had burnt off her clothes.  
 
    Lucas reached into his trench coat and grabbing grenades, he lobbed them at her direction, one after the other. Again, they struck a force field that surrounded her. But the damage they did to the room had an effect, and it gave Lucas an idea.  
 
    He rolled on the ground and dived under another ball of blue before he lobbed a carefully aimed grenade at the ceiling. The explosion sent chunks of the reinforced concrete crashing down on her. The invisible force field that surrounded her wasn’t strong enough to deflect a junk of concrete. It broke through, but at a tilted angle and struck her hand.  
 
    Michelle roared in anger and sent blue ball after ball firing in his direction. Her aim wasn’t the best, but she did manage to cause significant destruction to the floor, knocking down multiple pillars. The cracks in the ceiling widened and chunks of it fell down. Lucas began to worry if it would hold, or if it would come collapsing down on them.  
 
    He needed to get out of here, and soon.  
 
    In quick succession, he threw three grenades aimed carefully at the ceiling a few meters ahead of Michelle. As luck would have it, as the Super still came at him, the ceiling above her exploded. Large chunks of concrete fell down upon the Super, crushing her.  
 
    Lucas turned and ran towards the windows. But he never made it. All around him, the building was collapsing.  
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    Lucas was trapped in the now collapsed building. All around him, there was the rubble of broken concrete and bent steel. The air was dusty. It was hard to breathe. The floor had cracks in it too. Any moment now, it could give way and send him tumbling to his death.  
 
    The ceiling had collapsed all around him, to form walls of rubble. There were still three pillars standing though Lucas could see cracks on those too. Behind a large pile of rubble, Lucas could see blue light shining.  
 
    That could only mean one thing.  
 
    Michelle had survived.  
 
    He knew the only way to kill a Super was to chop its head off, but he’d been hoping that was the only way because collapsing a building on top of one wasn’t an option. Before running towards the windows to jump out, Lucas had seen her be crushed by falling debris.  
 
    How the fuck was she still alive?  
 
    Sighing, Lucas raised his rifle and held the butt against his shoulder. He wondered what good bullets would do to a Super that already walked off bullets, grenades and a fucking collapsing building. But still, it wasn’t in his nature to give up, roll over and die. He felt in his trench coat. He still had one more grenade. Maybe he could bring the whole building down with it as a worst-case scenario.  
 
    Lucas hobbled towards the rubble beyond which the light shone. Once there, he stuck his head around the corner.  
 
    Michelle was lying on the ground, her entire body glowing blue, she was buried up to the waist under chunks of concrete. The half he could see still looked fine… A Normie would have died by now. How the fuck did a blue crystal within a meteorite falling from the sky give them so much power?  
 
    At that moment, Michelle turned her head and looked directly at him. Her face flared in anger, and she pointed a hand at him. Lucas ducked behind the wall just in time to avoid the ball of blue that went flying past. It struck the rubble, and one of the three remaining pillars collapsed, and along with it, another barrage of debris came crashing down.  
 
    Lucas covered his nose and mouth with his arm and waited for the dust to settle. “Any more of that, and you’ll kill us both,” he shouted at Michelle.  
 
    “Fuck. You.” Came the response. “I hope you die a horrible death. I hope you get crushed in this building!”  
 
    Lucas dropped to his knees and rested against the rubble. “Jeez, why so angry?” he muttered.  
 
    “Because I fucking hate you! You’re everything that’s fucking wrong with this world!”  
 
    Lucas’s brows furrowed. He climbed to his feet and walked around the rubble. As Michelle came into view, he let the gun sling from his shoulder and raised his hands. “Wait,” he told her.  
 
    Michelle pointed her hand at him. It was curled into a fist and there was a large blue ball surrounding it. She stared at him through gritted teeth and rage in her eyes.  
 
    Lucas slowly sat down on the ground and leaned against the rubble, facing Michelle. The anger in her eyes faded some as she began to breathe heavily.  
 
    “You olrite?” Lucas asked.  
 
    “Yeah, I’m fine thanks. Just got a fucking collapsed building on top of me is all,” she growled. 
 
    Lucas smiled. “You’re tough. Never would have guessed you for being so tough.”  
 
    “Because I’m a girl?” Michelle asked, her lips tightening.  
 
    “Because most Supers don’t have any powers aside from being a bit stronger and faster. Oh, and immune to bullets and that crap. You’ve got at least two powers. If they gave Supers ranks based on their strength, you’d be pretty high up the list,” Lucas said. “Do they do that?”  
 
    “Do what?” Michelle asked, frowning.  
 
    “Does Mayor Carcass give you a rank based on your strength? I know you need to show your skills before they accept you as part of the Authority, right?”  
 
    “You work your way from the bottom,” Michelle muttered. “You seem to know quite a lot about the Authority?”      
 
    Lucas shrugged his shoulders. “I hear stuff like everyone else.”  
 
    “So what happens now?” Michelle asked.  
 
    Again, Lucas shrugged his shoulders. “I’ve never been trapped in a building with an extremely angry Super before.”  
 
    “I thought you were nice, asshole,” Michelle said.  
 
    “I’m not un-nice…”  
 
    “Oh, right. I’ve got half the fucking building resting on me, and how many times have you offered to help me out?”  
 
    “I let you out, and you’ll strangle me to death,” Lucas said.  
 
    “I can kill you from here,” she growled.  
 
    Lucas nodded. “But you’d probably bring the rest of the building down on you. Do you think you’d die if your head gets smashed like melon?”  
 
    Michelle stared at him with icy eyes. Lucas closed his own and leaned back against the rubble. The surface was jagged, with bits of sharp concrete digging into his back. He’d been careful to avoid the steel.  
 
    He hoped Hannah made it out. The girl was good at some things, but she lacked confidence. Without him, he wondered what she would do. She couldn’t continue to hunt Supers. She’d need to find a job. He hoped she didn’t go the route most pretty girls went these days, as playthings for Supers or powerful gang members, or as prostitutes for everyone else.  
 
    He had nothing against sex workers, so long as it was a choice.  
 
    Lucas’s mood soured as he thought about Anika. He liked the girl a lot. She was funny, and sexy. Hard combination to find, as hard as it was to find a handsome guy that was funny. Lucas knew he was good looking. He also knew he wasn’t exactly a charmer.  
 
    He’d failed Anika. There was no way he could free her now. This building wouldn’t hold forever. Any attempts in trying to dig his way out would probably bring the building down.  
 
    He barely knew Jenny, but he felt responsible for her too. She had literally given herself to him. That sort of trust came with a lot of pressure… and a lot of responsibilities. He remembered the guy in the cloak watching them as they killed Android. He was another Super, the one that had injected Jenny with the serum. Was it just a coincidence that he was there?   
 
    His problems were piling up like Russian dolls. One after the fucking other.  
 
    Lucas had always feared it would end like this. That he would die young and alone. He reached into his jeans pocket and pulled out the paper Nicole had given him. On it was a picture of Mayor Carcass. 
 
    “What’s that?” Michelle asked.  
 
    Lucas turned the paper to show the picture.  
 
    “Boyfriend of yours?”  
 
    Lucas frowned. “That’s Mayor Carcass.”  
 
    “Oh. I’ve never seen the guy. I got in town yesterday and signed up.”  
 
    Eager.  
 
    That was what Lucas thought of Michelle.  
 
    Which he supposed made sense. Not many Supers would have given chase to a guy that was armed with assault rifles and grenades. Despite being incredibly hard to kill, most of them liked to fight when they were certain they would win.  
 
    “The Red Heads, it’s one of the gangs in Buxworth. They kidnapped two friends of mine this morning. They want me to kill Mayor Carcass within two weeks or… or I’ll never see my friends again”  
 
    That was the deadline Nicole had passed onto him, along with her sympathies.  
 
    “Jesus… that’s grim,” Michelle muttered. “What are you going to do?”  
 
    Lucas let out a bitter laugh. “Now that I’m going to die here, it’s not a problem anymore.”  
 
    “So… what would happen to your two friends?”  
 
    Lucas closed his eyes and rested his head on a bit of jagged concrete that stuck out from the wall. “They’re going to die.”  
 
    Michelle cleared her throat. “That’s grim…”  
 
    “That’s life now,” Lucas said. “People die every day and no one bats an eyelid.”  
 
    Michelle scoffed and Lucas opened his eyes, an eyebrow raised.  
 
    “Oh come on! You’re part of the problem!”  
 
    Lucas’s lips set. “Go on.”  
 
    “Seriously? You need this pointed out to you? You’re a fucking assassin. You chopped off a Super’s head just earlier today!”  
 
    “His name was Android. He killed thirteen Normies in the past year and raped six more. Actually, he raped and murdered two women,” he muttered.  
 
    “Oh… I didn’t know that,” Michelle said, her face softened, but then, her eyes narrowed. “Every Super you’ve killed has been an asshole?”  
 
    Lucas nodded. “I read their files, and I only take ones that are scum.” Lucas let out a bitter laugh. He chucked the paper at Michelle. It landed inches away from her face. “At least, I only take the scum that I can kill.”  
 
    Michelle stared at the paper, before realisation hit. “Mayor Carcass isn’t bad,” she protested.  
 
    “Yeah? What makes you say that?”  
 
    “He’s the Mayor,” Michelle continued her protestation. “He’s in charge of everyone He created the Authority that’s bringing order to the town.”  
 
    Lucas chuckled. “Does it seem like there is much order in this town?”  
 
    “It could be worse. People are still living in houses, cafes and shops are open, there are some rules. It could be complete and utter chaos.”  
 
    Lucas closed his eyes again and leaned back against the jagged concrete. His thoughts drifted to a time when his dad was still alive. The memories were nothing spectacular, but they were pleasant. Until the final memory. When they were in a café. It was supposed to be a simple day out, nothing out of the ordinary.  
 
    “My dad didn’t die in The Strikes,” Lucas said, his eyes still closed. “He was one of the lucky few grown-ups. Maybe he wasn’t lucky…” Lucas opened his eyes. “Being a grown-up in a world turned upside down over night, watching as kids suddenly had superpowers, kids deciding what the rules were, deciding they could do whatever the fuck they wanted.”  
 
    Lucas stopped talking and took a deep breath. Rage coursed through his veins. He gritted his teeth as his nails dug into the floor. Lucas continued to take deep breaths in, holding it, before letting it out slowly.  
 
    “What happened?” Michelle asked. 
 
    “Mayor Carcass,” Lucas said. “He wasn’t Mayor back then. He was just an asshole picking on a kid in café Vinero. The same café we met in earlier today,” Lucas paused, before continuing, “When my dad stood up to him, Mayor Carcass punched him in the chest. Killed him with one punch. And then, he laughed and ran out of the café.”  
 
    “I’m so sorry…” Michelle said.  
 
    “I became what I am because I wanted to wipe the smile off that bastard’s face,” Lucas said. He lowered his head into his elbows. “I kept putting it off, saying I needed more training, more experience before I went after him. Now, I’m going to die in this place. My girls are going to die. Hannah will probably sell her body for sex to pay for food.”  
 
    Lucas closed his eyes once more. The air felt like it was getting thin. It was either that, or he would die from dehydration. There was a third option. He could die from his injuries. Though the bruises to his body would heal, his leg was hurt. He could feel the throbbing, the pain sharper. Was it better to end it? To simply pull the pin on the grenade?  
 
    “What if you didn’t die here?” Michelle asked.  
 
    Lucas opened his eyes and stared at her. 
 
    “I mean, if we worked together, I’m sure we could find a way out right. My superpowers and your-” she paused. “Not sure how useful you’re going to be to be honest. Your only talent is killing, and we kinda want to survive.” 
 
    Michelle grinned at him.  
 
    She was cute.  
 
    Despite himself, Lucas found himself rolling his eyes. “I’m guessing you need my help to free yourself?”  
 
    “Little bit stuck,” Michelle nodded.  
 
    “And once you’re free, how do I know you wouldn’t just kill me?”  
 
    Michelle’s eyes widened and her mouth opened in mock shock. “After we just bonded? We’re like buddies now, right?”  
 
    Lucas sighed. “Sure,” he muttered.  
 
    He didn’t believe her. You didn’t survive the streets by being gullible and falling for a pretty face with a nice smile. But he figured he didn’t have anything to lose. And this Super didn’t seem like an asshole.  
 
    He pulled himself up and hobbled over to her. Grabbing the piece of rubble at the top, Lucas set about freeing the Super.   
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    It was a strenuous task, made all the more difficult due to Lucas’s injuries. As the chunks of cement and steel became heavier, more pressure was applied to his injured foot. But Lucas kept on, now that he had a chance of surviving, and a chance of saving his girls.  
 
    Once Michelle was free, he helped her to her feet. The glow from her body faded as she slumped onto the ground, exhausted. Lucas took off his trench coat and passed it to her, on account of her not wearing any clothes.  
 
    She’d murmured her thanks, and commented on how his body was nice. Lucas did have a nice body. He hit the gym every day, and he watched what he ate. Which wasn’t as hard these days considering pretty much every major brand of junk food was no longer available.  
 
    After resting for thirty minutes, Michelle told Lucas to stand close to her. The plan was to surround themselves in her protective bubble, and then use her blue orbs to blast their way through. Lucas knew there was only so much her protective bubble could take. There was still the risk that they could be crushed to death.  
 
    But it worked out fine. Michelle blasted a way through, and they both leapt out of the building as it collapsed behind them.  
 
    It was still dark outside, and the street they landed in was deserted. Lucas led the way to his car. It was still there, of course. He had the keys. He wondered where Hannah was. He hoped she would make it back to the house.  
 
    Michelle took the driver’s seat. Lucas climbed in beside her and guided her through the town, onto the motorway, down the country lane and up his private driveway.  
 
    “Nice house,” Michelle commented, as it came into view.  
 
    As Lucas stepped out, Hannah appeared by the smashed front door. She ran towards him and hugged him tightly.  
 
    “Hurts,” Lucas muttered.  
 
    “Sorry,” Hannah said.  
 
    She stepped back. It was then did she spot Michelle. Instinctively, she reached into her leather jacket and pulled out a gun. She fired the first shot before Lucas could get a word out.  
 
    “Woah, easy,” he muttered, as he snatched the gun off her. “Are you okay?” he asked Michelle. 
 
    The bullet had struck her on the shoulder. She’d taken much worse, but now, her body sagged against the car.  
 
    “I’m fine,” she muttered.  
 
    “What’s going on?” Hannah asked.  
 
    “She’s fine,” he told her. “She’s with me… or, she’s not trying to kill me anymore, for now at least,” he grumbled.  
 
    Michelle remained slumped against the car, her breathing heavy, she closed her eyes. With an arm around Hannah, Lucas hobbled over to her and placed a hand on her shoulder.  
 
    “I’m okay,” Michelle said. “Just… exhausted.”  
 
    “Food and rest?”  
 
    “That sounds good,” Michelle mumbled.  
 
    They walked into the house at the pace of an elderly couple. Once in the kitchen, both Michelle and Lucas collapsed onto the hard wooden chairs. Hannah fixed them up with some heated stew and bread. They washed it down with water. Hannah showed Michelle up to the shower upstairs and gave her some of her clothes to wear. After that, she returned downstairs with the first aid kit.  
 
    Lucas closed his eyes and leaned back in the chair as Hannah got to work on his leg. She removed the shirt fastened around it and cleaned the wound before bandaging it up. After that, she helped him up the stairs and into his bed.  
 
    Lucas drifted off immediately, barely aware as Hannah took off his jeans and his boxers before she climbed into bed beside him, naked.  
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    Lucas woke the next morning to find himself naked in bed. Lying beside him and also naked was Hannah. She had one arm over his chest, her leg rested over his, her pussy pressed against his thighs.  
 
    Lucas was confused at what was going on. Why was Hannah naked in bed with him? She was a proper lesbian. Not even bi-curious.  
 
    For a moment, he feared they’d had a drunken night and ended up in bed together. He had the throbbing headache that would indicate a lot of alcohol. But his body hurt pretty much everywhere. Not just his head.  
 
    And then, it all came back to him. Everything that had happened.  
 
    Lucas let out a deep breath. It woke Hannah. Her eyes flickered open and she stared at him.  
 
    “Morning.”  
 
    “How are you feeling?” Hannah asked.  
 
    “Yeah… been better,” Lucas said. “Could have been worse.”  
 
    “Really? How?” Hannah asked.  
 
    “I don’t really know. It’s just something people say, isn’t it?”  
 
    Hannah didn’t reply. She untangled herself from him and lay on her back, though her side pressed against his. He figured she liked the body warmth and the comfort that came with it. Lucas stared out the window, wondering what time it was. The sun was up. It could be anywhere between 9am and 3pm. He figured it was later on in the day, on count of how hungry he was.  
 
    Hannah climbed out of bed. The light shone on her naked body, accentuating her curves.  
 
    “Breakfast?” Hannah asked. She glanced out the window. “…or lunch?” 
 
    “Sounds good,” Lucas said, sitting up, he slapped her naked bottom.  
 
    “Oi,” Hannah pointed a finger at him.   
 
    “Sorry,” Lucas said quickly. “Force of habit.”  
 
    “Well, force the habit down,” Hannah said, still pointing her finger at him. “I’m a lesbian. I prefer the cunt over the cock.”  
 
    “Totally get it,” Lucas said. “I prefer the pussy over the cock too.”  
 
    “You do… don’t you?” Hannah frowned. She came to stand over him, her breasts level with his face, she stared down at him. “I miss Anika so much,” she whispered.  
 
    Lucas took her hand in his. “I’m going to get her back,” he said.  
 
    Hannah climbed onto the bed and sat down on his lap, one leg either side of him, her pussy pressed down against his groin. She leaned forward and kissed him on the lips. It was a soft kiss. Her lips remained on his, and her chest, her breasts pressed against his chest.  
 
    Hannah took a deep breath, their lips parted, and she rested her chin on his shoulder. “Please bring her back,” she whispered in his ear.  
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    When they finally went downstairs, Michelle was already there, sitting in the living room. Dressed in Hannah’s striped pyjamas, she looked cute, sort of like the girl next door. Hannah cooked them up a lunch of grilled chicken and roasted vegetables. They were all hungry, and it was a silent meal. When they were done, Hannah left them to go down to the basement. She was going to run, to clear her mind.  
 
    Lucas opened up a bottle of what passed as whisky and poured some in a cup for Michelle. She took a sip, and made that face, like she’d just eaten an insect, one that was still alive and now trying to claw its way out of her throat.  
 
    “You’ll get used to it,” Lucas said, laughing.  
 
    “Doubt it,” Michelle muttered, though she took another sip.  
 
    They drank in silence, and Lucas felt the alcohol numb some of his pain. After his third glass, Michelle, who had been watching him with a wary eye, decided to take the bottle away from him. Lucas didn’t resist. He slumped in his chair and sighed.  
 
    “What are you going to do?” Michelle asked.  
 
    “I’m going to wait for you to go and then I’m going to help myself to another bottle of whisky.”  
 
    Michelle smiled. “I meant about your girls, Anika and Jenny, isn’t it?”  
 
    Lucas shrugged his shoulders. He’d been trying not to think about that. It was a real bummer, and the purpose of drinking was to rise above the bum-ness. He stared at the kitchen cupboards. A dark grey in colour with silver curved handles, he wondered what type of wood had been used. The floor was made of wood too. There was real craftsmanship in both bits of woodwork… woodwork?  
 
    He wondered what he would have become if The Strikes hadn’t taken place. He’d enjoyed playing football, but that wasn’t a sensible career choice, was it? There weren’t many sports around these days, at least, not in Buxworth. In London, apparently, they’d brought back some form of Gladiators.  
 
    Normies fought Normies and Supers fought Supers in a ring.  
 
    Jesus. London sounded brutal. Compared to that, Buxworth was almost a paradise.  
 
    Lucas turned to look at the girl sitting opposite him.  
 
    The red-haired girl with the patch of freckles on her cheeks. Michelle, her name was. She was pretty. And he’d seen her naked. “I’ve seen you naked,” he told her, grinning.  
 
    There was a glint in Michelle’s eyes as she watched him.  
 
    “It’s okay,” Lucas told her. “You’re hot. Great tits,” he laughed.  
 
    “How much have you had to drink?”  
 
    “Not much,” Lucas muttered. “I’m not really a drinker.” He stared at her face, her eyes, her lips, her cute little nose. “You’re pretty.”  
 
    Michelle took another sip of her drink. “Thanks. You’re not bad looking either.”  
 
    “Not bad looking?” Lucas frowned. “I’m fucking handsome,” he declared. “I’m fucking awesome too. I mean, for a Normie, I’m fucking brilliant.”  
 
    Michelle laughed. “Modesty not one of your talents.”  
 
    Lucas raised the glass to his lips and was about to take another sip. But it was empty. He sighed. “It doesn’t matter how awesome I am… I’m still a Normie…. I could never kill Mayor Carcass. I know I can’t do it. He’s too strong for me. He always will be.”  
 
    Michelle reached across the table and placed her hand on his. Lucas met her eyes. There was kindness in there, something he had not seen for a long time.  
 
    “You don’t have to do it,” Michelle said. “You don’t have to kill Mayor Carcass. I can help you get your girls back. But Mayor Carcass doesn’t have to die. He killed your dad, and you feel you owe it to your father to avenge him, but that’s only going to get you killed.”  
 
    Lucas opened his mouth to respond, but what that response was going to be, he completely forgot.  
 
    There was a man standing by the kitchen door. He was wearing a black cloak that had a hood on it. The hood was drawn over his face.  
 
    The man pulled the hood back to show a scrawny face with pale skin. “You must be Lucas,” he smiled.  
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    There was nothing like a Super standing by the door to his kitchen to completely negate the effects of alcohol. Lucas felt alert. His mind raced as he played out scenarios in his head.  
 
    This was the same guy that had stood in the street as he despatched the Super Android. He matched the description Jenny had given of the Super that had her captive, the one that injected her with the serum, the one that enslaved her, treated her like a piece of meat.  
 
    Vengeance, his name was. 
 
    He was a bad guy.  
 
    Lucas didn’t know much about the Super or his powers, how strong he was. Lucas was sitting in the kitchen, his Katana was upstairs, by his bed. He couldn’t kill the guy just yet, but he could buy time. Lucas reached under the table and grabbed the shotgun that had been taped under it.  
 
    Guns had been placed around the whole house for scenarios like this.  
 
    Lucas pulled it free, aimed at the Super and pulled the trigger. It struck the Super in the chest and sent him crashing back against the storeroom door. Lucas jumped to his feet. He had one more bullet to fire, and he was going to make it count.  
 
    But as he moved towards the Super, Michelle grabbed the barrel and easily pulled it off his hands.  
 
    “What the hell?” Lucas growled.  
 
    As the Super staggered forward, Michelle got in-between the two. She threw the shotgun aside and raised her arms, holding them back.  
 
    “Stop!” she shouted.  
 
    The Super did stop, though he was no longer smiling. His jaw set, his black cloak was now dotted with red.  
 
    “What is it with you?” Michelle growled at him.  
 
    “What’s wrong with me?”  
 
    “Yes. Shoot first? Do you even ask questions after?”  
 
    “There’s a Super in my house,” he pointed at the guy just in case Michelle had missed it.  
 
    “Just stop,” Michelle told him, her voice came out scolding, as if he were a kid.  
 
    Lucas frowned. It had been a really long time since anyone had taken that tone with him.  
 
    Michelle ignored his pout and turned to the Super. “Sorry my friend here shot you. He’s kinda all brawn and little brains. We’re all going to sit down and talk it out like adults. Is that okay?”  
 
    The Super nodded.  
 
    Lucas stepped back cautiously, his eyes on the Super, he pulled his chair out from the table and placed it near the kitchen drawer towards the garden door. There were two pistols in that cupboard, if things went to shit.  
 
    “Introductions first?” Michelle asked.  
 
    “He’s a Super named Vengeance,” Lucas muttered.  
 
    The guy smiled. It was a creepy smile, showing his teeth, of which two were missing, and the remaining all stained.  
 
    “You know of me then,” Vengeance said.  
 
    “Okay wait,” Michelle held up her hand. “I know it’s cool and all to have Super names, but… what’s your real name?”  
 
    Vengeance frowned at her. “My… real name?”  
 
    She nodded. “Before you got your superpowers, before The Strikes?” When the guy continued to stare at her blankly, she added, “Your parents didn’t name you Vengeance, did they?” 
 
    “What the hell are you doing here?” Lucas growled. “How did you even find me.”  
 
    The smile appeared back onto the Super’s face. “You’ve got a bit of me inside you.”  
 
    “That sounds creepy,” Michelle muttered.  
 
    “The serum?”  
 
    Vengeance nodded. “I’ve been watching you. It worked, didn’t it. You control Jenny completely now, don’t you? Her body is yours to command.”  
 
    “Time-out,” Michelle said. She turned to look at Lucas. “What the hell is he talking about?”  
 
    Lucas updated her on what had happened, how he’d met Jenny in the café Vinero. A gang member tried to make her his own when a Super strangled him to death. Because he was such a good guy, at which point Michelle smirked, Lucas followed them out. He found the Super trying to rape Jenny, so he killed him.  
 
    Michelle’s smirk disappeared at that.  
 
    Lucas continued the story, telling how Jenny injected him with something that she later claimed to be a serum of two parts, one part Slave, the other part Master. The Slave part had already been injected in her by a Super named Vengeance. She injected him with the Master serum. It would eventually give him total power of her. So far, all it had given him was excruciating pain.  
 
    “There was a 50 percent chance I’d die,” Lucas said, now looking at Vengeance. “Does that mean I survived?”  
 
    “You’re alive, aren’t you?” Vengeance said, smiling widely. He raised his hands and spread them apart, as if he were giving a sermon. “My serum works!”  
 
    “Jesus fuck,” Michelle cursed. She raised a hand to her forehead, as if nursing a terrible migraine.  
 
    “Can I kill him now?” Lucas asked.  
 
    “No!” Michelle said quickly.  
 
    Lucas turned his attention onto the Super. “What happens now?”  
 
    “I want to see a demonstration of my serum’s power,” Vengeance said. “Where is Jenny?”  
 
    “No idea,” Lucas said. “The Red Heads kidnapped her. But even if they hadn’t, there is no way in hell I’d give you a demonstration.”  
 
    “You don’t know where she is?” Vengeance asked, frowning. “Why don’t you take a look?”  
 
    “What now?”  
 
    “You should have total control over Jenny. You can possess her mind and see where she is being held,” Vengeance said.  
 
    Lucas felt stupid for saying it, but the words slipped out. “What now?”  
 
    “I tested it on mice first, to make sure it worked before I injected Jenny with the serum. I’m not a total monster,” he laughed.  
 
    “What?” Michelle asked, now rubbing her head.  
 
    Lucas was glad Michelle was getting in on this.  
 
    Vengeance explained that his superpower was the ability to read minds. He had injected two mice with the Master and Slave serum. He’d read their minds to see how it worked, and it worked better than he could have imagined. The Master mouse entered the Slave’s mind and controlled its body.  
 
    “That your only power then?” Lucas asked. 
 
    Vengeance frowned. “You’re thinking of killing me. Why?”  
 
    “Surely you should be able to read that part of my mind too,” Lucas muttered.  
 
    Vengeance shook his head. “There’s too much interference. Most of your brain is full of hatred for Mayor Carcass. You care about your girls… and , you think Michelle is cute?”  
 
    “You managed to read that tiny detail?” Lucas asked, his cheeks reddening.  
 
    “Who’s Michelle?” Vengeance asked.  
 
    Michelle raised her hand, as she glanced at him.  
 
    “What?” Lucas muttered. “I think you’re cute. I know I’m hot.” He looked down at his feet, his cheeks now definitely red like fucking roses.  
 
    Michelle’s lips twitched and she opened her mouth to speak, but stopped suddenly.  
 
    “What?” Lucas asked.  
 
    “Why don’t we do that? Why don’t you take a look to see where Jenny is? We can save her.”  
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    Lucas sat on the kitchen chair, his legs folded beneath him, his hands rested on his knees. His eyes were closed. He focused on trying to find Jenny.  
 
    Naturally, it didn’t work.  
 
    Lucas opened his eyes.  
 
    “Did it work?” Michelle asked.  
 
    Both Michelle and Vengeance had pulled their chairs close to him. Michelle’s face was inches away from his, which Lucas didn’t mind. Vengeance’s face was also inches away from his. That, Lucas minded very much.  
 
    Michelle waved her hand in front of his face.  
 
    Lucas grabbed hold of it. “It didn’t work,” he snapped. “This is stupid,” he muttered, unfolding his legs, he pushed back on his chair until it came up against the kitchen cupboards.    
 
    “You can’t just give up!” Michelle protested.  
 
    “Why do you care?” Lucas asked.  
 
    “Why do you think I came to Buxworth? Because I wanted to make a difference, asshole. I want to use my powers for good and help people. Is that so wrong?”  
 
    It wasn’t wrong.  
 
    In fact, it was the opposite of wrong.  
 
    Lucas felt bad for snapping at her. His mind was overloaded. He’d been sitting in a kitchen in a fucking yoga pose because Michelle thought that might help. All the while, the clock was ticking.  
 
    He had less than two weeks to kill the most powerful Super in town, a guy he had a personal grudge against, one he would have already tried to kill if there was even an ounce of a chance of him succeeding.  
 
    But Lucas knew he couldn’t do it. He wasn’t strong enough to kill Carcass. He felt angry, frustrated, and at the same time, he felt like he’d failed his dad. Now, he was failing Anika and Jenny. He felt like a coward.  
 
    “Try again,” Michelle said.  
 
    “Ya dude, it can’t be that hard. A mouse managed to do it,” Vengeance chipped in. “I’m hungry,” he added.  
 
    Lucas frowned. “You haven’t done something with Hannah have you?”  
 
    “Hannah?” Vengeance asked. “The girl in the basement?”  
 
    “What did you do to her?” Lucas asked, rising to his feet.  
 
    “Nothing,” Vengeance said. He closed his eyes, then opened them a second later. “She’s still in the basement.”  
 
    “You can sense where people are?” Michelle asked, and when Vengeance nodded, she whispered to herself, “That could be useful.”  
 
    Lucas sighed. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. He thought of Jenny, remembered her pretty face, and from there, inadvertently, he thought of her long legs, the short skirt she wore that wrapped around her curvy ass. He felt movement in his groin. Fuck, he was getting turned on… what the fuck, he cursed.   
 
    Lucas opened his eyes. “Not working,” he muttered.  
 
    “You’re doing it wrong, dumbass,” Vengeance said. “You’ve got way too much crap in your head. You need to clear all of that and look for her. She’s part of your brain. Don’t think of her as sex on legs.”  
 
    “Were you reading my mind?” Lucas asked.  
 
    Vengeance nodded.  
 
    “Don’t do that, or I’ll fucking shoot you in the head. Go on, read my mind and see if I’m lying,” Lucas growled.  
 
    Vengeance glanced at Michelle. “That’s a trap, isn’t it?”  
 
    “Probably unintentional,” Michelle muttered. “He’s just really angry. Also, don’t you dare read my mind,” she pointed a finger at him. “Don’t read his either,” she warned, before turning to Lucas, she said, “Try what he said please. Clear your mind of everything and… look for her.” 
 
    “In your brain,” Vengeance added.  
 
    “Look for her in my brain,” Lucas repeated, his face dead still, and when Vengeance nodded eagerly, he muttered “fuckwit,” under his breath.  
 
    Lucas closed his eyes and tried to clear his mind. Not an easy thing to do. He started off by thinking of things not to think about. That was a fucking disaster. Then, he decided to think of an empty room. He made the room pitch black because the previous choice of mint-colour for the walls had him wondering why anyone would paint their walls mint-colour.  
 
    That didn’t work.  
 
    He began to see white spots in his darkened room.  
 
    Somehow, Lucas started to think about his dad. The first couple of months after The Strikes, life had been quite good for Lucas. He still had his dad, and there was still some form of law and order as the world tried to go on. It was the food he remembered most. It was amazing how good cooks’ grown-ups were back in the days. Compared to what he was eating these days, his dad’s food tasted like Gordon-Fucking-Ramsey’s.  
 
    Lucas’s lips spread into a small smile. He felt calm and at relative peace. He held onto that peace as memories of his dad faded, as his mind finally seemed clear of everything.  
 
    And then he felt it.  
 
    It was like a box in his brain. A box that was too big, that was full of stuff and bursting at the seams. Somehow, Lucas approached the box. It came into view. It was like a treasure trove. The lid was shaking, like there was something inside.  
 
    Lucas grabbed the lid and opened it. He felt a sudden jolt, like he was leaning back, his chair resting on two legs, it suddenly tilted back, causing him to hit the ground with a thud.  
 
    Lucas jolted.  
 
    And when he opened his eyes he was no longer in his kitchen.  
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    Lucas opened his eyes. He was standing in a bright room lit by long tube lights attached to the ceiling. There was a door to his left, in-front of him were windows with red curtains draped across.  
 
    The room was completely empty.  
 
    Lucas tried to move.  
 
    That’s when he realised his hands were raised above his head. Rope had been fastened around his wrists and tied to a hook hanging down from the ceiling. His feet were spread four feet apart by a metal pole that had manacles at each end.  
 
    There was a rope around his waist that had been fastened to- 
 
    Fuck.  
 
    He was in Jenny’s body.  
 
    He had breasts and a cunt.  
 
    He was naked.  
 
    Pressed against his back was Anika. She was naked too. Her arms were above her head, fastened to the same hook. A metal bar kept her legs spread apart, and thick rope was fastened around their waists, tying them together.  
 
    “Holy fuck,” Lucas muttered.  
 
    It had worked.  
 
    He was in Jenny’s body.  
 
    Getting over the initial shock of what had happened, Lucas began to realise the situation he was in, the situation the girls had been put in. They’d been stripped naked and hung from the ceiling, their legs spread apart to expose their cunts.  
 
    Lucas felt the pain of Jenny’s body. Her breasts and her pussy had been specially targeted. He glanced down at her naked body. There were purple bruises on her nipples and dark red lines across her pussy.  
 
    “Anika?” he called her name. There was no response. Lucas worried she might be dead. But then, he realised her naked body pressed against his was warm. He shuffled his bum against hers. “Anika?”  
 
    “What?” came the response. Her voice was tired.  
 
    “What did the bastards do to you?”  
 
    “What?” This time there was confusion in her voice. 
 
    “It’s Lucas,” he said.  
 
    “What?” Anika turned her head. “Where’s Lucas?”  
 
    Lucas looked back at her. “Here,” he said. “I’m in Jenny’s body.”  
 
    She stared at him with her dark eyes. There was tiredness in them. “I don’t know what that means…”  
 
    Lucas told her what had happened, how Vengeance, the Super that had injected Jenny with the serum turned up at their house. He told Lucas that he should be able to take full control of Jenny’s body as the process was complete now. And that’s how he’d ended up here.  
 
    “Vengeance sounds like a creep,” Anika said, when Lucas finished talking.  
 
    “Proper perv,” Lucas said. “Do you know where you are?”  
 
    Anika nodded. “We got off at the third junction on the M39. A34 until you see the exit sign for Crowley. Third exit on the second roundabout, straight road down until you see a large wrought-iron gate. There’s a stone tablet attached to the brickwork of the fence. Says,” she paused to think, her brows furrowing. “Wayne Manor, I think…”  
 
    “Like… batman?”  
 
    “I think so… It’s a three-story building. Traditional country type, big windows, grey stoned walls. There’s one entrance at the front. Walk in, stairs to the left will lead you up to the second floor. This room is the third door to the left.”  
 
    “That’s… that’s brilliant,” Lucas said. “I mean… good stuff.”  
 
    “No,” Anika said.  
 
    “No?”  
 
    “They’ve got this place secured like they’re protecting the fucking queen of England. There are thirty to forty Red Heads, each armed to the teeth. Assault rifles, bullet proof vests, grenades.” 
 
    “That’s a bit excessive,” Lucas murmured.  
 
    “There’s something else here,” Anika said. “One of the guys said something about trying the green crystal on me. Wanted to watch me light up.”  
 
    Green crystal?  
 
    Lucas knew about the blue crystals. Everyone did. The millions of small little meteorites that struck the earth and caused mass death and destruction, some of those meteorites contained blue crystals. It was those crystals that gave the Supers their powers.  
 
    There were still some Normies on the hunt for blue crystals that remained intact within meteorites. Lucas didn’t believe they existed, but he could see the allure. Who wouldn’t want to be a Super? Especially in this new world where might was right.  
 
    “I’m going to come and get you tonight,” Lucas said.  
 
    “Weren’t you listening?” Anika asked. “You can’t come here on your own. It’s better to do what they say and kill the Super.”  
 
    “The Super they want me to kill is Mayor Carcass.”  
 
    “Oh.” Anika’s face fell. Her body sagged, as if her last remaining hope had been sucked away from her. “I think you should leave us here, Lucas. It won’t make sense for us all to die.”  
 
    “I’m going to get you,” Lucas insisted. “I have the element of surprise and I have a Super on my side.”  
 
    “A Super?” Anika asked. “You’re working with a Super?”  
 
    “Long story,” Lucas said. “I’m going to go now. Jenny will be back. Maybe don’t tell her the plan, or that we talked. I don’t know how strong she is mentally, if you know what I mean.”  
 
    “I won’t tell her, but she’s pretty darn tough, Lucas. The abuse they gave her cunt, not once did she break down and beg for mercy.”  
 
    “I’m going to come and get you tonight, and I’m going to kill them all,” Lucas said darkly. He twisted his neck and kissed Anika on the lips. “I’ll see you soon.”  
 
    Lucas closed his eyes and tried to clear his mind. It was harder said than done. Being in a woman’s body felt strange. It didn’t help that there was an itch just near Jenny’s twat. With his hands being tied up, he couldn’t scratch it.  
 
    His anger wasn’t helping either. He was going to kill all of these bastards when he got here. Every single one of them. Jenny’s body was showing signs of a lot of abuse. There was no need for any of this.  
 
    Lena took the girls to ensure he complied. There was no need to torture them, to hang them from the ceiling. The bar that kept the girls’ legs spread out made him feel especially vulnerable. He knew why they’d done that. To give them easy access to the cunt. And to humiliate the girls.  
 
    “Jenny?” Anika said.  
 
    “No. Still Lucas,” he muttered.  
 
    “Oh…”  
 
    “Having a little trouble leaving the body,” Lucas said.  
 
    “Oh… that doesn’t sound great,” Anika said.  
 
    Lucas closed his eyes and took a deep breath. He tried to remember how he cleared his mind in the first place. It had started with a happy thought. So Lucas thought of something that brought him joy. He was in bed with Anika, snuggling up, they were silent. Sometimes, it was better that way. Lucas smiled.  
 
    As the memory faded, his mind cleared. Lucas found the box in his head, and a moment later, he was back in his own kitchen, staring at Michelle and Vengeance.  
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    They set off later that night. Lucas’s leg had recovered mostly. Sure, it still ached constantly, and if he accidentally bumped it into something else, it really fucking hurt. There were bruises on his body too, from Jocelyn’s spikes.  
 
    But, other than that, he felt fine.  
 
    He had on his trench coat. He’d filled it with as much equipment as possible. One assault rifle with a silencer attached to the end, a couple of pistols, his Katana, magazines around his waist, a bunch of grenades in various pockets. The trench coat was heavy. It would weigh down on him. But Lucas didn’t plan on spending long there.  
 
    In the car with him was Hannah, who wore her bullet proof leather jacket, and black jeans. She carried a sniper resting against her chest. Michelle was also with them. She’d dressed in some of Hannah’s clothes. A black jumper and denim jeans.  
 
    The final person in the group was Vengeance.  
 
    Lucas hadn’t been keen about the Super joining them, but Michelle thought his ability to sense how many humans there were and where exactly those humans were would be useful.  
 
    Michelle had volunteered to drive, but Lucas insisted he do it. As they drove down the motorway, he was regretting it some. Pressing down on the clutch or break with his left leg wasn’t fun. The constant ache was increasing in ferocity.  
 
    He didn’t mention it though. He couldn’t let them know that he was not at a hundred percent. The drive to the Red Heads base was a quiet one. The motorway was dark and devoid of lampposts, the only light coming from the reflection of the cat’s eyes dug into the tarmac. 
 
    Above, the sky was clear, and the moon shone brightly.  
 
    Lucas turned off at the third junction and followed the A39 until he spotted the sign for Crowley. Getting off, he went straight at the first round about and took the third exit on the second roundabout.  
 
    It was a narrow country lane he was driving down now, one that didn’t have any cats’ eyes, only the yellow road markings. Lucas didn’t know how far the house was down this road. The trees and bushes growing on either side weren’t thick enough for a car driving down with its headlights on to be missed by any Red Heads on watch. He switched his lights off, and as a result, his speed dropped dramatically.   
 
    Eventually, they passed a large wrought-iron gate supported by grey stone pillars on either side. Payne Manor, it read in black letters on a plaque. So, not Batman. Lucas didn’t stop by the gate. He continued to drive for another half mile before he found a clearing by the side of the road to park his customised BMW X5.  
 
    They stepped out and walked back down the road in two’s, Hannah by his side, Michelle and Vengeance followed behind. As they come close to the gate and the private driveway that led up it, Lucas stopped walking on the path and detoured off onto the field.  
 
    In the distance, he could see part of the house, the other shrouded by a clump of trees. The lights were on in random windows on the ground, first and second and third floors. 
 
    They trudged through the fields, only stopping by some shrubbery as Hannah dropped onto the ground, her sniper rifle before her, she stared ahead at the house. After staring through the scope, she gave him the thumbs up.  
 
    Leaving her behind, they continued on until they came to the house grounds. The property was surrounded by gardens, and as the gardens ended, the ground dropped by a couple of meters before the fields began. There were trees growing by the edge of the grounds. Lucas climbed onto the property grounds, then stayed low as he moved to hide behind a large oak tree.  
 
    He was joined shortly by Michelle and Vengeance.  
 
    “How many Red Heads?” Lucas asked.  
 
    Vengeance closed his eyes only to open them a second later. “There’s a whole bunch in the house, two by the front door, two walking around the house.”  
 
    “How many is a whole bunch?”  
 
    “Twenty, or more maybe. Most of them are on the third floor. Two on the second floor. Girls. One is Jenny. I can sense her now.”  
 
    Michelle glanced at Lucas. “Why are they all on the third floor?”  
 
    “There’s something there. A green crystal,” Lucas replied. 
 
    “Green?” Michelle muttered. “Not blue?” 
 
    Lucas shook his head. “Come on, let’s do this.”  
 
    He dashed from behind the tree and keeping low, he ran across the neatly trimmed grass until he came up against a wall of neatly trimmed Buxus Sempervirens hedges. Lucas walked along the bushes until he came to an opening.    
 
    Glancing through the opening, the house came into full view.  
 
    It was a grand house. The outlier was made of exposed red brick. The windows were long, with rows of panes. The front of the house came out like a rectangular tower, with pillars made of cream-coloured concrete. Above it, the brickwork had intricate diamond patterns of blue against red. Light was shining out from the window at the top of the tower. A figure walked past. The roof was slated, and of mansard design. Tall chimneys rose up from the flat surface at the top. There was a guy standing there, leaning against the chimney.  
 
    Before the house, the stone path curved around the front lawn. On the grass, there was a fountain sprouting water.  
 
    “It’s really nice,” Michelle gushed.  
 
    It was.  
 
    In this new world, it was rare to find houses that had maintained their beauty, at least on the exterior. In Buxworth, the streets were lined with rubbish and fallen lampposts, and the roads were pocked with large holes.   
 
    “I don’t see the two guys that are supposed to be guarding the perimeter,” Lucas said.  
 
    Vengeance pointed to the hedges growing a hundred yards from the left of the house. In the dark, Lucas couldn’t see what he was pointing at until he spotted a red glow brighten in colour, before dimming. Lucas didn’t see the smoke that followed, but the burning cigarette tip gave away the guy’s location, and he spotted the figure in dark, leaning against the bush.  
 
    Lucas dropped flat onto the ground, his rifle before him, he reached into his trench coat and pulled out the night-vision scope and a silencer.  
 
    “You’re going to make the shot from here?” Michelle asked.  
 
    He pulled the trigger. The guy slumped back against the bush.  
 
    “Nice,” Michelle murmured.  
 
    “Yup,” Lucas said. “One more to go, and quickly before he finds the body.” He looked up at Vengeance. “Can you tell where the other one is?”  
 
    Vengeance closed his beady eyes, only to open them a moment later. He shrugged. “He’s not there anymore.”  
 
    “Maybe he went into the house?” Michelle asked.  
 
    “Or Hannah dropped him,” Lucas said. He pointed up at the roof, where the guy standing by the chimney was now slumped against the round pipes. “Either way, we should move.”  
 
    He ran past the hedges and keeping low, he dashed across the grass, past the stone path and up against the red bricked wall of the house. Ducking under the wide paned window, he crept towards the tower.  
 
    “Two guards inside, standing by the door,” Vengeance said. “The corridors to the second floor are empty.”  
 
    “Follow me, and try not to get shot,” Lucas muttered.  
 
    “Why?” Vengeance asked. “Getting shot isn’t going to kill us. That Katana you’re carrying that’s made of Manderium will kill us.”  
 
    “Stop reading my mind,” Lucas growled.  
 
    “What’s Manderium?” Michelle asked.  
 
    “It’s a metal that was found in the meteorites. It’s lighter, stronger and much sharper than any metal found on earth.”  
 
    “And you have a sword made from it?” Michelle asked, eyes wide. “Are you like James Bond or something? Where do you get all these gadgets from?”  
 
    “I didn’t have much else to do the past five or so years. We all gotta choose something in this world. This is what I chose. Now stay behind me and… oh, I don’t give a fuck if you get shot.” He looked back at Vengeance. “I actually hope you do,” he muttered.  
 
    Lucas didn’t wait for a response from Vengeance, or a possible scolding from Michelle. The girl was doing that a bit lately. Lucas didn’t enjoy that part of her much.  
 
    Pushing those thoughts out of his mind, Lucas ran along the wall until he came to the tower. He edged his head around and stared at the door beneath the arch. It was a large door made of dark wood. It looked sturdy. Lucas took off the silencer and slung his rifle over his shoulder. He reached into his trench coat and took out a pistol and attached the silencer to it. In his experience, rifles with long barrels weren’t great in close quarters.  
 
    The door had a brass knob and a large ring for a doorbell. Lucas tried the brass knob. It did not turn. He slid his gun hand back inside his trench coat and lifted the ring, before letting it drop. He worried they would ask who it was, and his mind raced for an answer.  
 
    But then, he heard the bolts being pulled back, heard the scraping sound of metal clanging against metal as the person on the other side fiddled with the keys. When the door opened, Lucas didn’t hesitate. He pulled the trigger twice and stormed in. He’d dropped one guy, and the other Red Head stared at him with eyes wide, mouth hanging open.  
 
    He was slow to comprehend what was going on, and he paid for it with his life. Lucas shot him in the chest twice, then charged towards him and barged him up against the wall, his arm pressed against the man’s mouth to ensure he didn’t scream. Lucas held him there until the life left the man’s eyes.  
 
    “We need to find a place to hide the bodies,” Lucas said as he glanced around, looking for a good spot.  
 
    The space before him was a large hall. At the end were doors to the right. On the left was the staircase that led up. The floor was made of dark wood with criss-crossed parquet. There was a large brass chandelier hanging from the ceiling. To the left was a set of low leather settees surrounding a wooden coffee table. Either side of the door, there were large plant pots growing Areca palms.  
 
    Lucas dragged the body towards the leather settee that backed against the wall. “Move him behind the pots,” he said to Michelle.  
 
    She didn’t respond but stared at him as if she’d seen a ghost. Lucas knew that look. He’d seen it before, although it had been a while. It was more common in the early days after The Strikes, when there was still a modicum of old-world civility remaining, when humans having their skulls smashed in cafes would have been shocking news, headline worthy worldwide.  
 
    “Michell,” he hissed. “Snap out of it!”  
 
    “Oh… yes, right.”  
 
    She bent down and collected the fallen man in her arms. She picked him up with ease and carried him towards the plant pots, reminding Lucas how strong Supers were.  
 
    With the bodies somewhat hidden, Lucas led the way up the stairs, treading lightly, they made it halfway up before the step behind him creaked. The house was silent, and the noise travelled up.  
 
    “Sorry,” Michelle whispered.  
 
    The wooden flooring came to an end on the first floor. It was replaced by thick carpet with intricately designed borders surrounding a green vine from which red roses sprouted out. The corridor was long, and took a turn at the end, with doors leading into rooms on both sides. There wasn’t a person about.  
 
    As they made it to the landing of the second floor, Vengeance placed a hand on Lucas’s shoulder. “Four minds on this floor. One is Jenny, another is a girl. Two guys.”  
 
    Lucas crouched by the bannister and brought his rifle out. The corridor was lit well with smaller chandeliers hanging down from the ceiling. The walls were painted a light blue, and the thick carpet had the same intricate flowery designs.  
 
    Lucas dropped to the floor, his elbows dug into the soft carpet. He took off the night vision scope. He could see the two men standing outside the third door on the left. Screwing the silencer back on, Lucas aimed for the head. He pulled the trigger, and as the bullet struck the man’s head and splattered his blood onto the wall, he aimed for the second man.  
 
    He shot him twice in the chest, knowing from experience the head was much harder to target when you didn’t have the element of surprise. As both bodies hit the ground, Lucas climbed to his feet and hurried down the corridor.  
 
    There was a chain fastened around two hooks, one on the door, the other on the doorframe, locked with a large padlock. Lucas pointed his rifle at the chain and pulled the trigger.  
 
    He moved his head back instinctively, and luckily too, as the bullet ricocheted and whizzed past his nose, missing it by the width of a hair. The chain had been damaged some, but it was still too strong for him to break with his bare hands.  
 
    “I don’t really want to shoot it again,” Lucas muttered. “Any of you two Supers want to use your Super strength?” 
 
    Michelle grabbed the chain with both hands and pulled. Lucas could see her working hard, her teeth gritted, her face scrunched. But the chain was thick, and his bullet had done little damage to it.  
 
    “Wanna get in there, Vengeance?” Lucas asked.  
 
    With both Supers holding each ends of the chain, it snapped suddenly, and Michelle flew back towards Lucas. He caught her with ease, her chest pressed against his, she looked up and gave a hesitant smile. 
 
    Lucas opened the door. The room was just as he had seen it when he’d possessed Jenny. That’s what he was calling it. Because he had possessed her…  
 
    Jenny and Anika were both still in the centre of the ring, naked, their backs pressed together, their hands tied to the ceiling with rope fastened around their wrists. The metal bar was still by their legs, attached with manacles at their ankles, it kept them spread apart wide.  
 
    There had been some changes since he possessed Jenny.  
 
    Both girls now had clips attached to their nipples, and weights hanging off them. There were also three clothes pins attached to Jenny’s pussy lips, and one clothes pin attached to Anika’s bottom lip. Both girls had their heads slumped down, their eyes closed.  
 
    “Oooh, hot,” Vengeance said, a creepy smile on his face.  
 
    Lucas glared at him. “Read my mind, asshole,” he muttered.  
 
    “What are you thinking?” Michelle asked, confused.  
 
    “He’s thinking of killing me,” Vengeance said, a frown on his face.  
 
    “Oh… right,” Michelle nodded. “Makes sense… I should have gotten that without asking… Sorry, lots going on tonight.”  
 
    Michelle’s face was pale. She hadn’t done much today, but Lucas feared what she’d seen him do had spooked her. Again, he was reminded of the early days after The Strikes. He remembered feeling sick after his first kill. But that now seemed a lifetime ago.  
 
    For Michelle, the past five or so years after The Strikes must have been comparatively pleasant. It must have been nice, the village she’d come from.  
 
    Lucas slung his rifle over his shoulder and pulled out his Katana. With a single strike, he cut through the rope that hung their wrists from the ceiling. As both bodies dropped, the sword fell from his hands and he caught them, wrapping his arms around them, he dropped them gently to the ground.  
 
    The movement woke Anika. She opened her eyes and a smile appeared on her lips. “You came…” she said.  
 
    “I did,” Lucas whispered, as he took off the cloth pin attached to Anika’s bottom lip.   
 
    It felt good to hold them in his arms. He suddenly felt light as the weight lifted off his shoulders. Lucas let out a deep breath. It wasn’t over yet.  
 
    Lucas took off the nipple clamps from each girl’s breasts. Jenny let out a little cry when he removed hers. She opened her eyes and stared at him blankly. “It’s going to be okay,” Lucas told her. He removed the cloth pins from her pussy and gently rubbed it, massaging the pussy to ease the pain.  
 
    “What are we going to do about the manacles?” Michelle asked.  
 
    The manacles attached to the girl’s ankles were made of thick metal, locked together with small locks.  
 
    “Maybe the dead two at the door have keys?” Lucas asked.  
 
    Michelle returned a moment later, triumphantly holding a ring of keys. After fiddling through, she unlocked the manacles. Lucas made a mental note to check for keys in future before trying to shoot things.  
 
    With the girls now free, Lucas picked up Anika. Vengeance moved towards Jenny, but Lucas shook his head. “Not you,” he muttered.  
 
    Michelle got the message and she helped Jenny to her feet. Once at the stairs leading down, Lucas paused. “How are you feeling?” 
 
    “I’m okay… Pussy hurts… breasts hurt… They whipped my ass and… put stuff in,” Anika mumbled. “Tired, but I’m okay.”  
 
    “Can you walk on your own,” he asked.  
 
    “I can but…” Anika’s eyes narrowed. “You’re going to try and take the green crystal, aren’t you?”  
 
    Lucas nodded.  
 
    “I’m not going to be able to change your mind, am I?”  
 
    Lucas shook his head. It wasn’t just the crystal that he wanted. The Red Heads up there deserved to suffer for what they’d done. He dropped Anika gently onto her feet. As she moved her arm away from his shoulder, he pulled her in, his arm around her waist, her bare breasts pressed against him chest, Lucas kissed her on the lips.  
 
    When he let go of her, when their lips parted, he turned to Michelle, who wore a strange look on her face. “Can you lead them out and take them to Hannah?”  
 
    “I can but, are you sure you don’t want to come with us?” she asked.  
 
    Lucas shook his head, his jaw set. He handed Anika a pistol and watched them walk down the stairs. As they turned the corner and disappeared down the steps, Lucas turned and rifle back in hand, he climbed up the stairs.  
 
    The third-floor landing was wider than the first and second floors. There was seating space, and a guy sat on the settee, an old magazine in hand, the butt of a rifle rested against the floor by his leg. From his position on the steps, Lucas couldn’t see down the corridor but he knew this was the most heavily fortified floor.  
 
    It was probable there would be more Red Heads in the corridor, if they weren’t in the rooms.  
 
    Lucas aimed for the gang member’s head, his finger on the trigger, he was prepared for things to go to shit once he killed the Red Head. Taking a deep breath, Lucas pulled the trigger. The bullet left the barrel and struck the man on the temple. His head bounced back before slumping down. His body hilted, and a second later, it crashed into the coffee table before him.  
 
    Lucas rushed up the stairs, and coming to the landing, he dropped to his knees, his rifle before him, pointed down the corridor.  
 
    There were seven guys there.  
 
    All armed with guns, they let loose.  
 
    Lucas returned fire as he rolled on the ground and came up against the landing wall, opposite the bannister to his right. He had certainly set off alarms. There was shouting, and Lucas heard footsteps down below. At the same time, the Red Heads on the third-floor corridor continued to fire at him. Hidden behind the wall, Lucas was safe for now, but the edge of the wall chipped away to bullet fire. He turned his head as the dust and debris flew towards him.  
 
    Any moment now, those from below would come up. There was the worry those in the corridor would slowly move towards him. If they did, Lucas was going to be fucked from both sides. He needed a plan. At least, to stall them whilst he thought of another plan.  
 
    With his rifle pointed towards the stairs, Lucas pulled out a grenade from his trench coat. Taking off the pin, he chucked it down the corridor. He heard the Red Heads shout, heard them scramble back just as the grenade exploded.  
 
    Hoping that would keep them in bay for a while, Lucas focused his aim down the stairs. The footsteps were getting louder. His eye through the scope, as the first head appeared, he pulled the trigger, sending the man tumbling down the steps. He took out the next three that followed up the stairs.  
 
    And then, the window beside him shattered and a bullet whizzed past him. It struck a Red Head that had snuck up on him down the corridor.  
 
    Hannah.  
 
    She was still in the field, her eyes through the long-range scope of the sniper. 
 
    She’d literally saved his life.  
 
    Lucas stuck a thumb up through the window.  
 
    Hearing no more footsteps coming up the stairs, Lucas turned his attention back towards the corridor. He poked his head past the wall. The dust had settled. There was a hole in the ground midway down the corridor. A body lay beside it.  
 
    That was the only casualty. Lucas counted eleven guns pointed at him. More Red Heads had poured out from the rooms.   
 
    He moved his head back as they fired. Some of the bullets missed completely, striking the settee that faced the wall. Others chipped away at the corner of the wall, sending dust and debris flying towards him.  
 
    Their shots gave Lucas a good idea of the level of expertise the Red Heads had. Lucas reached into this coat and slid two grenades across the carpeted floor. He heard the scrambling as doors opened and slammed shut, followed by the explosions. Lucas turned and gun ready, stepped into the corridor.  
 
    There were three bodies on the ground now. Two more had died. The rest had fled into the rooms. There were three doors on either of the corridor. The middle door on the left opened and two men stepped out. Lucas fired, aiming for their chests, he splattered them with bullets, before turning his rifle to the right, where another door opened.  
 
    He fired at the door, the bullets tore through the wood and two men fell into the corridor. The door to his right opened as he passed it. Lucas slammed the butt of his rifle against the guy’s nose. There was a snap as it broke. He moved against the wall as a hail of bullets flew by and hit the wall opposite, setting off mini dust clouds.  
 
    Lucas chucked a grenade into the room. As it exploded, he stepped in, rifle ready, his eyes scanned the room. He spotted one guy dead on the ground, another tried to climb to his feet, using a turned over table. Lucas shot him in the back three times.  
 
    Lucas stepped back into the corridor. He moved the bodies away from the door to his right and poked his head in. It was an empty bedroom. He continued on, and the third door he opened, bullets came flying at him.  
 
    They struck him on the shoulder. The force knocked him back out into the corridor. His bullet proof trench coat saved him from the worst of it. Staying pressed against the wall, Lucas tapped the door open and threw in a couple of grenades. Once they exploded, he walked in and shot the first three bodies he saw. One was already dead, the body remained mostly still as the bullets struck his back.  
 
    This room was much larger than the others on this floor. It was also a lab, or what passed as a lab in this new world.  
 
    The wall opposite was lined with white cupboards that had wide counters. Above them were shelves stacked with glass bottles. There were beakers, there were Bunsen burners, there was a computer and there were microscopes. At the far end were large glass jars with flesh inside them. Super flesh looked the same as Normie flesh, but Lucas was sure the meat in the jars was Super.  
 
    What were they doing with it?  
 
    He couldn’t see any drugs about, which was one of the things gangs made from Super flesh, nor did he see any weapons. Which meant, they were experimenting with creating superpowers for Normies?  
 
    Lucas walked up to the cupboards and pulled them open, rummaging through their contents looking for the green crystal. It had to be in here, if it was anywhere. He made it halfway through the cupboards without any luck when he noticed something moving.  
 
    Behind an overturned table, black hair slid across the white top.  
 
    Lucas reached for his rifle and opened fire. Wood splintered as lead tore through white tabletop. From beyond the table, a body hit the cupboard behind. Lucas jumped over the table and pointed the gun at the man.  
 
    He was young, aged about eighteen, he had black hair with blue spikes sprayed to one side. The other side was the customary red. He wore a leather jacket, that was also now red with blood.  
 
    “You’re going to die, fucker,” he growled, before spitting out blood. “I’m going to kill you.”  
 
    Lucas stared at the guy with curiosity. He was clearly dying, so why did he believe him? The guy lay sprawled on the ground, his head up against the cupboard, his arms spread out, the left hand curled into a fist.  
 
    His fingers spread open to reveal the green crystal in his palm.    
 
    Lucas had seen the blue crystals that were stored inside meteorites during the early days following The Strikes, before people knew they either killed you, or gave you superpowers. They had a glow about them, as if a little bulb had been inserted inside.  
 
    This green crystal was much the same. It glowed, as if it had a little bulb lit inside.  
 
    The guy’s hand was green too. It had a glow about it, a glow that was spreading up his arm, it quickly reached his face.  
 
    Despite having his chest riddled with bullets, the guy smiled, and then climbed to his feet.  
 
    “I’m going to kill you,” he repeated.  
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    It wasn’t the first time Lucas had been threatened to be killed. He’d had more than his fair share of close calls, sometimes surviving by sheer luck. All that gave him the experience to not freeze under pressure.  
 
    He ran to the door before turning, he dropped to his knees, his rifle up, scope to his eye, he aimed for the guy’s head and pulled the trigger. He shot him seven times on the head, then he removed the scope form his eyes and watched.  
 
    What happened before him was bizarre and a first for Lucas.  
 
    The bullets pierced the flesh, digging holes in them. In the holes, there was blood. But it did not pour out. The skin closed in over the flesh.  
 
    The guy grinned.  
 
    Lucas reached for his grenades. He had one left. He pulled the pin and threw it at the man, before he turned and ran down the corridor. He made it to the hallway when he heard whistling behind him. Lucas turned to see a hail of black spikes flying towards him.  
 
    Falling back, he hit the ground just in time. The black spikes sailed over him, some struck the wall, others hit the settee. They exploded on impact. Like small grenades, they left pockmarks on the wall. The sofa exploded, sending foam and feather scattering into the air.  
 
    Lucas scrambled to his feet. He made it to the end of the corridor and dashed down the stairs, taking six steps at a time, he raised his arm to shield his face as the wooden bannister exploded, sending splintered wood flying towards him.  
 
    Lucas came to the second-floor landing, but before he could get to the stairs that led down to the first floor, the guy dropped in front of him. As he turned, Lucas let loose with a volley of bullets. He struck the face and chest, but it barely slowed the guy down. The bullet wounds healed quickly.  
 
    Lucas through aside his gun and pulled out his trusty Katana reinforced with Manderium. The guy threw a punch, and Lucas sliced the arm off at the elbow. It hit the ground with a thud. But then, rather than blood sprouting out, the arm grew back, like something Lucas had seen in Terminator.  
 
    “What the fuck are you?” he asked.  
 
    “I’m a Super fucking Super,” the guy grinned.  
 
    His other fist came up, and for the first time, Lucas was caught off-guard, so bemused was he by the creature that stood before him. The fist struck Lucas across the chest. The force knocked him back, sending him crashing into the wall beneath the window.  
 
    Lucas remained against the wall, gasping for breath. His chest felt like it had been shattered. Every breath hurt, sending pain vibrating across his chest in every direction. Lucas had been hit before by Supers, but it had never hurt like this. The Katana fell from his hand as his head felt like it was exploding.  
 
    The guy stood over him, a grin on his face. “Any last words?”  
 
    Lucas shook his head. He was afraid to talk, fearing it would hurt too much.  
 
    The guy shrugged. He raised his foot, ready to kick Lucas to death when the window above him shattered. The glass showered down on him, the flying object that broke the window struck the guy in the head. More bullets flew in, the force behind a sniper stronger than that behind rifles, the guy staggered back.  
 
    Seeing a chance to live, Lucas grabbed his sword and ignoring the pain, he dived forward. With a swift strike, he sliced through the guy’s legs. This time, he didn’t wait for the legs to grow back. He ran down the stairs. He made it four steps when he spotted Michelle running up towards him.  
 
    “No!” he shouted. “We need to get out of here!”  
 
    But Michelle ignored him and continued up the stairs. She raised her hand, palm out flat. Lucas stopped in his tracks as she stood beside him.  
 
    “What are you doing?” he asked.  
 
    “Trying to save your life,” she muttered.  
 
    There were sudden explosions surrounding them. Lucas raised his arm over his head, to protect it. But he need not have worried. Michelle had formed a protective barrier around them. As he turned to look back, he saw the guy’s legs had grown back. As he watched, the black spikes shot out from his body and hurtled towards them. Again, Michelle’s barrier protected them. 
 
    But this time, she took a step back. Her teeth gritted in determination as her face scrunched.  
 
    “You can’t hold this forever,” Lucas said.  
 
    “I know,” Michelle muttered. “You have a better idea?”  
 
    Lucas didn’t.  
 
    But then, the guy stopped firing exploding spikes. He dropped to his knees; his face scrunched up in pain as he toppled over.  
 
    “What’s going on?” Michelle asked.  
 
    As they watched him writhe in pain, she lowered her hand. Lucas stepped forward cautiously. “Dude, the fuck is happening to you?”  
 
    “I’m dying,” the guy gasped. “I thought I could kill you before it happened.”  
 
    “Why are you dying?” Lucas asked.  
 
    “That’s what the green crystal does,” he said, through deep haggard breaths. “That’s why Lena is gathering Super’s fleshes. Especially the ones that regenerate quickly. She’s trying to make the crystal workable.”  
 
    “Android, the fucker wouldn’t go down,” Lucas muttered.  
 
    The guy didn’t say anything. His body squirmed on the ground, his mouth opened wide as his head tilted back. But no sound came out. His body began to disintegrate, his skin and flesh turned to ash. It sunk in, until there was nothing left but his clothes and his bones.  
 
    “What the fuck!” Michelle gasped.  
 
    Lucas was feeling the same. That was a horrible way to go. He turned and walked up the stairs.  
 
    “Where are you going?”  
 
    “To collect the crystal. It’s on the third floor.”  
 
    She pointed at the remains of the guy. “You’re kidding, right?”  
 
    “I’m not going to touch it with my bare hands,” Lucas said. “I’m not stupid,” he muttered.  
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    Lucas sat in the kitchen of their safe house. It was much smaller, a simple terraced house with three bedrooms in an average street for Buxworth Town. The kitchen flooring was tiled, dark. The wardrobes were brown, the light on the ceiling a single bulb. It was dim, and it matched Lucas’s mind.  
 
    He stared at the green crystal as it rested on a cloth on the kitchen table.  
 
    A green crystal… it didn’t work like the blue crystals.  
 
    It had to have come from the same place.  
 
    There had been plenty of theories about that in the early days before The Strikes. Where had all these millions of meteorites come from? Their trajectory had been tracked by scientists. The rocks were too small, but they moved as if one. And they came towards the earth, changing its trajectory from colliding into Mars.  
 
    Lucas looked up as Michelle walked into the kitchen. She collapsed onto the chair opposite him, letting out a deep breath.  
 
    “You okay?” Lucas asked.  
 
    She nodded. “Girls are all in one bed. Vengeance has taken the other room.”  
 
    “Why is he still here?” Lucas muttered.  
 
    Michelle shrugged her shoulders. “He did help to save them, I suppose.”  
 
    “He’s an asshole Super,” Lucas grumbled.  
 
    “I know you have reason to hate Supers, Lucas,” she said, her voice tired. “But not all of them are bad.”  
 
    “I know that,” Lucas said. “I don’t think you’re bad… but most of them are. I don’t blame them… they’re suddenly given immense power, and with all the adults dead, with their parents gone, there is no one to tell them what to do. So they do whatever they want.”  
 
    Michelle stared at him curiously. “That’s actually a very mature way to look at it.”  
 
    “You sound surprised.”  
 
    “I am. Up until this point, I thought you were just a mindless killer, full of rage.”  
 
    Lucas frowned. “I appreciate the world for what it is. Some Supers are good, others are horrible. Most people just accept it. Look at Vengeance. He’s sleeping upstairs like a fucking guest. He owned Jenny, turned her into his slave. Injected her with a serum that might have killed her. He’s a fucking asshole, but we just accept him.” 
 
    Michelle nodded diplomatically. Silence followed. Lucas felt his anger begin to dissipate.  
 
    “What are you going to do with the crystal?”  
 
    Lucas shrugged. He hadn’t thought it through properly. He’d taken it as a guarantee. Lena would come for him. Gangs had to maintain their reputation.  
 
    He’d broken her terms. 
 
    Instead of killing Mayor Carcass, he’d stolen the girls back. Lena was going to come after him hard. She knew what he looked like, what the girls looked like, somehow even knew where he lived. That’s why they were in this safe house.  
 
    But they couldn’t stay in the house forever. They would have to venture out. And that was the purpose of stealing the crystal. He wanted leverage. How he was going to use the leverage, he didn’t know. If he handed it over to her to spare their lives, she would agree, only to turn around and kill them.  
 
    There was no honour amongst gangs.    
 
    “What about you?” Lucas asked. “What are you going to do?”  
 
    Michelle let out an exasperated laugh. “I haven’t had a time to think. I’ve been in Buxworth a couple of days and in that time, the things that have happened to me…” she stared ahead at the dirty white cooker. “I don’t know… I think I might go back to Lentville. This town is too much.”  
 
    “The Authority isn’t what you thought it was?”  
 
    Michelle shook her head. “Doesn’t seem like.”  
 
    “What would you do back in Lentville?” Lucas asked.  
 
    “Live a quiet life in a cottage with my girlfriend, mind my own business. Might get a cat or a dog.”  
 
    “That sounds nice,” Lucas smiled. “Think you can live the quiet life?” 
 
    Michelle shrugged. “I wanted to come to the big town and make a difference, fight gangs, rogue Supers, help Normies… But Buxworth isn’t what I thought it would be. It’s too much. The Authority… Mayor Carcass…” she let out a bitter laugh. “I should have known he was going to be a cunt. Who chooses Carcass as a Super name?”  
 
    Lucas reached out across the table and placed his hand on Michelle’s. She looked tired. There were dark circles around her eyes, her red hair was messy, close to resembling a bird’s nest.  
 
    She’d only been in Buxworth a couple of days, but she’d done more good in those two days than the Authority had done in their existence.  
 
    It was a shame someone like her wasn’t in charge.  
 
    “You should get some rest,” Lucas told her. “It’s been a long day. You take the third bed, I’ll take the sofa.”  
 
    Michelle shook her head. “No,” she said. “You shouldn’t be sleeping on the sofa.”  
 
    “It should be Vengeance, right. I don’t know why he got the third bedroom. Don’t even know why that guy is still here.”  
 
    Michelle smiled. She took his hand in hers and pulled. Lucas wrapped the green crystal in the cloth with his other hand, then allowed Michelle to lead him out of the kitchen and up the stairs. On the landing, she entered the third door.  
 
    It led into the box room. The bed was a single, barely comfortable for one.  
 
    “You’re sleeping with me,” Michelle said, before yawning. “Come on, take your clothes off.”  
 
    “Like, sex?” Lucas asked.  
 
    “No…” Michelle frowned. “I meant, get in your pyjamas.”  
 
    “Oh, cool,” Lucas nodded. “So, I kinda sleep naked.”  
 
    “Kinda?”  
 
    “Well, not so much Kinda but more completely clothe less. But I’ll keep my boxers on?”  
 
    Michelle smiled. “That’s very kind of you.”  
 
    She unbuttoned her jeans and slipped out of them before taking off the shirt that Hannah had lent her. She was wearing lacy bra and panties, the really sexy kind. Lucas knew why. Hannah, the lesbian, had basically dressed Michelle to her satisfaction.  
 
    Not that Lucas was complaining.  
 
    The bed was steel-framed and had metal poles going from one end of the frame, to the other. The spring mattress rested on the metal poles. Lucas lifted the mattress and placed the green crystal wrapped in cloth between two bars.  
 
    He then got undressed, down to his boxers. Michelle had already climbed into bed. Her eyes barely open, she tapped on the mattress beside her. It wasn’t much space left for him, but Lucas climbed in.  
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    It was a surprisingly comfortable night’s sleep, despite the lack of space. At first, they slept back to back, Lucas’s bare back touched hers. But, as the night progressed, they ended up snuggling.  
 
    And in the morning, when biology insisted on sending blood down to his manhood, and it stood straight and proud, poking into Michelle’s back, she giggled as she put her hands down his boxers and rubbed the tip.  
 
    She was a tease, and Lucas was annoyed.  
 
    She got him all worked up, then she climbed out of bed, a mischievous smile on her face, she blew him a kiss before leaving the bedroom. Lucas remained in bed, staring up at the ceiling and the crack that stretched through the middle until his cock reduced some in size.  
 
    When he finally headed downstairs, the kitchen was full of girls who had been teasing him the past few days.  
 
    There was Michelle, sitting at the table, a cup of tea in hand. There was Hannah, the lesbian, who Lucas wasn’t sure was really a lesbian on count of her sitting on him, completely naked, kissing him on the lips.  
 
    There was Jenny, who basically gave herself to him, literally. She was his slave, and she’d stripped naked in front of him, to show him her goods.  
 
    Then, there was Anika, who Lucas had slept with, and had wanted to sleep with the night before she got kidnapped. 
 
    The two girls looked exhausted, dark circles under their eyes, their bodies sagged, their shoulders hunched. It would take them a while to recover physically. Lucas wondered if they would ever recover mentally. 
 
    The only good news, Vengeance was nowhere to be seen. “Has he left?” Lucas asked hopefully.  
 
    Anika nodded. “Said he was off to make more of his serum and inject women.”  
 
    Lucas frowned. “Should have killed that fucker when I had the chance.”  
 
    “I think you did enough killing yesterday to last a life-time. Or… at least a week or you,” Michelle said. She stood up, teacup in one hand, she took his hand and led him out of the kitchen and into the living room. “Sit,” she said.  
 
    The living room was small, made smaller by the fireplace. The furniture was what already existed in the place, not like the newer stuff Lucas had in the country home he normally resided in. He sat down on the single seater blue couch, his bottom sinking into the well-worn cushion.  
 
    “I’m going to get you some breakfast,” she told him.  
 
    And with a turn, she left the room. 
 
    Lucas could hear noises coming from the kitchen, of eggs cracking, of something sizzling on the pan. Bacon. He heard the water boiling in the kettle. As the smell drifted down the corridor, Lucas’s stomach grumbled. As he waited eagerly for breakfast, his mind began to race.  
 
    He needed a way out of this mess, a way to get the Red Heads off his back. The easiest way to do that would be to get rid of Lena. Not really an easy task. And killing her would only be a temporary solution. The Red Heads would have a new leader who would come after him. No gang would allow someone to kill their leader and get away with it.  
 
    It was something he’d given thought to last night, in-between snuggling with Michelle. Sleep had not come easy to him. But he thought he’d found a solution that was full of plenty plot holes.  
 
    Michelle walked in with a tray in her hands. She placed it on the small tea table to the corner, before picking it up, she brought the table to him and placed it in front of him.  
 
    “Thanks,” Lucas said.  
 
    He dug in, picking up a strip of crispy bacon, he chewed it down as he cut into his egg and toasts. The food tasted good, cooked to near perfection. The eggs were runny, the toast was that golden-brown colour just before it burnt.  
 
    When he finished, he picked up the mug of tea and sat back in the sofa, his eyes on Michelle. She sat to his left on the three-piece couch.  
 
    “What?” she asked, as he continued to stare at her.  
 
    “Was wondering if you’d decided on what you were going to do?” 
 
    “Still leaning towards going back to Lentville,” Michelle said. “I dunno… It’s been too much for my first couple of days. I might come back in future, but I need a break. What about you? What are you going to do?”  
 
    “I need to get the Red Heads off my back, permanently,” Lucas said, as he took a sip of his tea. “I’ve got some ideas actually, but I needed a little favour from you.”  
 
    Michelle leaned in. “What is it?”  
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    Later that day, after lunch, Lucas went out for a walk, to clear his head, and to think through his plan.  
 
    The street his safe house was in was ordinary for Buxworth. Narrow terraced houses on both sides made of brick and left un-rendered, the front lawn paved, each house divided by a fence of wood, or slabs of concrete mixed with stone. The sidewalk was full of rubbish and debris, plastic bags floating about in the wind, large holes in the streets baring the signs of meteorite strikes. Each street unidentifiable from the next one.  
 
    Lucas wasn’t walking aimlessly.  
 
    He did have a destination in mind. Three streets down, the road came to an end. There was a large gate made partly of tin and chipped wood with planks hammered across the top and bottom. There were two holes in the tin, and a chain had been drawn through both, keeping the gate locked with a large padlock attached to the chain.  
 
    Beyond the gate was a large building site.  
 
    It was partly finished.  
 
    A project begun before The Strikes, it had not been touched since.  
 
    It was to be a large estate. Over five hundred apartments built in a square, a garden in the centre, it was being built back when the housing crisis was a thing, when housing shortages meant every scrap of land, every dis-used warehouse or derelict factory was considered prime real-estate. 
 
    By killing the majority of the population, The Strikes had done away with the housing crisis.  
 
    Lucas walked up to the gate. It was eight feet in height. Even with his leg still suffering somewhat from Jocelyn’s spike, it would be easy for him to climb. Lucas grabbed the metal bar at the top of the gate and pulled himself up. He swung his legs over the bar, then dropped gently onto the other side.  
 
    He walked across the concrete slabs. The building rose ten floors up. Before him were the front doors, the reception, or what would have been the reception. It stood as two concrete pillars rising up high. Most of building was just the pillars, the grey concrete floor and the stairs. Work had begun on the walls on some parts of the building. Dotted around the husk of concrete pillars and floors were red walls, some only rising halfway up.  
 
    Lucas walked under the two large pillars and into the building. To his left were large stairs of concrete, the bannisters yet to be installed, and now never would be. He walked through the building, coming out into the centre, where the garden was supposed to be. On the left, an area had been fenced off with wrought-iron bars. A playground for the children, there was a single slide and a climbing frame.  
 
    The garden had overgrown with weed and grass high up to his knees. Standing in the centre, Lucas looked up at the building that surrounded him. He needed a good spot for a sniper. One where Hannah could sit comfortably, but also where she could escape from when the time came to run.  
 
    The building had two towers on either end, rising up four more floors. The tower to his right was bare, only the skeleton form of pillars and floors. The tower on the right had walls and balconies. Gaps had been left for the doors and windows.  
 
    Lucas spent the next few hours walking around the building site. He climbed up the stairs to both the towers. He stood on various balconies and stared down at the grassland in the centre. He looked for hidden spots, one where a sniper could crouch.  
 
    Eventually, unable to ignore the throbbing in his leg, Lucas left for home. As he walked, his pace slow, his plan formulated in his head.  
 
    It was a risky plan, but he needed to see it through. If he didn’t get Lena off his back permanently, the Red Heads would come after him. He would spend the rest of his days looking over his shoulder. That wasn’t something he could afford to do. More than that, it wasn’t something the girls deserved to be put through.  
 
    It was late evening when Lucas finally made it home.  
 
    He sat in the living room with Hannah and Michelle. Anika and Jenny were in bed, asleep. Their bodies had suffered much, as had their minds. They would be sitting out this mission.  
 
    Over a meal of grilled chicken and baked vegetables, Lucas explained his plan to Hannah and Michelle. They went through every point, thought of everything that could go wrong, and readjusted their plans, until finally, satisfied they had a plan that had a thirty percent chance of succeeding, they decided to call it a night.  
 
    Those odds, whilst terrible on paper, were better than the odds Lucas had of surviving this long considering his occupation.  
 
    Vengeance was gone. Lucas still wondering if he’d made a mistake in not trying to slice the guy’s head off. But it did mean there was an empty bedroom. Lucas headed towards the box room, leaving Vengeance’s now vacated larger room for Michelle.  
 
    Tired, he stripped naked and climbed into bed. A moment later, his door opened. Michelle walked in and began to take her clothes off. Stripped to her bra and panties, she climbed in beside him.  
 
    “You’re naked,” she mumbled, as she snuggled up to him.  
 
    “Yeah… that’s how I normally sleep,” Lucas replied. “I thought you’d take the spare bedroom.”  
 
    “Fine,” Michelle said sleepily.  
 
    “Fine?” Lucas repeated.  
 
    “I’ll get naked too.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 32 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Again, Lucas did not sleep well. He had a lot on his mind. He played out his plan over and over in his head, thinking of things that could go wrong. His plan was simple. It was too simple. That was the beauty of it. No, it was too simple. It would never work. They would see right through it.  
 
    It didn’t help that Michelle was naked right beside him. She’d dragged his arm across her chest, his hand rested on her breasts. His fully erect cock poked her bottom. She’d acknowledge his cock with a playful rub, but then, subsequently, she’d fallen asleep. 
 
    Lucas couldn’t figure this girl out.  
 
    Did she want to fuck or was she just seeking some naked comfort? What the fuck was naked comfort if not fucking? But he didn’t want to be the one making the first move in case he misjudged the mood. 
 
    Michelle was a tough girl, but not an experienced one. What she’d been through in the past couple of days could have shocked her to the core. Maybe she just did want to cuddle up with him, naked.  
 
    There was also the matter that she had a girlfriend back in Lentville. Lucas didn’t know how serious that was, if it was an exclusive relationship, or even if she was a full-on lesbian, like Hannah.  
 
    That then turned his thoughts towards Hannah, who had been making him question how lesbian she really was.  
 
    Lucas needed to fuck, and there were plenty places he could go to find someone to have fun with, from bars and clubs, to a couple of girls he had friends-with-benefits type relationships. But, what with the Red Heads after him, it seemed reckless to leave the house and go to densely populated areas like bars and clubs, where gang members frequented, just for sex. 
 
    In the end, he did drift off, his mind turning away from sex and returning to his plan, his final thought was of Mayor Carcass.  
 
    The Super who’d killed his dad with a single punch.            
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
    The next day was a busy day for them all. After breakfast, Lucas checked up on Anika and Jenny. Both girls still bore the marks of their abuse. The bruising on Jenny’s nipples had turned purple. Anika’s pussy had suffered worse. They’d whipped it repeatedly, leaving it severely bruised, though it had reduced some since the last time Lucas had checked 
 
    He left the girls to rest and wearing his trench coat, he set off with Hannah. They stole an old rusty Volvo and drove out of Buxworth, down the motorway and to his old country home. Lucas parked half a mile away. They walked the rest of the way, avoiding the road, they trekked through the forest and came up behind the house.  
 
    They climbed in through an open window on the ground floor. Guns ready, they treaded lightly as they searched the house for other occupants. There was no one there. But there were signs of the house having been visited since he rescued the girls. The doors wore torn apart, the kitchen cupboards broken, plates smashed, sofas shredded.  
 
    Lucas opened the storeroom door and pulled away the rug that covered the hatch that led down to the basement. He breathed a sigh of relief. It was undisturbed. They hadn’t found his basement and the small armoury he had down there.  
 
    Lucas and Hannah headed down and filled their bags with weapons, ammunition and grenades. Covering the hatch with the rug, they left through the back door and after trekking through the woods, they got into the Volvo and drove to the building site.  
 
    Lucas rammed through the fragile gate made of thin sheets of tin and wooden boards made of chipped wood. He drove around the building and towards the tower on the left, the one where walls had been erected.  
 
    Parking the car, they grabbed the bags of weapons and walked beneath the large pillars that held up the unfurnished ceiling of hardened cement. The tower was fourteen floors high. They stopped at the seventh floor. Walking down the wall-less corridor, they turned left into one of the apartments.  
 
    Hannah headed for the square gap left in the wall where the window would have eventually been. She stared down at the overgrown garden below. Then, she opened up one of the bags and pulled out her sniper. She placed the barrel against the flat brick of the window frame and dropping to her knees, she stared through the scope.  
 
    When Hannah gave him the thumbs up, Lucas unzipped his bag. He took out a pistol, an assault rifle, ammunition, grenades and a sword. He left them in the corner of the room. They both scoured the tower, and returned with bricks and plastic sheets that hang from the ceilings. Using the material, they covered the weapons and left.  
 
    Lucas dropped Hannah off at their new terraced house. He then set off for Board Street. Before leaving, Lucas grabbed a cap and putting it on his head, he pulled down the front visor. It wasn’t the greatest of disguises, but if he kept his head low, it kept his face from view.  
 
    Wearing his trench coat, and fully armed with grenades, assault rifle, pistol and ammunitions and his Katana, Lucas set off. He parked three streets away from Board Street and waited for the sun to set.  
 
    Once it was dark, he stepped out of the stolen Volvo and keeping his head low, he walked quickly. The streets around Board Street were busier than most ordinary streets. The bars and clubs were just being opening. The crowds were thin, a few stood outside, waiting for them to open.  
 
    Lucas kept his head down and continued on until he reached Board Street. The crowds thickened here. The food shops were busy, people stood around stalls, purchasing items.  
 
    Lucas walked through the crowds and turned left at the alleyway. He knocked on the green door. The metal slit opened. He raised his head to let the person see him. The slit closed, bolts unlocked. The door opened. Lucas climbed up the stairs to the left and knocked on the door.  
 
    Nicole opened it. “Lucas.”  
 
    He walked past her and sat down on the sofa.  
 
    “Come in, why don’t you,” Nicole muttered. She closed the door and then sat down at her desk. “I don’t like you, Lucas,” she muttered.  
 
    “Woah, that’s not what you said the last time I spent the night with you,” he muttered.  
 
    “I’m being serious, Lucas,” Nicole growled. “I had a visit from Lena. You didn’t follow the rules. You rescued the girls instead? How did you even know where they were?”  
 
    “Lucky hunch,” Lucas muttered.  
 
    “Lucky for you, maybe. Not for a whole bunch of her Red Heads. The ones you didn’t kill when you rescued the girls, well, she did.”  
 
    “I thought I killed them all…” Lucas shrugged. “They deserved it.”  
 
    “What are you here for?” Nicole asked. “Lena has put a bounty on your head. You and your pretty little girls. If you can leave town, I’d suggest you do it. Go Birmingham, or Manchester. Go to London. You’d be hard to find in London. I hear there’s still a million people in that city.”  
 
    “I’m not leaving,” Lucas said. “I want you to give Lena a message. I have her green crystal. I want to negotiate.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    After leaving Nicole’s office, Lucas had one more spot to go before he headed home. He walked down Broad Street until he came across what was a former pub. The Queen’s Head, it now had a bull’s head in bronze metal attached above the green doors.  
 
    He pushed the doors open and walked past the counter to the left. At the end were a set of steps. Lucas climbed up them, then turned left, down a corridor, he reached the end and knocked on the black door.  
 
    “Come in,” the voice called.  
 
    Lucas opened the door and walked in.  
 
    The room was dimly lit and full of junk. The walls were full of shelving, each stacked with objects. Most of them were metal objects. On the floor there were cardboard boxes stacked on top of each other. At the end of the room was a worktop. A guy stood over the desk, a blow torch in hand, he welded two long objects together.  
 
    “Matt,” Lucas called.  
 
    The guy stopped working and looked up. “Hey Lucas, what can I do for you?”  
 
    “Need something, and need it now,” Lucas said. He walked up to the counter and placed a bundle of new currency notes.  
 
     Matt dropped the blow torch onto the table. He stared at the cash. “That’s a lot of money… what do you need?”  
 
    “Something that looks like realistic crystal. Has to be green though.”  
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    Lucas returned to the safe house later that day. His plan had been put into motion. Lena had been given a date and time to meet. He’d told Nicole he would hand over the crystal to the Red Heads if they’d agree to leave him and his girls alone.  
 
    Matt said he could come up with something that looked right, realistic. A green crystal.  
 
    There was only one part of his plan remaining. That part depended on Michelle. She was going to head over to the Town Hall tomorrow.  
 
    It was late at night when Lucas arrived back at the safe house. The lights were off. Feeling peckish, he walked into the kitchen and opened the fridge. There was a tray of vegetables wrapped in clingfilm and grilled chicken wrapped in foil paper.  
 
    Lucas made a plate for himself and stuck it in the microwave. He wolfed the food down, some of the chicken still cold, then headed up the stairs. Michelle was in the box room, asleep. Lucas stripped to his boxers and paused. He lifted the blanket.  
 
    Michelle was completely naked.  
 
    He pulled his boxers down and climbed into bed beside her. He wrapped an arm over her as his chest brushed against her back. He felt her hand move, and then, she grabbed his cock and rubbed the tip.  
 
    “Thought you were asleep,” Lucas said.  
 
    “What’s a girl gotta do to get fucked by you, Lucas?” Michelle turned around to look at him. “You do like me, right?”  
 
    “Yeah… of course I do,” Lucas mumbled. “I just didn’t… I wasn’t sure if you wanted to have sex or…”  
 
    “I come and sleep next to you naked. That’s not a big enough sign for you?” she asked.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Michelle continued to rub her hand around the head of his cock. Lucas leaned in and kissed her on the lips. It was a soft kiss.  
 
    Michelle moved back. “Don’t be gentle,” she said. “I’ve been dating a girl. It’s been a while since I’ve had a cock.” She lifted the sheets and looked down at Lucas’s cock. “You’ve got such a big one. Be rough. Fuck me hard, give me something to remember when I’m back at Lentville.”  
 
    Lucas leaned in and kissed her again. There was more force to it this time. His hands reached up her body and squeezed her tits as he climbed on top of her. Michelle guided his cock to her pussy. She rubbed the head against her wet pussy lips. As it pressed against the opening, Lucas thrust forward hard.  
 
    Michelle’s back arched, their lips still pressed together, she bit back a moan as his cock drove inside her. Lucas pulled his lips away from her and stared down at her naked body.  
 
    Michelle had a slim figure with average-sized breasts. Her nipples were slightly bigger, and Lucas leaned down and took one in his mouth. He bit into her left breast and at the same time, he thumped his cock inside her.  
 
    Michelle’s mouth hung open, her eyes closed as he drove his cock in and out of her cunt, thrusting in hard, he watched her body jolt.  
 
    As her moans increased in frequency, Lucas lifted her legs and pressed them down against her chest. He started fucking her hard, driving his cock all the way until it hit the end. 
 
    They came together.  
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    Michelle set off the next morning in the Volvo Lucas had stolen.  
 
    She wasn’t too pleased to hear he’d stolen it. There were plenty of abandoned cars. Sure, in the town you’d have to walk your way to a dealer, and without a car, that might have taken some time. She didn’t say anything though. It would seem silly under the circumstances to worry about stolen cars.  
 
    Michelle set off towards the Town Hall, on her way to meet with Martha. This part of the plan was the flakiest, in her opinion.  
 
    She’d never met Mayor Carcass before, had no idea what he was like. The little she did know about him, she didn’t like.  
 
    He’d killed Lucas’s father with a single punch. He was the Mayor of this shit-show of a town. The Authority was badly run. The Mayors Supers didn’t do anything, aside from get free food from people. He didn’t do anything for the city. The place was a mess. The streets were dirty. There was crime everywhere.  
 
    Michelle missed Lentville, she missed Clarissa.  
 
    But at the same time, she didn’t.  
 
    Part of her wanted to stay in this shithole and fix it. Last night with Lucas had been fun. It had been a long time since a guy had fucked her. It had been never since a hot guy with a big cock had taken her like that. Her pussy was still sore from it, as were her tits. Lucas had grabbed them hard as he ploughed into her.  
 
    She liked him. Despite his tendencies to shoot first and… shoot some more after, she liked him.  
 
    She really liked him.  
 
    Michelle sighed.  
 
    What a few days it had been.  
 
    This place could be changed if the right person was in charge. The streets could be cleaned, the rubble taken away, the debris cleared or re-used. The boarded-up shops, the factories, the farms that surrounded Buxworth, there was so much potential in this town. Things could go back to what it was like before The Strikes.  
 
    Instead, gangs, rogue Supers, the Mayor Carcass and his Authority, they were all assholes. The one person who was decent in the town was Lucas. And she’d almost killed him.  
 
    The Town Hall came in view, and Michelle parked her car near the end of the road. The rest of the space was taken by armoured cars.  
 
    Michelle stepped out of the car and stood by the steps of the Town Hall. She felt nervous being back here.  
 
    Memories of her last time were still fresh in her mind. It had happened only a few days ago. Paraded around the Town Hall naked, like an animal in a zoo full of monsters. Her chest rose and fell rapidly as her heart beat increased. Michelle gritted her teeth. She was not going to be a victim. 
 
    Michelle climbed up the stairs and walked into the town hall. To the left, the girl sat behind the reception desk. Michelle walked towards her, and the corridor beyond.  
 
    “Wait,” the girl said. “You can’t go that way. Only Supers allowed.”  
 
    “I am a Super,” Michelle said. She curled her fingers into fists that blazed blue. “Would you like a demonstration?”  
 
    The girl glanced at her hands. Her expression did not change. She wasn’t afraid. She was bored. “Only Authority Supers,” the girl said.  
 
    “I am an Authority Super,” Michelle said, through gritted teeth.  
 
    “You don’t look like one,” the girl said. “Your clothes are all wrong. You’re supposed to look like a slut. You don’t look like a slut.”  
 
    “Are you a Super?”  
 
    The girl nodded. “I don’t need to dress like a bitch. I’m above that.”  
 
    Michelle took a deep breath and fought back the urge to punch the girl in the face. “I’m going to walk down that corridor. And if you try to stop me, I’m going to punch you so hard in the face, you won’t have enough money in the world to pay a guy to fuck you!”  
 
    The girl stared at Michelle, her face frozen. “Whatever,” she finally said, and then spun around in her chair.  
 
    Michelle was tempted to throw a ball of blue at her, explode the chair and send the girl flying into the air. But this was not the day to start a fight in the Town Hall. Michelle turned and walked down the corridor before turning left, she stopped in front of the door.  
 
    She raised her hand and was about to knock on the door but paused. No. Knocking was for the innocent girl that had walked down this corridor a few days ago. A lot had changed in those short days.  
 
    Michelle opened the door and walked in.  
 
    She opened her mouth to speak with Martha but stopped.  
 
    Martha sat on her desk holding a leash in hand. The leash was attached to the collar of a girl standing in the centre of a room. The girl was naked. She was beautiful. She had smooth brown tanned skin. Her black hair was long and came down to her waist. She had large dark nipples. Her ass was curvy. She stared at the ground, her breathing heavy, her breasts rose and fell rapidly.  
 
    Martha’s eyes turned towards Michelle. “Who are you, and what are you doing here?”  
 
    “I’m… I’m Michelle… we met a few days ago? I-” Michelle stopped, shocked that Martha apparently couldn’t remember her.  
 
    “Michelle,” Martha repeated. “Take your clothes off.”  
 
    “Excuse me?”  
 
    “I don’t remember faces well. Especially ones like yours. It’s too… girl next door. There are too many girls next door. Never understood why that was considered a compliment,” Martha said. “Take your clothes off, and maybe I’ll go easy on you for barging in here.”  
 
    “I’m not taking my clothes off,” Michelle said.  
 
    Martha’s lips twitched in what was a smile held back. “This will be fun,” she said, as she stood up, “Watch and learn,” she said to the Asian girl.  
 
    As Martha walked towards Michelle, her hands began to transform. The fingers welded together before the tip began to change colour. It was silver, and that silver colour spread across her arms, until both of them resembled blades.  
 
    Michelle raised her fists, both blaring blue, she threw a bolt at Martha. The Super didn’t even attempt to move out of the way. It struck her on the chest and knocked her back a couple of feet.  
 
    Martha stopped, surprise in her eyes.  
 
    The next bolt Michelle threw at her, Martha dodged under it and then charged towards her. She was fast, faster than any Super Michelle had ever encountered. Coming close, she leapt up and sliced with both blades, catching Michelle on the cheek and the leg.  
 
    She moved back and hit the door as blood trickled out from her cheek. Her left leg sagged, the cut much deeper there, it struck the bone. As Martha came at her again, Michelle held her palm flat before her. Martha slammed into her forcefield. As she fell back, Michelle fired another bolt. It struck Martha on the chest and knocked her to the ground.  
 
    Seeing her opportunity, she charged and slammed her shoulder into Martha’s stomach just as the Super climbed to her feet, knocking her back down, she sat on top of her and slammed her fists of blue relentlessly into Martha’s face.  
 
    Michelle felt rage like never before. Punch after punch, she struck with fury. Martha’s face covered in blood until it was barely identifiable. And still, she continued to punch. Finally, her arms feeling like led, Michelle stopped.  
 
    Breathing heavily, she looked down at Martha. Her face was covered in blood. Her nose was smashed flat, blood gushed out from her lips. Her eyes were also covered in blood, but she blinked, and the blood cleared some, her eyes shone through.  
 
    “Are we done here?” Michelle asked.  
 
    Martha’s lips spread into a smile. 
 
    And then, her arm came up and stabbed Michelle in the side. It hit her ribcage and broke through the bones. Michelle gasped, her eyes lolled back as she tilted and hit the ground. She grabbed the wound with both hands and pressed against it, trying to stop the blood from gushing out, she sat up. 
 
    Her eyes dizzy, she became aware of a figure standing over her. And then, a foot struck her on the chin. Her head slammed back against the hard floor. What followed was a furry of kicks to her face and stomach.  
 
    Michelle ignored the pain and closed her eyes. The wound to her ribcage was the worst one, but she could feel it healing. The kicks, they caused pain, but if Martha did not slice her head off, she would live.  
 
    The kicks suddenly stopped. Michelle became aware of hands pulling at her clothes. Her jeans were cut off first, followed by her panties. Her shirt was torn off, her bra cut. Michelle turned on her back and opened her eyes.  
 
    Martha stood over her, a satisfied grin on her face. “I remember you. You’re the girl that came in the other day. I paraded you around the hall. You didn’t get any takers. No one wanted to fuck you. Not with those breasts.” 
 
    Michelle started to laugh.  
 
    “Why are you laughing?”  
 
    “I’m ready for round two,” she muttered.  
 
    Her hands blazing blue, she fired two bolts at Martha. Both struck her in the chest and sent her flying back. She crashed into the door and broke through it, landing in the corridor outside.  
 
    But as Michelle climbed to her feet, so did Martha.  
 
    They went at it again. Both Supers, Michelle with her fists blue, Martha with silver arms for blades.  
 
    Michelle punched as hard as she could, and every strike would have killed a Normie. But not against a Super that had been fighting already.  
 
    Supers bodies grew stronger as they fought, they became able to take more pain, more abuse. It was like a Super adrenaline that ran through the body, pumped it up, numbed the pain, healed the wounds.  
 
    There was a trade off, but it was felt much later, usually the next morning. It was like a hangover mixed with what felt like weeks of starvation. The body became weak while the head throbbed. Supers recovered within a couple of days.  
 
    Finally, as Martha drove her blade in Michelle’s chest, and at the same time, as Michelle slammed her fists together against Martha’s chest, both girls were pushed back.  
 
    Breathing heavily, neither girl moved in to continue the fight. Michelle watched the Super with wary eyes. The last time she’d let her guard down, the bitch had stabbed her in the chest.  
 
    “Truce?” Martha asked, as her breathing calmed.  
 
    “How can I trust you?”  
 
    Martha shrugged. “I’ve never lied before. That’s something. But I suppose I’ve never had to.” She walked towards her desk and pulled out a bottle of water. She took a sip, then spat it out, the water coloured red, she took another sip and drank it. “Why are you here?”  
 
    Michelle moved towards the sofa beside the naked Asian girl and sat down on it. “I want to see Mayor Carcass.”  
 
    “For what?”  
 
    “Something important,” Michelle said.  
 
    “Important stuff goes through me,” Martha said.  
 
    “I need to see him,” Michelle repeated with force in her tone. 
 
    Martha took another sip of her water. “Fine. But we need to tidy up first.”  
 
    She walked towards the door to the left of her desk and opened it. Martha turned and stared at Michelle. “Are you coming?”  
 
    “In there?” Michelle asked.  
 
    “It’s a shower room, honey. I won’t bite, I promise.”  
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    It was strange how Martha seemed to have this control over her. The Super was older than Michelle by about seven years. She was one of the oldest women in the world. Whilst seven years didn’t seem like a lot, it meant that she was in her twenties when The Strikes happened. It was possible the Super was one of the last women on earth with a university degree and the experience that came with it.  
 
    Martha had this thing about her. This cool casualness, like she was better, more Super than other Supers. When she asked Michelle to get in the shower, and stared at her with that expression, those eyes, and the way she called her “honey”, it made Michelle feel like a sullen little girl. 
 
    She ended up walking into the shower room.  
 
    Martha stripped naked. She had bigger breasts with large pink nipples. Her cunt was wide. At her command, the Asian girl joined them in the shower. Michelle was beginning to feel the exhaustion of battle kick in a little earlier than normal. She leaned against the white tiles of the shower room, Martha did the same, but on the opposite side, each staring at the other girl.  
 
    Michelle felt her cheeks flush as she remembered what Martha had said. That no one had wanted to fuck her when she was paraded naked around the town hall, that she had small breasts.  
 
    The Asian girl brought the shower head and sprayed her with warm water. She scrubbed away the blood, her hand was gentle as she caressed Michelle’s breasts. The water felt good as it sprayed her pussy lips. Michelle closed her eyes and rested her head against the tiles. She opened them shortly as the Asian girl rubbed her hand against her clit, her finger probing inside her pussy.  
 
    Michelle shook her head. Whilst it felt good, she wasn’t in the mood to orgasm.  
 
    The Asian girl moved on from her to Martha. She washed Martha’s body, her hands were gentle, her mouth even more so. She sucked on Martha’s breasts, then dropped down to her knees and gently licked Martha’s pussy. Her tongue probed in. Martha grabbed the Asian girl by the hair and held it against her pussy, she came.  
 
    When she was done, they left the shower room.  
 
    Michelle was about to get dressed, but her clothes were torn, cut into little pieces by Martha’s blades.  
 
    “If you must wear clothes, wear those,” she pointed at the short black skirt and the sheer lacy white shirt that was on the floor beside the sofa.  
 
    “Is that…” she pointed at the Asian girl, who stood with her head down, her hands behind her back, in a submissive pose. “Her clothes?”  
 
    “She doesn’t need them. She’s going to be paraded around the Town Hall when we get back from Mayor Carcass’s,” Martha said.  
 
    Michelle felt uncomfortable wearing the Asian girl’s clothes. But she didn’t want to walk around naked. Giving an apologetic smile at the girl, she picked up her skirt and shirt and dressed quickly. The skirt was short, incredibly so, and without any panties, she felt naked.  
 
    Martha was dressed in her Super clothes. She wore a blue shirt that had the letters MC written across the chest, and black jeans. Turned out there were Authority outfits for women that didn’t look like they’d been designed by perverts.  
 
    They left the Town Hall behind and set off in Martha’s car. It was a modified Mercedes GLC, but the inside was still Mercedes. Michelle had never been a car person, but she had to admit, it was nice inside. The leather seats, strips of blue around the dashboard that lit up, the large screen displays.  
 
    As they set off and drove down the road, Martha turned to look at Michelle. “Just remember, I wanted you to tell me what it was. But instead, you got into a fight with me.” 
 
    “That is not what happened,” Michelle muttered. “We got into a fight because you wanted me to take my clothes off.”  
 
    “Those are just details. Mayor Carcass doesn’t care about details. Simple point is, you fought me to see him. Now we’re going to see him. And if it isn’t important enough for him, you’re going to wish you were never born.”  
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    Mayor Carcass lived in the outskirts of Buxworth Town. He’d taken residence of a country mansion. It was a Georgian property, surrounded by magnificent landscaped gardens and lakes, outbuildings, stables, and orchards.  
 
    The building itself was symmetrical, the walls were made of red brick, but the lower parts had been rendered with stucco. The front entrance was decorated by white pillars that formed an arch. The inside of the property was much nicer.  
 
    The floors were of parquet wood, the wallpaper was golden, with decorative leaves designed in it, the lower part of the interior walls were plastered with expensive wood that had been sculpted into perfect square boxes.  The ceilings were made of a grid of sunken panels accentuated by moulding. 
 
    Michelle followed behind Martha as they walked through a dining room with one of the longest table’s she’d ever seen. The dark wood was shined, her reflection in it was sharp. The floor had thick carpet with intricate designs of blue, red and white. There were paintings on the walls, surrounded by golden frames, of men and women in old-fashioned clothes, standing around, staring with expressionless faces.  
 
    She walked through a living room which had a piano bigger than the car she’d used to drive to Buxworth Town from Lentville. There was a room with a large pool table, another room that was completely empty, decorated only by the fireplace with the white pillars.  
 
    They passed maids, some cleaning, others hurrying about. Some were dressed in French maids’ outfits, others wore nothing but a short black skirt, their breasts completely exposed, one girl was naked, aside from the collar around her neck. In the pool room, a naked girl stood against the wall, her legs spread apart, her arms behind her back, she stared ahead, not making eye contact as they passed.  
 
    As they continued to walk, Michelle was beginning to have a bad feeling about this. She didn’t know Mayor Carcass well. The little she did know wasn’t flattering. He’d killed Lucas’s dad with a single punch. Part of her mind wished it had been an accident, that Mayor Carcass hadn’t realised how strong it was. Things like that happened in the early days after The Strikes. Supers were still figuring out their strengths. Many Normies were killed by accident.  
 
    Buxworth was a shit hole, and the Town Hall, the Authority, they were to blame for it. The Supers were mean, selfish and cruel. But Michelle still hoped in her mind that Mayor Caracas was detached from this all. That somehow, he wasn’t aware of what was going on. He did spend most of his time in his country mansion.  
 
    But now, walking through that country mansion, she began to realise how foolish she had been. This man was no hero, not even one pretending to be. He was as cruel as the rest, if not more. She remembered her conversation with Lucas, about how the Mayor had his Super name as Carcass. No sane person did that.  
 
    Lucas.  
 
    He was a good guy. If only he could have been a Super, she imagined he could have made a difference. But the world didn’t work like that. There was no big master plan. It was all random, it was all chaos.  
 
    But still, she continued to follow behind Martha.  
 
    This plan was Lucas’s plan. And Lucas knew better than anyone that Mayor Carcass was evil. Still, he’d devised this plan despite knowing what Mayor Carcass was. It was his best chance of survival.  
 
    Michelle didn’t agree on that.  
 
    It wasn’t Lucas’s best chance at survival. He was putting himself at risk by being in Mayor Carcass’s presence. He was doing it for the girls, to get them out of harm’s way from the Red Heads.  
 
    Martha led them out through wide French doors and onto the veranda. The view was stunning from here. Past the landscaped garden with the fountain were neatly trimmed hedges, beyond which was a lake. There were swans on the lake.  
 
    There were chairs and coffee tables on the veranda.  
 
    A young man with blond shoulder length hair slicked back sat on one of the chairs. He was dressed casually, a loose-fitting blue shirt and white trousers. He wasn’t alone. Standing to his left were two Asian girls, both naked, both with collars around their necks, their legs spread three feet apart, they stood with their hands behind their backs. The skin around their knees was bruised, as if she spent time on their knees, crawling about on rough surfaces. 
 
    Mayor carcass lounged back in his chair, a bottle of cider in his hand. Noticing their approach, he raised his head. “Martha,” he smiled at her. His eyes then fell on Michelle. “What have you brought me?”  
 
    “Mayor,” Martha bowed deferentially. She glared at Michelle, who after swallowing, did the same. “This is Michelle. She’s a Super. She has an important message for you.”  
 
    “Michelle,” Mayor Carcass smiled.  
 
    His smile made Michelle shiver. There was no warmth in it.  
 
    “Don’t keep him waiting,” Martha snapped.  
 
    Michelle swallowed nervously. Now that she was here, in front of Mayor Carcass, having walked through his house of hot sex slaves, staring at the man who was in effect, king of Buxworth, she found her courage and explained as best as she could what had happened.  
 
    She told Mayor Carcass about Android, how he had spent the night in the same hotel as hers, how she saw him walking down the corridor with two girls. Later that night, he was murdered.  
 
    Michelle wanted to investigate the murder, so she asked around, knocking on doors. An old lady had seen what had happened. She identified the same two girls as those that had fired at Android, and the Normie that had sliced his head off.  
 
    Intrigued, Michelle continued her investigations. She met a Super, Jocelyn who told her of Broad Street, that that would be the place to look for potential assassins. On their way there, Michelle bumped into the girl. She was with a guy named Lucas.  
 
    When she tried to apprehend Lucas and the girl, they got into a fight. She chased after Lucas and into a building. After battling, the building collapsed on them. Lucas told her that the Red Heads had wanted him to kill Android and deliver the body to them.  
 
    As Lucas was unable to do that, they’d kidnapped two of his friends and told him he had to kill Mayor Carcass if he wanted to free his girls. Lucas wasn’t stupid. He would never even dream of attacking such a strong and powerful Super like Mayor Carcass, a Super who was effectively their king. Michelle made sure to place emphasis on those words, as Lucas had wanted her to.  
 
    Instead of attacking Mayor Carcass, Lucas managed to steal his girls back. While he was there, he discovered why they wanted him to kill Android, and now Mayor Carcass. 
 
    Lena, the leader of the Red Heads had found a green crystal. It gave Normies powers, like the blue crystals did. But the green crystal only gave power to Normies for a limited time, before it tore their body apart.  
 
    Lena wants Mayor Carcass dead so that she can use his body, use his flesh in her labs to figure out how to make her body strong enough to be able to handle the power of the green crystal.  
 
    “Lucas has arranged to meet with Lena by the building site south of Buxworth on Friday at twelve on the pretence that he would give back the crystal to her if she agrees to leave him alone,” Michelle said. “He wanted me to tell you this, as he thought it was important for you to know that Lena wanted you dead, and that she wants this green crystal. If you were to meet Lucas on Friday at the building site, he will give you the green crystal.”  
 
    When she finished talking, there was complete silence. And then, Mayor Carcass burst into laughter. Beside her, Martha’s lips spread into a cautious smile.  
 
    “She’s something, isn’t she?” Mayor Carcass. “Proper little Sherlock Holmes over here. Actually solved a fucking murder,” Mayor Carcass slapped his hands together in thunderous applause. When he was done, he stared at Michelle. His blue eyes seemed to burn into her and she crunched her eyes, feeling dizzy.  
 
    “Well, you seem to be telling the truth,” Mayor Carcass said. “A green crystal?” he looked at Martha.  
 
    She shrugged in response. “It’s not something I’ve ever heard of but…” she shrugged. “Stranger things have happened.”  
 
    “Why won’t this Lucas just give me the crystal?” he asked. “Why do I, Mayor Carcass, have to go to him?”  
 
    “If he gives you the crystal, the Red Heads will go after his head,” Michelle said.  
 
    “He sounds impressive. Killed Android,” he turned to Martha. “I assume that’s one of our Supers?” When Martha nodded, Mayor Carcass continued. “If he can kill a Super, why doesn’t he kill this Lena?”  
 
    “If he kills Lena, the Red Heads will appoint another leader and the gang will come after him with even more vengeance.”  
 
    “Makes sense, I suppose,” Mayor Carcass nodded. “But he will give me the crystal on Friday?”  
 
    “Lena will be there too, Mayor,” Michelle said. “He was hoping you might finish her off. If you killed Lena and took the crystal, his involvement would end. The Red Heads would know he doesn’t have the crystal, and they’ll also know that Lucas didn’t murder their leader. He would be free. Lucas thinks if you killed Lena, the Red Heads would disband out of fear of you.”  
 
    Mayor Carcass’s lips spread into a smile at that. “This Lucas fella seems like a real smart guy. Okay. I’ll meet him. Leave the details with Blader.”  
 
    “Thank you, Mayor Carcass,” Michelle said. She bowed in deference, as Martha had done when they walked in.  
 
    Michelle turned to leave, but Martha grabbed her by the arm, a warning flashed in her eyes. Michelle didn’t understand, but she remained standing in her spot. Mayor Carcass stared at the landscaped gardens and the lake beyond. He sipped on his cider, and when it was finished, he climbed to his feet.  
 
    Resting on the table were two leashes. He picked them up and attached them to the collars of the two naked Asian girls.  
 
    “Come, Michelle. Let me show you something.”  
 
    With the leash now attached to their necks, both girls dropped to the ground, on their hands and knees, they walked on the floor before Mayor Carcass.  
 
    Rather than heading back into the house, they walked off the veranda and onto the grass. The two Asian girls moved in front of Mayor Carcass, on their knees and hands, leashes attached to their necks, like dogs. Dogs with curvy asses, beautiful skin and nice breasts.  
 
    They walked around the house towards the brick-built stack of stables. The roof was newly refurbished, made of red tiles. The pillars were painted white, and the wooden gates to each stable were varnished, the metal rods above the wood were painted white.  
 
    Inside the stables, lying on the grass, or sitting up against the walls, they were not horses.  
 
    They were humans.  
 
    Normies, Michelle assumed.  
 
    All girls, they were completely naked.  
 
    A white girl with blond hair had a harness attached to her back. Noticing them, she began to chew on the hay. The stable beside her had a black girl inside. She lay on her back, her legs raised, a fly mask over her face, it covered her eyes, her nose, her mouth, keeping her in complete darkness. The remaining stables were the same. Each contained naked girls in various positions, wearing horse equipment.  
 
    Finally, they came to the last stable. A girl with red hair lay on the ground, a fly mask covered her face, shrouding her senses in darkness. She had large tits, small pink nipples. She lay on her side, inserted in her vagina and anus were dildos.  
 
    “I can’t remember her name,” Mayor Carcass said, as he placed his hands on the gate. “But she lied to me once. Can’t remember what the lie was,” he laughed. “I’m preparing her for breeding. With a real horse. That’s why she’s got the dildos stuck in her. Stretching her holes to accommodate a real horse penis.”  
 
    Attached to the gate was a cane. Mayor Carcass picked it up and prodded the girl, first on her tits, then he pressed it against the black end of her butt plug. “This is what happens to those that lie to me, Michelle,” he said.  
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    Michelle didn’t drive back to Lucas’s straight away. She drove around Buxworth Town, aimlessly, until she drove past a large park. The wrought-iron fences had been stripped bare, some of the large trees had been cut down.  
 
    But the grass was green, and there were ponds.  
 
    She parked her stolen Volvo by the side of the road and walked towards a pond, plonking herself on the bank. Michelle stared into the water, her hands in her hair, she sat quietly.  
 
    What she had witnessed today, in Mayor Carcass’s country home, it was more than she could have imagined. He was evil, but his evilness was beyond comprehension. Her understanding of humans, Normies and Supers, Mayor Carcass challenged that.  
 
    Coming to town, she’d thought she was going to stop gangs that distributed drugs, stole things, harassed businesses, Supers that took what they wanted because they could. She came to Buxworth with the hope of setting things straight, of bringing law and order.  
 
    The Authority was supposed to be the law and order.  
 
    Yet, what the leader of the Authority was doing, it was worse than anything any gang or rogue Super would do.  
 
    Lucas had wanted to kill Mayor Carcass since the first time he met the guy. He became what he is now because of the Mayor. And Lucas was quite something. An accomplished killer, Michelle had witnessed him in action. He almost single-handedly saved Anika and Jenny from what was a Red Heads fortress. He went toe to toe with Android, trading blows with a Super like they were equals.  
 
    And yet, despite his whole life being geared towards revenge, he hadn’t made a move on Mayor Carcass.  
 
    Because he knew deep down that he would lose.  
 
    At the end of the day, Lucas was a Normie, no matter how impressive.  
 
    But she was a Super.  
 
    And Mayor Carcass’s reign was going to come to a headless end.   
 
    Michelle remained seated by the bank of the pond until her head cleared. And then, she stood up, brushed off the dirt from her skirt, and her legs, and set off towards the car, walking with determination.  
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    It was Thursday night. Lucas sat in the kitchen with Michelle and Hannah. The Super was going to leave tomorrow morning and head back to Lentville. They were going over their plan one more time. Hannah would leave for the building site in the morning. She would climb to her position on the seventh floor of the tower and wait.   
 
    It was a good spot, one from where she could keep an eye out on things. Lena was supposed to come alone, but Lucas didn’t expect her to. From her vantage point, Hannah would see them as they arrived, know where her crew would place themselves.  
 
    The meeting was to be at twelve. That’s when Lena would come, and so would Mayor Carcass. Lena wasn’t expecting Mayor Carcass to be there. There was a chance Lena would run when she spotted Mayor Carcass. The Super had the ability to shoot bullets from the tip of his fingers. If he didn’t gun her down as she fled, Hannah would snipe her, in the hope that the watching Red Heads would think Mayor Carcass did it.  
 
    If Lena did not flee, but begin a conversation with the Mayor, start to negotiate, Lucas would scratch his head.  
 
    That would be the signal.  
 
    Hannah would fire at Mayor Carcass. The Super was strong enough to easily withstand bullets, but Lucas would pin the shooting onto Lena, thereby enraging the Super, causing him to kill Lena, and then hunt down the Red Heads in the weeks that followed.  
 
    With the Red Heads under attack by Mayor Carcass, they wouldn’t have time to worry about Lucas and the girls. That was the best-case scenario.   
 
    “Any last thoughts on the plan?” Lucas asked, as he took a sip of his tea. “Anything I might have missed?”  
 
    “It could all go tits up,” Hannah said. “But… it’s a good plan as any, under the circumstances.”  
 
    Lucas nodded. “If it all goes tits up, you know what to do?”  
 
    “Head back to the safe house, grab the girls and drive down to Lentville,” Hannah said.  
 
    “And you’re okay with that?”  
 
    Michelle smiled. “It’s the least I can do.”  
 
    Silence followed. Lucas drank his tea, and when it was finished, he climbed to his feet and headed up the stairs. Hannah followed behind him. As he turned to head into the box room, he looked back to say goodnight to her.  
 
    But Hannah placed a hand on his back and pushed him towards his box room. Once inside, she closed the door behind her.  
 
    “What’s up?” Lucas asked, an eyebrow raised.  
 
    “We might die tomorrow,” she said. “You might die. I’m pretty safe perched up in the tower.”  
 
    “…thanks?”  
 
    Hannah placed a hand on his chest and pushed him onto the bed. She unbuttoned her shirt and let it slip down her arms, landing on the floor by her feet. It was her jeans next that came off. She was wearing black lacy panties. She unbuttoned her bra, letting out her large breasts. Her panties came off next.  
 
    “What’s going on?” Lucas asked.  
 
    “I’m naked in your bedroom. What do you think is going on?”  
 
    “Well, if you weren’t a proper legit, certified lesbian, I’d guess we were going to have sex,” he paused, before adding, “You are a proper, legit certified lesbian, right?”  
 
    “Yes,” Hannah said. She stepped forward and dropped to her knees. Her hands moved quickly, she unbuttoned his jeans and pulled them down to his ankles. She reached into his boxers and pulled out his semi-erect cock and stared at it, as if it were an interesting, but alien device. “I want to see what the fuss is all about. You don’t mind, do you?” 
 
    “Do I mind if a hot girl that may or may not be a lesbian sucks my cock?” Lucas asked. “Not really. But, my cock is kinda big so, when you put it in your mouth, try not to bash your teeth against it.”  
 
    “I know what I’m doing,” Hannah muttered.  
 
    “You do?”  
 
    Hannah ignored him and took his cock in her warm and wet mouth. As she sucked on it, Lucas’s cock grew. It did touch her teeth, but Hannah made an effort to widen her mouth. She was good at sucking, for a beginner.  
 
    She was beautiful too, with a cock in her mouth.  
 
    Lucas ran his fingers through her hair, moving it away from her face, he clasped her cheeks and held her head firm and in place as he began to fuck her mouth. He started slowly, giving the newbie time to adjust, before he began to drive it down her throat.  
 
    Naturally, she gagged.  
 
    But Hannah wasn’t a quitter. So he continued fucking her mouth until he pulled out. She dropped a hand onto the floor, gasping for breath, saliva dripping from the corner of her lips.  
 
    While she recovered, Lucas took in her naked beauty.  
 
    She had large breasts and big nipples. He reached for them, and squeezed them gently. Hannah moaned in return. Kicking off his jeans from his ankles, Lucas pulled down his boxers and took off his shirt.  
 
    He scooped Hannah up and placed her on the bed.  
 
    “Want to continue?” he asked.  
 
    Hannah nodded. “But go easy on me. I’ve only used really small dildos.”  
 
    Lucas took his cock in his hand and rubbed it against Hannah’s twat. Using the head, he parted her pussy lips and pushed. She wasn’t kidding. It was tight. But it was also wet. The girl might think she was a lesbian, but this was turning her on.  
 
    Pressing gently, Lucas continued to push his cock inside Hannah’s cunt. The girl lay on her back on the bed, her hands stretched out, her fingers dug into the soft fabric as her face crunched.  
 
    “God, this is painful,” she muttered.  
 
    “Shall I stop?”  
 
    “No, don’t stop,” Hannah said. “But why do girls like big dicks?”  
 
    Lucas laughed as he shrugged his head. He drove his cock fully inside her, filling her up as his tip touched the end. Lucas kept his cock in her, watching her expression, her crunched face, her lips parted. He pulled out slowly, then pushed back in.  
 
    “That’s not how guys fuck,” Hannah told him.  
 
    “How would you know?”   
 
    “I’ve seen porn. Back when… you know, it was more easily available. You’re supposed to fuck me harder.”  
 
    “Sure you can handle it?” Lucas asked.  
 
    “Of course I can handle it,” Michelle muttered. “Lesbians are tough.”  
 
    “This is so strange,” Lucas muttered.  
 
    He began to drive his cock in and out of her pussy. He reached forward and grabbed her large breasts, taking one in his mouth, he bit into her nipple.  
 
    “Owwiee,” Hannah muttered. “Don’t stop,” she said quickly. “Keep doing your thing.”  
 
    Lucas grabbed her legs and pushed them down onto her chest. He wrapped his arms around her back, squeezing her body, Lucas began to fuck her hard, thrusting in, pulling out, Hannah’s body shook like a doll lying on a powerful washing machine on full blast. Moans of pain escaped her lips, but Lucas continued to fuck her hard. Those moans changed to groans of pleasure.  
 
    As Lucas felt her close to coming, he let go of her back and grabbed her tits, squeezing them hard, he thrust into her, slamming his hips against bottom, moving her body up the bed, he came inside her just as she reached orgasm.  
 
    Lucas shot load after load inside her, and then, he collapsed on top of her.  
 
    “Off, off, off,” she tapped him on the shoulder.  
 
    Lucas rolled off her, his cock was the last to leave. It plopped out of her cunt. He reached down and felt it. It was no longer tight.  
 
    “That fucking hurt,” Hannah muttered. “Why do women do it?”  
 
    “I don’t know… I’ve only been on the other side. It doesn’t hurt for me. Most girls seem to like it,” Lucas said, as he stared at the ceiling. “You orgasmed.”  
 
    “No I didn’t,” Hannah said, hurt in her voice.  
 
    Lucas’s hand trailed down her body, coming to rest on her cunt. “Ya you did. Your pussy is dripping. Also, your body sort of tightened just before you came. And the noises you were making… no reason for you to fake it.”  
 
    “Never doing this again,” Hannah said. “Actually, if you survive tomorrow, maybe one more time?”  
 
    Lucas’s hand remained on her cunt, his thumb pressed against her clit.  
 
    If he survived tomorrow.  
 
    There was that risk. He was going to be on the field next to Lena, a fearsome gang leader, who would react badly when she realises she’s been set-up.  
 
    There was also Mayor Carcass.  
 
    The guy was pure evil.  
 
    Even if half the stories were true about him, the guy was still evil incarnated. There was a chance the guy could kill him just because Lucas made him come to the building site to retrieve the crystal.  
 
    There was also the thing about Mayor Carcass having killed Lucas’s dad. He became who he was to avenge his dad and kill Mayor Carcass. But the more Lucas battled Supers, the more he realised he wasn’t ready to fight the Mayor.  
 
    Mayor Carcass was so much stronger than any Super he’d battled before, Supers that had almost killed him. Mayor Carcass recovered faster than any Super in Buxworth. He could fire bullets from the tip of his fingers. He had immense strength and could punch through brick walls. He was as fast too.  
 
    It didn’t matter how he planned it in his head, Lucas couldn’t see a way of bringing the Mayor down on his knees and then getting the chance to slice through his neck.  
 
    Lucas hadn’t seen Mayor Carcass in person since the day he killed his father. Seeing him tomorrow, he would need to keep his anger down and not do anything reckless.  
 
    The door to the bedroom opened. It was Michelle. “I spend ten minutes washing the dishes and you guys have sex.”  
 
    Hannah nodded. “I tried cock for the first time.”  
 
    “How was it?”  
 
    “Mixed feelings. My pussy hurts, but I’m not sure if it’s the bad kind of pain.”  
 
     Michelle walked into the room and closed the door behind her. She took off her top and pulled her jeans down. She climbed onto the bed and shuffled in-between Hannah and Lucas. She took his cock in her mouth and began to suck.  
 
    “What are you doing?” Lucas asked.  
 
    “Trying to see if I can get it up,” Michelle said. “I want sex with you. Might not get a chance after tomorrow.”  
 
    “Great…” Lucas muttered.  
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    It was late Friday morning. Lucas stood in the centre of the building site. The grass grew up to his knees. The weather was warm. The sun was up there, occasionally peeking through the weak clouds. He wore his trench coat. It was packed with his assault rifle, pistol, magazines, grenades and his Katana.  
 
    Lucas wasn’t planning on killing a Super today, but he never went anywhere without his Katana. The blade was made from Manderium, the metal found in the meteorites that struck the world. The material was stronger and sharper than any found on earth. It sliced through flesh and bones, like knife cutting through cucumber, not quite butter.  
 
    He had an earpiece tucked into his left ear. He’d made an effort to push his hair and cover the ear. Hannah had a radio at her end, just in case they needed to communicate. The equipment was provided by Matt. Lucas wondered why he’d never purchased the gear before. It would be handy, considering how Hannah was becoming an accomplished sniper.  
 
    Matt had also provided him with a green crystal that glowed. It looked legit, like the blue crystals that fell from the sky, but green instead. Lucas had that with him, in his right pocket. He had the real crystal in his left pocket.  
 
    Lucas brought it with him. He had an inkling he might need to use it. Lucas chuckled to himself. Using the crystal meant dying. Things could turn that desperate… 
 
    As Lucas waited for Lena and Mayor Carcass to arrive, he wondered where Michelle was right now. The Super had left early in the morning, around the same time Hannah did. Lucas wasn’t quite sure where Lentville was. He didn’t have a paper map. But he knew it wasn’t too far. Buxworth was the closest town to the village.  
 
    She was probably back in her little cottage, shacked up cosily in bed with her girlfriend. He felt a slight pang in his chest, and recognised it for what it was. He missed the girl. She was cool. And not just for a Super.   
 
    Lucas glanced at his watch. It was a minute till twelve. He glanced at the entrance to his right.  
 
    Right on cue, beyond the two rendered pillars, Lena walked towards him. She was wearing a long black coat. The shimmering material of the coat gave it away for what it was.  
 
    It was the same material his trench coat was made of. Absorbent Kevlar. She’d come expecting a fight.  
 
    As she walked under the arch and onto the grassland, Lucas glanced up at the building. It was a large building, and there were many spots for her Red Heads to hide without being spotted. Half the building only had pillars, stairs and ceilings, but the other half, randomly had brick walls, some fully raised, others half raised.  
 
    He turned to face Lena as she stood opposite him. She too glanced around at her surroundings.  
 
    “Nice place,” she commented. “Where’s the crystal?”  
 
    “First, I need you to swear you won’t come after me or the girls,” Lucas said.  
 
    “I swear it,” Lena said almost immediately.  
 
    Lucas didn’t believe her.  
 
    “What’s the matter?” Lena asked, as she brushed her short red hair to the left side of her head. “Don’t trust me?”  
 
    “If I’m going to be honest, not really,” Lucas said.  
 
    “What are you going to do?” Lena asked. “If you don’t give me the crystal, I’ll come after you, I’ll find you, I’ll find your girls, and I’ll kill you all. Give me the fucking crystal while there is still a small chance that I let you live.”  
 
    Lucas swallowed nervously. He glanced at the corridor through which Lena had walked through. There was no sign of Mayor Carcass. He glanced to his left, where another corridor led through the building to the centre of the site, to the grassland. Again, no sign of anyone coming.  
 
    Lucas glanced down at his watch. It was five minutes past midday.  
 
    “Waiting for someone?” Lena asked. “You know if this is a trap, if you’ve got a sniper somewhere up there, finger on the trigger, waiting to take me out, the Red Heads will cook you alive. I’ve got a few that like the taste of human flesh.”  
 
    “No trap,” Lucas said. “I do have a friend coming though. She’s bringing the crystal.” Lucas raised his hands. “Look, I don’t want any trouble. I just want to give the crystal back and that’s it.”  
 
    Lena smiled. “Give me the crystal, and we’ll see about the rest.”  
 
    The minutes passed, and Lucas took a step back from Lena. If Mayor Carcass didn’t arrive soon, then this was going to turn into a shootout. Lucas didn’t have the same muscle backing him that Lena had, but he would kill her first if things went that way.  
 
    “Where is she?” Lena asked, her hand moving into her coat.  
 
    “Traffic,” Lucas chuckled nervously, his eyes on her hand.  
 
    “Traffic?” Lena asked. “There hasn’t been any fucking traffic since The Strikes. You better come up with something better Lucas, or your head is about to explode. I’ve got snipers all over this place.”  
 
    Fuck.  
 
    Lucas was tempted to scratch his head. It was the sign for Hannah to fire at Mayor Carcass, when the Super arrived. Would Hannah know to fire at Lena if he scratched his head now? Or would she think he had an itchy head?  
 
    Just as Lucas was about to test it, his hand rising to ruffle his dark hair, he spotted a figure to the left, walking down the corridor. It was a woman. She had short blond hair, and she was dressed in a tight blue top with a plunging v-cut that showed of her round breasts, and a short black skirt that barely covered her ass.  
 
    She had a stunning figure, and she looked older, like she was in her late twenties. But Lucas didn’t notice any of that.  
 
    What he did notice was the MC written in red on her chest.  
 
    She was a Super from the Authority.  
 
    That fact didn’t escape Lena’s eyes either. She reached into her coat and pulled out a gun, which she pointed at him. She’d moved quick, so quick, Lucas wondered if he could take her in a traditional duel.  
 
    “What the fuck is a Super doing here?”  
 
    Lucas shrugged. “I-I-I d-don’t know,” he stammered. “I didn’t plan this.”  
 
    Lucas’s fear was fake, but he was telling the truth. Mayor Carcass was supposed to come alone. He wasn’t supposed to send a Super, and one so easily identifiable.  
 
    Lucas pulled out his pistol, but rather than point it at Lena, he aimed for the Super. Uncertainty took over Lena’s face. After brief hesitation, she turned and pointed her gun at the approaching Super.  
 
    The Super watched them with disdain in her eyes. She stopped a few feet before them, then glanced around at the surrounding building site. Finally, her eyes rested on the guns pointing at her.  
 
    “I’d suggest you put those toys away before I decide to kill you both,” the Super said.  
 
    “Who are you, and what are you doing here?” Lena asked, not putting her gun down. 
 
    The Super smiled. “I’m Blader. Have you heard of me?”  
 
    Lucas had.  
 
    He’d never seen her before, wasn’t even sure if it was a guy or a girl. Blader was the new second in command to Mayor Carcass. The previous second in command Super had been disposed of.  
 
    Lucas held slim hopes that Mayor Carcass would arrive on his own. He needed Mayor Carcass. The Super was more identifiable, more feared. This wouldn’t work without him. He didn’t doubt Blader was an evil and powerful piece of shit, but she didn’t have the same presence Mayor Carcass did. She wouldn’t inspire fear into the Red Heads, so much so that they forget about going after Lucas and the girls.  
 
    There was a sim chance he could still make this work. If he gave the crystal to Blader, then, if Hannah fired at the Super, he could still frame Lena for it. There was the slight mishap that Blader might not take a sniper bullet as well as Mayor Carcass would.  
 
    If it knocked her out briefly, that would give Lena the opportunity to escape. After that, he’d have no chance of setting this trap again. Lena would never negotiate with him. She would spend all her resources in hunting him down.  
 
    As the scenarios ran through his head, Lena remained focused on the Super.  
 
    “What are you doing here?” Lena asked.  
 
    Blader stepped towards Lena, no longer smiling, her eyes cold, her face tight. “I humoured you by answering one of your questions, Normie. Don’t push your luck.”  
 
    Lena licked her lips. As her hands holding the gun visibly shook, she stepped back carefully.  
 
    “Oh, don’t think about leaving,” Blader said. “You’re both to wait here until Mayor Carcass arrives.”  
 
    Lena’s face paled. “Mayor Carcass?”  
 
    Lucas feigned ignorance as Lena glanced at him. He kept his gun up, and mimicking Lena, he also took a careful step back, his gun pointed at Blader, his gun hand shaking.  
 
    “Ah, there he is,” Blader said, as she looked back.  
 
    Lucas followed her gaze, down the corridor of the building site. There was a man walking towards them. In his hand, he held a leash, and attached to the leash were two Asian girls. Both were naked, and both were on their knees, crawling like dogs. 
 
    So the rumours were true. Mayor Carcass did treat humans like animals.  
 
    As the Mayor came closer, as he stepped out from under the building site and onto the grass, his face became viewable. He was short, about five foot seven, he had blond hair slicked back.  
 
    Lucas remembered that face, those cruel blue eyes, the lips spreading into a smile as Mayor Carcass punched his dad.  
 
    It had happened many years ago and usually, the memories seemed to be from another life. But seeing the Mayor in the flesh, Lucas suddenly remembered it like it were happening now, as if Mayor Carcass had only just killed his dad.  
 
    He felt anger rising within him. Now, when his hands shook, it was because of rage. The urge to pull the trigger was strong. Lucas swallowed. Seeing him here, he was struggling to hold back his logic, that attacking Mayor Carcass would result in his death.  
 
    “So, what have we here?” Mayor Carcass said, as he looked around, a smile on his face. “You must be Lena. And you’re Lucas. You have the crystal?”  
 
    Lena’s head turned sharply towards him. “You sold me out…” she whispered.  
 
    “Yes, he did. What do you expect from Normies. They’re all cowards,” Mayor Carcass said. “Except maybe you,” he said, now looking directly at him. “I’ve not had a gun pointed at me in a long time.”  
 
    It was only then did Lucas realise he had moved the gun away from Blader and towards Mayor Carcass. His finger pressed against the trigger, the pressure building, any second now, and a bullet would leave the chamber and hit Mayor Carcass directly on the forehead.  
 
    Lucas’s eyes scrunched as a noise buzzed in his ear.  
 
    “What are you doing?” a voice said. It was Hannah, over the earpiece. “You can’t kill him with a handgun. This isn’t the plan, Lucas. Lower your hand!”  
 
    She was right.  
 
    Lucas knew that better than anyone.  
 
    Shooting Mayor Carcass with a handgun would be like shooting a grownup with a fucking nerf gun. If he struck the guy in the eye, he would probably be mildly irritated.  
 
    This wasn’t the plan. There was more at stake here. He needed to stick to the plan.  
 
    Lucas lowered his hand, bringing the gun to his side, his finger remained on the trigger.  
 
    Mayor Carcass sighed. “Was hoping you would shoot me,” he said. “Would have been exciting.” He held his hand out. “Give me the crystal.”  
 
    With his free hand, Lucas pulled out the crystal that Matt had made for him. It was about the size of a tennis ball but angled like a diamond. He held it out for Mayor Carcass. Blader stepped towards him, and as she took it off him, Lena frowned, her eyes on the crystal.  
 
    “It really is a green crystal,” Mayor Carcass chuckled. He took it off Blader and held it in his hand. “Doesn’t seem to do anything,” he muttered. He placed it in his pocket. “Now, what to do with you two?” he asked.  
 
    “Please spare me, Mayor,” Lena said immediately. “I can be of use. I’m the leader of the Red Heads. We’re the largest gang in Buxworth, and completely at your disposal.”  
 
    “Interesting,” Mayor Carcass said. He turned to Lucas. “And what can you offer me?”  
 
    Offer him? Lucas swallowed nervously. He had nothing to offer the Mayor, aside from his Katana rubbing against the Super’s neck. But that wasn’t the plan. He was supposed to kill Lena.  
 
    “She wants you dead,” Lucas mumbled.  
 
    “You do want me dead,” Mayor said, now turning back to Lena.  
 
    “He’s lying,” Lena stammered. “He’s an assassin. He’s killed many of your Authority Supers.”  
 
    Lucas needed to nip the conversation in the bud. He raised his hand and scratched his head. He expected a bullet to fly past him and strike the Mayor. But it didn’t. Lucas rubbed the back of his head again, this time with more visible effort.  
 
    “Shit. Sorry,” Hannah muttered over the earpiece.  
 
    A bullet flew past him and struck Mayor Carcass right on the forehead. It slammed into the skin, and a wrinkle appeared. The bullet squashed, as if it had struck metal. Mayor Carcass took an unsteady step back. He raised a hand and rubbed the spot the bullet had struck.  
 
    Lucas raised a hand and pointed at Lena. “She’s got this whole place full of Red Heads manning snipers,” he shouted.  
 
    “No! They’re not supposed to fire on you,” Lena cried.  
 
    She realised her mistake as soon as the words left her mouth. Her mouth hanging open, she raised a hand to cover it, as if trying to stop more words from tumbling out. But it was too late. She’d already let the cat out of the bag. She’d admitted to having snipers in the surrounding building.  
 
    “I think I’m going to kill you,” Mayor Carcass said. “Blader, deal with the other Normie.”  
 
    “With pleasure,” Blader said.  
 
    Lucas took a hesitant step back. This wasn’t the plan, but he feared it may have been Mayor Carcass’s plan all along, to kill them both. He probably wanted to play a game before he did that.  
 
    Lena pressed her hand against her ear. “Fire everything at Mayor Carcass!” she shouted.  
 
    At the same time, she pulled out two pistols. A hail of bullets struck the Mayor, coming from all directions. One bullet even whizzed past Lucas’s ear almost clipping it. Lena wasn’t kidding when she said she’d had the place filled with snipers.  
 
    The sheer number of bullets fired accurately even had an effect on Mayor Carcass. The leash in his hand fell as he stumbled back. The two Asian girls climbed to their feet and ran for the exit. Mayor Carcass tripped and fell on his back. Seeing an opportunity, Lena ran forward, dropping her pistols, she pulled a sword out.  
 
    Lucas watched, eyes wide, as Lena dared do what he hadn’t. She leapt into the air, her sword expertly held, she was going for Mayor Carcass’s neck.  
 
    But despite the barrage of bullets that had hailed upon his body, that still continued to strike him, Mayor Carcass climbed to his feet and moved his head back, moving it inches out of reach from Lena’s blade.  
 
    Lena turned to face him, her body angled, she held her blade across her body, ready to fight Mayor Carcass as bullets continued to hail from all parts of the building, striking the Mayor.  
 
    But Lucas knew it was a lost cause.  
 
    She’d missed her chance, if it even was a chance.  
 
    With every passing second, Mayor Carcass would grown stronger. The bullets that just about managed to knock him down soon would feel like rain. The gentle type.  
 
    Lucas turned his eyes away from them and onto Blader. She wore a grin across her lips. “This is going to be fun,” she said.  
 
    He had a small window to escape. Once Mayor Carcass was done with Lena, that window would close. Lucas turned and ran down the grass, moving as fast as he could. And he was fast. He hit the gym every day, and he didn’t skip the treadmill. He prioritised it. His life depended upon running away from Supers when shit went wrong.  
 
    Despite being incredibly fast for a Normie, it was nothing compared to Supers. Where humans began to tire as they ran, the opposite happened to Supers. They grew in speed. Lucas made it off the grass land and into the building when Blader caught up with him.  
 
    She slammed her fist into his back and sent him tumbling onto the hard concrete. Lucas ignored the pain and turned, his back on the floor, his hands held before him, gun in hand, he opened fire.  
 
    Blader tried to move out of the way, but every shot hit its target, plastering her chest with bullets. She was no Mayor Carcass, and the bullets hurt her. They pierced through the thin material on her chest and dug into her flesh. She staggered back.  
 
    As Lucas jumped to his feet and pulled out his Katana, he stopped in his tracks. Blader’s entire body was changing. It began with her arms. The fingers welded together, before sharpening until she had blades for arms. The colour changed to a silver, and that silver spread up across her body.  
 
    Standing before him was a silver Super, the wounds in her chest healed.  
 
    “What the fuck,” Lucas muttered.  
 
    “It’s impressive, right?”  
 
    Lucas shrugged. “Its pretty, but unless you’re planning on dazzling me to death…”.  
 
    “Oh, you’re a funny guy. Funny guys usually die in the movies,” Blader said.  
 
    “I wouldn’t know,” Lucas muttered. “Didn’t see too many of those before The Strikes. But I suppose you’re old.”  
 
    “Yup, you’re definitely going to die,” Blader growled.  
 
    Lucas turned and ran down the corridor and up the stairs. He made it to the third floor before he felt the Super behind him. He turned and fired a single shot. It struck her on the chest. No blood came out, but she stumbled back down the steps.  
 
    Lucas continued running up. He needed to kill the Super, but he needed to find the right spot to do it, and before he found the right spot, he couldn’t use too much force against the Super, he couldn’t let her build up her immunity to force.  
 
    Lucas climbed the steps, running as fast as he could, his chest thumping, sweat forming above his eyes. The trench coat was heavy, and running up was always harder than running down, or running flat. Finally, on the fourth floor, just as the Super caught up to him once more, Lucas spotted a room with partially bricked red walls.  
 
    As the Super reached the final step before the landing, Lucas turned and slammed his fist against her jaw. “Fuck!” he cursed. It was like punching metal. Which wasn’t surprising. She was fucking silver, which was a metal.  
 
    “You have a gun, idiot,” Blader growled. “Use it. Punching is for Supers because, you know, we’re Super.” She punched him as if to demonstrate.  
 
    Lucas was knocked off his feet and thrown backwards. He slid through the door to the room with the partially bricked walls. As Blader came after him and entered the room, Lucas leapt through the gap between the top brick of the wall and the lintel. As he landed into the next room, he rolled forward, pulled out a grenade and chucked it at the wall.  
 
    He dashed out of the next room and pulled out his assault rifle as the room exploded, taking the wall down. Lucas saw movement under the bricks, and he chucked another two grenades. As the bricks were blasted aside, in the ensuing dust cloud, he saw a figure on the ground, crawling towards him.  
 
    Lucas pulled out his assault rifle and placing the butt against his shoulder, he started to fire at the object, all the while moving towards it. The figure shuddered violently as the bullets struck. But still, it moved towards him as he moved towards her. The magazine emptied as Lucas stood a foot away from her. He leant down and slammed the butt against her nose, denting her silver nose.  
 
    Lucas drew his Katana and stepped onto Blader’s back. He pressed down hard, putting his full weight, he dropped down and pressed his sword against her neck. Blader’s body shook violently and she screamed as the sword broke through the silver exterior of her neck before it cut through her flesh.  
 
    The scream came to an end as he detached her head from her body.  
 
    Breathing heavily, Lucas wiped the blood from his Katana onto Blader’s top, then he stepped back and collapsed on the hard floor, his back against the concrete pillar.  
 
    As his breathing eased, he wiped the sweat away from his forehead and pressed the little device in his ear. “Hannah,” he called. “Have you made it out?”  
 
    “I’m still here, Lucas. Where are you?”  
 
    “Third floor. No, fourth floor. Just finished off Blader. That was the other Super that came with Mayor Carcass,” he replied.  
 
    “Get to a window and look out into the courtyard,” Hannah said. “You need to see this.”  
 
    Lucas climbed to his feet and walked slowly towards the gap left in the wall for a window. Once there, his arms rested against the roughened surface and he glanced down at the grassland below. 
 
    He spotted Lena’s body lying surrounded by a pool of blood. One arm had been torn off and it lay on the ground a few feet away from her. There were other bodies there. Lucas counted seven. They all had red hair. Brave souls that had rushed out to aid their leader?  
 
    Mayor Carcass was still fighting someone.  
 
    It was a girl with red hair. She stood with fists raised, fists that burned blue. It was a Super.  
 
    Lucas’s eyes widened.  
 
    It was Michelle.  
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    Lucas ran down the stairs as fast as he could, taking six or seven steps at a time. As he reached the ground floor, he stumbled, but rather than let it break his stride, he rolled on the ground, climbed back onto his feet and dashed down the corridor.  
 
    Once out in the sun, he stopped by the edge of the concrete.  
 
    It was Michelle.  
 
    She wore the same clothes she’d worn that morning. Skinny black jeans and a sheer white shirt. The shirt was torn at the left sleeve, up to her elbow. There was blood on her right leg, the red standing out against the black.  
 
    She held her hands raised before her, fists glowing blue. Mayor Carcass wore a grin on his face. The only damage on his white shirt and blue pants were bullet holes. They did little to no damage to the Super, but they did make holes in his clothes. And he had a lot of holes.  
 
    Mayor Carcass moved towards Michelle. She threw a ball of blue at him. It struck him in the chest and knocked him down onto the ground. Lucas had seen the damage those balls could do. They’d broken through thick pillars of metal and cement. And now, they’d knocked Mayor Carcass off his feet.  
 
    Was there a chance? Michelle was a strong Super. She’d taken a fucking building collapsing on her. If there was a chance, he had to take it.  
 
    Lucas pulled out his rifle and dropping to his knees, he aimed for Mayor Carcass as he climbed to his feet. Lucas let loose, firing bullets as Michelle fired her blue orbs. Every hit struck the Mayor, and each time he fell back, it took longer for him to rise to his feet.  
 
    This was the moment, when Supers were weakened by assault, just before they began to strengthen. That was when Lucas finished the Super’s off. As Mayor Carcass sat up, Lucas aimed for his chest, firing repeatedly, he moved quickly onto the grass and towards the Super.  
 
    He was fifteen feet away when he slung his rifle over his shoulder and pulled out his Katana.  
 
    It was also the same time that Mayor Carcass jumped to his feet. As Michelle struck him with a ball of blue, it bounced off his chest.  
 
    “My turn,” Mayor Carcass growled.  
 
    He charged at Michelle, his hands curled into fists, she held har palm flat before him, protecting herself in an invisible bubble. But Mayor Carcass slammed his fists into the shield and the invisible bubble became visible briefly as it sparkled, colourful, like the bubbles that rose out of water mixed with liquid.  
 
    Another punch, and the bubble vanished. Michelle kept her hand out, palm flat, she stared at him in horror. Lucas watched with the same expression as Mayor Carcass punched her in the chest.  
 
    Michelle’s feet lifted off the ground as she was thrown back all the way to the building site. As a Super, she would survive that, but it was going to hurt like fuck.  
 
    Lucas on the other hand, wouldn’t survive such a thing.  
 
    And the Mayor had turned his attention onto him.  
 
    Lucas slid his Katana back into his trench coat and pulled out the knuckle dusters. He slipped them through his fingers. The cold metal wasn’t as reassuring as normal. But he didn’t have much choice now.  
 
    “Where’s Blader?” Mayor Carcass asked. “She was supposed to kill you.”  
 
    “Her body is lying on the fourth floor, covered in bricks. Her head is a few feet away,” Lucas replied.  
 
    Mayor Carcass’s brows furrowed. “You killed her?” 
 
    “I did,” he replied.  
 
    “Not bad,” Mayor Carcass nodded admiringly. It wasn’t even begrudging admiration. “How many other Supers have you killed?”  
 
    It was Lucas’s turn to frown.  
 
    Mayor Carcass wasn’t even slightly displeased at having lost his second in command. On the contrary, talking about Super deaths was liking talking about sports. Like the way people talked about football back before The Strikes.  
 
    “Fuck you,” Lucas muttered.  
 
    Mayor Carcass shrugged his shoulders. Then he swung his arm. Lucas moved back, dodging the strike, he turned sideways and struck with both fists. He closed his fingers as the knuckle dusters struck. At the tip, the sharp point delivered a voltage shock enough to knock down an elephant, or so he’d been told.  
 
    All it did was cause Mayor Carcass to grunt.  
 
    But Lucas kept at it. He weaved in and out, dancing around the Super, moving back when the Super punched, and moving in when he saw an opening. Every punch of his was calculated, and every punch struck the Super.  
 
    But Mayor Carcass took the punches, and he grew in strength. Lucas on the other hand, he was beginning to tire.  
 
    As he moved out of the way of another punch, he looked back. Michelle had climbed to her feet. Her whole body glowed blue, burning off her clothes, it showed her perfect figure. She didn’t have the largest breasts in the world, or the curviest ass. But she was perfect.  
 
    Distracted by her blue nakedness, Lucas almost died. He moved his head back at the last second as Mayor Carcass’s palm swung at him. Seeing Michelle ready to fight again, Lucas stepped back. She ran past him, he slid off the knuckle dusters and pulled out his Katana once more.  
 
    What happened next was a sight to see.  
 
    Michelle was a blur of blue as she attacked the Mayor. She punched and kicked with insane speed and ferocity. But the Mayor was equal to her fury. It seemed time for games were over. He blocked her strikes, then caught her in the stomach, causing her to buckle. He then kicked her on the face. Michelle’s body hit the ground with a thud. She lay there, and this time, Lucas knew she wouldn’t get up.  
 
    There was a theory amongst Normies that Supers had a limit to how much they could take. Their bodies grew stronger the more abuse they took, but there was a point. What that point was, no Normie could ever reach, because by that time, if the Super hadn’t been decapitated, then the Normie would be dead.  
 
    But a fight between Supers that did not finish quickly, what would happen eventually? Could they fight for ever? Or would the Supers reach a peak in pain tolerance and then come tumbling back down?  
 
    Lucas knew the latter had just happened to Michelle.  
 
    As she lay on the ground, the blue glow that surrounded her naked body began to fade away. When it had gone, Michelle lay still on the ground, her skin white, she looked beautiful. Lucas rushed up to her and dropped to his knees beside her.  
 
    “I’m sorry, Lucas,” she mumbled. “He deserved to die. I thought I could kill him. Instead, all I’ve done is managed to get you killed.”  
 
    “Hey, it’s okay,” Lucas said.  
 
    “I like you, Lucas,” Michelle said. She coughed, and blood came out of her mouth. It was a bad sign. How badly was she broken that her insides weren’t even healing anymore. Was she going to die?  
 
    “I really like you,” Michelle said. “Just wanted to get that out before I died.”  
 
    Lucas knelt down and kissed her on the lips. It was a gentle kiss. “You’re not going to die,” he told her.  
 
    He rested her head back down onto the ground. Lucas climbed to his feet and walked towards Mayor Carcass.  
 
    “You killed my dad, you piece of shit,” he growled.   
 
    He reached into his left pocket and felt the cloth that surrounded the green crystal. He moved the cloth aside and his skin made contact with the lethal crystal. 
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    Michelle lay on the ground, feeling broken. Something was wrong. Something was horribly wrong. She’d made a horrible mistake. Lucas wasn’t supposed to be here. She had waited until he left, being chased by Martha.  
 
    Martha, or otherwise known as Blader, was a strong Super. But where she was arrogant, Lucas was clever. She would underestimate him, and it would cost her her life.  
 
    As Lucas turned and ran towards the building, Michelle stepped out from behind the pillar and approached Mayor Carcass. Seeing the Super take a hail of bullets without truly falling, she wondered if she’d underestimated his strength, if she’d overestimated her own.  
 
    But then, she took inspiration from Lucas. As a Normie, he was much weaker than every Super, but he killed powerful ones, thanks to his brains, his dedication, but most importantly, his desire to win.  
 
    Michelle had that desire. 
 
    When Mayor Carcass despatched with Lena by ripping her arm off and tossing her aside like a rag doll, her desire to win, to succeed, kept her from shirking away. When he killed the few Red Heads that were brave or stupid enough to venture out, when he killed them with single punches, her desire to win kept her walking.  
 
    When he was done, and he noticed her, those blue eyes staring at her, a coldness washed over her. She could feel it probing her mind. He knew what she was here for, and he grinned.  
 
    Their battle began, and Michelle threw everything at the Super. Her efforts were joined by gunfire. Lucas had returned. Why had he returned? Why hadn’t he gone? Knowing she couldn’t afford to ask those questions, she threw everything at Mayor Carcass.  
 
    In the end, it wasn’t enough.  
 
    Mayor Carcass had superpowers, ones other than strength and ability to recover from wounds that would kill Normies.  
 
    But he didn’t use any of those powers on her. He didn’t need to. A single punch to the chest was enough.  
 
    Lying on the ground, Michelle felt broken. Her body felt weak, her head hurt, her chest felt like it had caved in. Every breath hurt. But still, she pushed herself up and shuffled her naked bottom towards a pillar. Once there, she leaned against it and stared ahead at the play field. 
 
    Lucas stood before Mayor Carcass, his body had a green glow about it.  
 
    He’d used the crystal.  
 
    She wanted to scream.  
 
    He was going to die.  
 
    If Mayor Carcass didn’t kill him, Lucas’s body would disintegrate. It would turn to ash.  
 
    Her mouth opened, but no sound came out. Michelle was too weak to cry out in pain.  
 
    It didn’t mean the pain went away.  
 
    It was stored inside her, in her shattered chest.  
 
    This was her fault.  
 
    Lucas was going to die because of her.  
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    Lucas stood before Mayor Carcass. He’d touched the crystal. He knew what was going to happen to him. He was going to die. But it didn’t matter anymore. If he could buy enough time for Michelle to recover, to make a run for it, that would be enough.  
 
    As a green glow began to surround him, as this strange cold sensation spread across hid body, Lucas knew he wasn’t special.  
 
    He was an ordinary guy. 
 
    An ordinary guy that worked hard. What he had achieved, all his kills, Supers and Normies, they would sound impressive to anyone. But that didn’t make him special. This wasn’t a story, and he wasn’t a hero.  
 
    He was going to die here today, without being able to avenge his dad. Lucas knew that, and he accepted it. It was life. It wasn’t fair. It didn’t have happy endings.  
 
    “I killed your dad? You’re that kid from the café?” Mayor Carcass said.   
 
     “You remember?” Lucas asked.  
 
    “Kinda hard to forget. Your dad was like the only grown-up left in town,” Mayor Carcass said. “He should have valued that. Instead, he stuck his nose where it didn’t belong. I wasn’t even trying to fuck those girls. I just wanted to see what her breasts looked like. You know what I’m doing now? I have a fucking stable of hot little cunts. A literal stable.”  
 
    “You’re insane,” Lucas muttered.  
 
    “Maybe I am,” Mayor Carcass shrugged. “It doesn’t matter anymore, does it? Who’s to say what’s right and what’s wrong? The people on charge. Those before us created a world with rules they thought made sense. Now they’re gone, it’s our turn, us Supers, to make the rules.”  
 
    Lucas was tiring of listening to the guy talk. He was conscious of the fact that there was a limited time before he would turn to ash and fade away. He looked back over his shoulder. Michelle was resting against a pillar, staring at him.  
 
    He hoped she would recover enough soon to make her way out of this place.  
 
    “So the green crystal you gave me is a fake, huh?” Mayor Carcass asked.  
 
    Lucas turned to look back at him. He nodded.  
 
    “What’s it feel like being a Super?” he asked.  
 
    It didn’t feel any different. This coldness that spread through his body, it had faded away. Now, he just felt normal. He didn’t feel too hot or too cold. The sky had cleared of the weak clouds and now the sun blazed in the sky. Lucas should have felt hot. But he didn’t. He felt good, but what with regularly working out, he always felt good.  
 
    “I thought you’d talk more,” Mayor Carcass said.  
 
    The Super raised his fists and came towards Lucas. He threw a punch. The speed of the hand was immense, much faster than anything he’d done when they’d fought earlier. It should have struck Lucas across the face and either knocked his teeth out or shattered his jaw.  
 
    But it missed.  
 
    Lucas moved out of the way.  
 
    His own speed was insane. His eyes widened in surprise, as did Mayor Carcass’s. The same thing happened with the next seven punches the Super threw in quick succession. It was the green crystal. It had given him super speed.  
 
    Had it given him super strength?  
 
    As the next punch came, Lucas moved his body sideways, then brought his fist up and struck Mayor Carcass on the chin. The Super flew off his feet and landed two meters away. He hit the ground with a thud, and when he rose, it was slow. He had felt pain for the first time. He also felt fear for the first time.  
 
    Mayor Carcass pointed his fingers at Lucas.  
 
    Black bullets shot out from the tip. Lucas saw them coming. His trench coat was bullet proof. He could have turned sideways and taken the bullets on the shoulder. But he stood still, even spread his arms out to welcome them.  
 
    The bullets struck his chest. They pierced through his shirt, through his flesh. He felt pain. Had he made a mistake? But then, the pain faded. The bullets fell out of his chest and hit the ground. He felt his flesh begin to repair, felt the holes closing.  
 
    Mayor Carcass’s lips parsed to reveal his teeth gritted in anger. He brought his fists together. They began to glow a fiery red. He charged at Lucas, roaring. As he came close, he brought his fists forward, Lucas’s chest his target.  
 
    Lucas decided not to continue with his experiment of seeing how durable the green crystal had made him. He moved out of the way, then he punched Mayor Carcass in the chest. This time, the Mayor took the punch, his body growing stronger as battle continued, as did happen with Supers.  
 
    The fight continued, and Lucas fought hard. The only way to defeat Mayor Carcass was to break him, like he had broken Michelle.  
 
    Lucas trained regularly, using the boxing bag, or getting into rings with Hannah and Anika. He was skilled, he was determined. Mayor Carcass was strong. He didn’t have much skills, and normally, he didn’t need them.  
 
    Now up against Lucas, who matched him for strength, but was much more skilful, he didn’t stand a chance. Lucas hit him with every punch, with every kick. And then, as he brough his foot up and connected with the Mayor’s chest, the Super spluttered blood out from his mouth.  
 
    He dropped to his knees, blood covered his shirt. He looked up at Lucas, his lips quivering. “Please,” he begged. “I’m sorry I killed your dad. Please, I beg you. Please, forgive me.”  
 
    Lucas walked around Mayor Carcass, full of disgust at the snivelling wreck that he had become. He wondered why he’d been afraid of this Super before. Mayor Carcass was a coward. Standing behind him, he pulled his Katana out from within his trench coat.  
 
    He raised his sword and swung it with all his might.  
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    Michelle climbed to her feet and began a slow walk towards Lucas. Her chest hurt, as did her left leg. She pushed the weight onto her right leg and hobbled towards him.  
 
    Lucas stood over the headless body of Mayor Carcass. He’d done it. He’d killed the evil bastard. She should have felt joy, but she was sad. She was angry too. Lucas had touched the green crystal. He was going to die. 
 
    And yet, he looked fine.  
 
    The green glow he’d had about him was no longer there. The bullet wounds Mayor Carcass had inflicted on his chest had healed.  
 
    “Hey,” she held a hand out as she came within reach.  
 
    Lucas took her hand, and she came up to his shoulder and slumped on him, exhausted. He moved his arm around her waist to better support her.  
 
    “How do you feel?” she asked.  
 
    “I feel… okay, I suppose,” Lucas said.  
 
    His voice sounded distant, as if he were in another world.  
 
    “You’re not dying, are you?” she asked.  
 
    Lucas blinked. “Oh… no. I’m fine. For now, at least.” He lifted his free hand and stared at it. “I don’t seem to be disintegrating. Maybe because I already have Super DNA in me?”  
 
    “Vengeance?” Michelle asked.  
 
    Vengeance was the creepy Super that had created a serum with his own flesh and blood so that he could control people. Jenny had injected that serum into Lucas, wanting him to be her master instead of Vengeance. There was a fifty percent chance Lucas would have died from the serum.  
 
    He didn’t.  
 
    “You’re a Super now,” Michelle said, slapping her hand against his chest, a smile on her face.  
 
    Lucas smiled back. But there was no joy in it.  
 
    “What’s wrong?”  
 
    “I don’t know… I guess I thought this would be more satisfying. But… now that he’s dead, I don’t know what to do. Mayor Carcass changed the course of my life. I became what I am because of him. Now that he’s dead, I feel… empty. Like I have no purpose.”  
 
    “He didn’t make you what you are, Lucas,” Michelle said. “He didn’t make you a good guy. That’s what you are, a good guy,” she repeated. “You’re a good guy that’s a Super now. Think of what you can do for Normies,” she added softly.  
 
    It had been her dream to help Normies, to bring order to this chaos. Now, she felt like she had a chance to do that. With Lucas by her side, they could make the world a better place. Or at least, they could change Buxworth Town.  
 
    Except, that was her dream, not Lucas’s 
 
    She looked up at him, studying his face. He was handsome. Strong jawline, high cheekbones, good head of hair. But he had what could be called a resting sad-face. He always had it. It made him difficult to read.  
 
    “You don’t have to do that. You don’t have to be a hero. You can live the quiet life. I know Anika and Jenny would be happy to see you again. I think you’ve managed to turn Hannah bi-sexual at the very least,” she added with a grin.  
 
    The corners of Lucas’s lips twitched. 
 
    “You’ve got your whole life ahead of you. You can live it how you want, no longer burdened by Mayor Carcass,” Michelle said softly. “You’ve got wonderful girls around you, that love. It could be worse, right?”  
 
    Lucas nodded slowly. He turned to look at her, a smile on his face. “You’re right. Let’s go home.”    
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